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Dramatis Perfonz. 


Scalus, Prence of Verona. 

W', Paris, 2young Nobleman in Love with Juliet, 
and Kinfman to the Prince. 

Mountague,| Two Lords of antient Families, Ene» 





Capulet, mies to each other. 


Romeo, Son to Mountague. | (1) 

Mercutio, Kinfinan to the Prince, and Friend te K 
Romeo. el i 

Benvolio, Kinfman and Friend to Rome. 

Tybalt, Kin/man to Capulet. 

Friar Lawrence. 

Friar John. * ii 


’ Balthafar, Servant to Romeo. 


Page to Paris. 


Sampfon, 
Gregory, 


m 


} Servants to Capulet. 


Abram, Servant to Mountague. AC 
Apothecary. - 


Lady Mountague, Wzfe to Mountague. 
Lady Capulet, Wifeto Capulet.. Enter §, 
Juliet, Daughterto Capulet, iz Love with Romeo. 
Nurfe to Fuliet. 


Citizens of Verona, feveral Men and Women Re- 
lations to Capulet, Maskers, Guards, and other 
Attendants. : 





The S C E NE, in the beginning of the Fifth AG, 
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ACT i SeC Ewes 
SCENE the Street zn Verona. 


Enter Sampfon and Gregory, with Swords and Bucklers. 


SM MPSON., 

Regory, amy word weil not carry Coals. 
Greg. No, forthen we flouild be Colliers. 
Sam. -mean, ifwe bein Choler, we'ildraw, 
Greg. Ay, whileyoulive, draw your Neck 

out o th’ Collar. 

Sam. I {trike quickly, being mov'ds 

. Greg. But thou art not quickly moy’d to ftrike, 
Sam. A Dog of the Houle of 4foxstague moves mee 
Grez, Tomove, is to ftir; and to be vslianr, 1s to {tand } 

Therefore, if thou art mov’d, thor runn’ft away. 

Sam. A Wog of that Houle hall move me to ftand + 

I will take the Wall of any Manor Maid of Mountazues. 
Greg. That fhews thee weak, Slave, for the weakeit goes 

to the Wall. | 
Vou, V. B 2 | Samy 


408949 
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Sam. True, and therefore Women, being the weakeft 
Veflels, are ever thruft to the Wall.: therefcre I will puth 
Mountague’s Men ftom the Wall, and thruft his Maids to the 


Wall. 
Greg. The Quarrel is between our Mafters, and us their 


Men. 

Sam. ?Tis all one, I will fhew my felf a Tyrant: when I 
have fought with the Men, I will be civil: with the Maids, 
and cut off their Heads. 

Greg. The Heads of the Maids? 

Sam. Ay, the Heads of the Maids, or their Maidcn-heads, 
Take it in what fenfe thou wilt. 

Greg. They muft take it in fenfe that feel it. 

Sam. Me they thall feel while I am able to ftand: 

Andtis known I am a pretty piece of Ficfh. 

Greg. ’ Tis well thou art not Fifh : if thou hadft, thou 
hadft been Poor John. Draw thy Tool, here comes of the 
Houfe of the ALonntagues. 

Enter Abram and Balthafar. 

Sam. My naked Weapon is out 5 quarrel, E will back thee. 

Greg. How?-turn thy back and run ¢ 

Sam, Fear me not. 

Greg. No, marry : I fear thee. 

Sam. Let ustake the Law of our fides: let them begin. 

Greg. I will frown as I pafs by, and Jet them rake it as 
~ they lift. | 

Sam. Nay, asthey dare. 1 will bite my Thumb at them, 
which is a difgrace to them, if they bear it. 

Abr, Do you bite your Thumb at us, Sir 2 | 

sam. 1 do-bite my Thumb, Sir. . 

Abr. Do you bite yout Thumb at us, Sir? | 

Sam. is the Law onour fide, if I fay ay? 

Greg. No. 

Saiz, No, Sir, I do not bitemy Thumb at you, Sir: but 
I bite my Thumb, Sir. 

Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir? 

Abr, Quarrel, Sir? no; Sir. 

Sam. Yf you do, Sir; I am for you; I ferve as good: 


Man as you. 
Abr. No better ¢ 


Sam. Well, Site 
Enter 
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Exter Benvolio. 
Greg. Say better: here comes one of my Mafter’s Kinfmen. 
Sam. Yes, better. | er | 
Abr. You Lie. 
Sam. Draw, if you be Men. Gregory, remember thy 
wafhing blow. . | Lhey fight. 
Ben. Part, Fools, put up your Swords, you know not 
what you do. 
Enter Tybalt. 
Tyo. What, art thou drawn among thefe heartlefs Hinds? 
Turn thee, Be#volio, look upon thy Death. 
Ben. 1 do but keep the Peace; put up thy Sword, 
Or manage it to part thefe Men with me. 
Tyb. What draw, and ‘talk of Peace? I hatethe word 
As I hate Hel!, al! Azountagues and thee: | 
Have at thee, Coward. | Fight. 
Enter three or four Citixens with Clubs, 
Offic. Club:, Bills, and Partifans! ftrike! beat them down, 
Down with the Caplets, down with the AZountagues. 
Enter old Capulct in his Gown, and Lady Capulet. 
Cap. What noile is this? Give me my long Sword, ho? 
La. Cap. A Crutch,aCrurch: why call you for a Sword? 
Cap. A Sword, I fay : Old Adountague is come, 
And flourithes his Blade in fpight of me. 
Enter old Mountague and Lady Mountague. 
Moun. Thou Villain, Capalet Hold me not, let mé go. 
L2. Moun, Thou fhalt not ftir a foot to feek a Foe. 
Enter Prince with Attendants. 
Prin. Rebellious SubjeGts, Enemies to Peaces 
Prophaners of this Neighbour-ftained Steel | 
Will they not hear? What ho, you Men, you Beafts, 
That quench the Fire of your pernicious Rages 
With purple Fountains iffuing from your Veins: 
On pain of Torture, from thefe bloody Hands 
Throw your miftemper’d Weapons to the ground, 
And hear the Sentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil Broils, bred of an airy word, 
By thee, old Capulet, and AZountagne, | 
Have thrice difturb’d the quiet of our Streets, 
And made Veroua’s antient Citizens 
Caft by their crave befeeming Ornaments, 
5B 3 To 
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To wield old Partifans, in Hands as old, 
Cankred with Peace, to part your Cankred-hate; 
If ever you difturb our Streets again, 
Your Lives fhall pay the Forfeit of the Peace. 
For this time all the reft depart away : 
You, Capulet, thall go along with ine ; 
And, Adountague, come you this Afternoon, 
To know our turther Pleafore in this cafe, 
To old Free-town, our common Judgment-placc : 
Oace more, on pain of Death, all Men depart. 
| Exeunt Prince apd Capulet, &c. 

La. Moun. Who fet this ancient Quarrel new abroach$ 
Speak, Nephew, were you by waen it began? 

Ben. Here were the Servants of your Adverfary, 
And yours, clofe fighting, ¢’er I did approach; 

1 drew to part them: In the inftant came 

The fiery Tibalt, with his Sword prepar’d, 
Which as he breath’d Defiance to my Ears, 

He {wong about his Head, and cut the Winds, - 
Who nothing hurt withal, hils’d him in Scorn ; 
While we were interchanging thrufts and blows, 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
*Till the Prince came, who parted either parr. 

La. Moun, O where is Romeo, faw you him to Day 2 
Right glad am I, he was not at this Fray. 

Bez. Madam, an hour before the worfhipp’d Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden Window of the Eaft, 

A troubled Mind drave me to waik abroad, 
Where underneath the Grove of Sycamour, 
That Weftward rooteth from this City fide, 
So early walking did I fee you Son; 

Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 
And ftole into the Covert of che Wood ; 

I meafuring his Affections by my own, 

Which then moft fought, where moft might not be found, 
Being one too many by my weary fclf, 
Purfued my Humour, not purfuing his, 

And gladly fhun’d, who gladly fled from me, 

Moun, Many a Morning bath he there been fcen 
With Tears augmenting the frefh Morning Dew, © 
Adding to Clouds, more Clouds, with his deep fighs: 
But all fo foon as the all-cheering Sun, Should, 
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Should, in the fartheft Eaft, begin to draw 

The fhady Curtains from arora’s Bed, 

Away from light fteals home my heavy Son, 

And private in his Chamber pens himfelf, 

Shuts up his Windows, locks fair Day-light out, 

And makes himfelf an artificial Night. 

Black and portentous muft this Humour prove; 

Unlefs good Counfel may the Caufe remove. 
Ben. My Noble Uncle, do you know the Caufe? 
Moun. Uneither know it, nor can learn it of him. 
Ben, Have youimportun’d him by any means ¢ 
Moun. Both by my felf, and many other Friends; — 

But he, his own AffeGtions Counfellor, 

Isto himfelf (1 will not fay how true) 

But to himfelf fo fecret and fo clofe, 

So far from founding and difcovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious Worm, 

E’er he can fpread his fweet Leaves to the Air, 

Or dedicate’ his Beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learn from whence his Sorrows gTOWs 


We would as willingly give Cure, as know. 


Enter Romeo, | 
Ben. See where he comes: fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
I'll know his Grievance, or'be much deny'd. 
Moun. L would thou wert fo happy by thy ftay; 

To heartrue Shrift. Come, Madam, let's away- [Exveunt. 
Ben. Good Morrow, Coufin. - 
Rom. 1s the day fo young $ 

Ben. But new ftruck nine. 
Rom. Ah me, fad hours feem long. » 

Was that my Father that went hence fo fafte 
Ben. It wast What fadnefs lengthens Romeo's hours ¢ 
Rom. Not having that, which having, makes them fhort. 
Ben. In Love? 

Rom. Our— 

Ben. Of Love? 

Rom. Out of her Favour, where I am in Loves 
Ben. Alas, that Love fo gentle in his view, 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proof. 

Rom. Alas, that Love, whofe view is muffled ftill, 


Should without Eyes, fee path-ways to his will: 
B 4 Where 
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Where thall we dine2——O me !-~--what fray was here?—— 
Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all: 
Flere’s much to do with Hate, but more with Love: 
Why then, O brawling Love! © loving Hate! 
© any thing of nothing firft create: 
O heavy Lightnefs, ferious Vanity, 
Mifhapen Chaos of well-feeming Forms, 
Feather of Lead, bright Smoke, cold Fire, fick Health, 
Still-waking Sleep, that is not what it is: 
This Love feel I, that feel no Love in this. 
Doft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coz, 1 rather weep. 

Rom. Good Heart, at what 2 

Ben. At thy good Heart’s Oppreflion. 

Rom. Why fuch is Love’s Tranfgreffion. 
Griefs of mine own lye heavy in my Breatt ; 
Which thou wilt propagate to have it preft 
With more of thine, this Love that thou haft fhewn 
Doth add more Grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a {moke made of the fume of Sighs, 
Being purg’d, a Fire {parkling in Lovers Eyes, 
Being vext, a Sea nourifh’d with loving Tears ; 
What is it elfe? a madnefs moft dilcreet, 
A choaking Gall, and a preferving Sweet: 
Farewel, my Coz. | Going. 

Ben Soft, I will go along. 
And if you leave me fo, you do me wrong. 

Rom. But I have loft my felf, I am not here, 
This is not Romeo, he’s fome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in fadnefs, who is that you love? 

Rom. What, thall T groan and tell thee? 
_ Ben. Groan? why. no; but fadly tell me, who. 

Rom. A fick Man in good fadnefs makes his will---- 
O, word ill urg’d to one that is fo ill_—— 
In fadnefs, Coufin, I do love a Woman. 

Ben. I aim’d fo near, when I fuppos’d you lov’d, 

Rom. A right good Marks-man, and the’s fair I love, 

Ben, A right fair mark, fair Coz, is foonett hit. 

Rom. Well in that hit you mifs, fhe’ll not be hit 
Wirth Cupid's Asrow ; the hath Dian’s Wir: 

And 
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And in ftrong proof of Chaftity well arm’d; 
From Love’s weak childifh Bow, fhe lives uncharm’d. 
She will not flay the Siege of loving Terms, 
Nor bide th’ Encounter of affailing Eyes, 
Nor ope her Lap to Saint-feducing Gold: 
© fhe is rich in Beauty, only poor, 
That when the dies, with Beauty dies her ftore. 
Ben. Then fhe hath fworn, that the will ftill live chafte? 
Rom. She hath, and in that {paring makes huge waite. 
For Beauty ftarv'd with her feverity, 
Cuts Beauty off from all Pofterity. 
She is too fair, too wife ; wifely too fair, 
To merit Blifs by making me defpair: 
She hath forfworn to love, and in that Vow 
Do L live dead, that live to tell it now. 
Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I fhould forget to think. 
Ben. ‘By giving liberty unto thine Eyes ; 
Examine other Beauties. 
Rom, *Tisthe way to call hers (exquifite) 10 queftion more. 
Thofe happy Masks that kifs fair Ladies Brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair, | 
He that is ftrucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious Treafure of his Eye-fight loft. 
Shew me a Miftrefs that is pafling fair; 
What doth her Beauty ferve, but as a Note, 
Where I may read who paft that pafling fair. 
Farewel, thou canft not teach me to forget. 
Ben. Ullpay that do@rine, or elfe die in debt. [Excunt. 
Enter Capulet, Paris and Servant. 
Cap. Mountague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike; and ’tis not hard, Ithink, 
For Men fo old as we to keep the Peace. 
Par. Of honourable reck’ning are you both, 
And pity ’tis you liv’d at odds fo long: 
But now, my Lord, what fay you to my Suit? 
Cap. But faying o’er what I have faid before: 


_ My Child is yet a Stranger in the World, 


She hath not feen the change of fourteen Years, 
Let two more Summers wither in their Pride, 
E’er we may think her ripe to be a Bride, 
Rt: pe Par. 
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Par, Younger than fhe are happy Mothers made, 
Cap, And too foon marr’d are thofe fo early made: 
Earth up hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe, 
She is the hopeful Lady of my Earth: 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her Heart, 
My will to her confent is but a part, 
And fhe agree, within her {cope of choice 
Lies my confent, and fair according Voice: 
This Night, I hold an old accuftom’d Feaft, 
Whereto I have invited many a Guett, 
Such as I love, and you among the ftore, 
Once more, moft welcome makes my number more: 
At my poor Houfe, look to behold this Night, 
- Barth-treading Stars that make dark Heaven light, 
Such comfort as do lufty young Men feel, 
When well-apparell'd pril on the heel 
Of limping Winter treads, even fuch delight 
- Among freth Female buds fhall you this Night 
Inherit at my Houfe ; hear all, all fee, 
And like her moft, whofe merit moft. fhall be: 
Which one more view, of many, mine being one, 
May ftand in number, though in reck’ning none. 
Come, go with me. Go, Sirrah, trudge about, 
Through fair Verona, find thofe Perfons out, 
Whofe Names are written there, and to them fay, 
My Houfe and Welcome on their pleafureftay | Ex.Cap. Par, 
Ser, Find them out whofe Names are written here 2 Et is 
written, that the Shooe-maker fhould meddle with his Yard, 
and the Tailor with his Laft, the Fither with his Pencil, and 
the Painter with his Nets. But I am fentto find thofe Per. 
fons whofe Names are writ, and can never find what Names 


the writing Perfon hath here writ, (! muft to the Learned) ° 


in good time. 
Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 


Ben. Tut Man, one Fire burns out afiothe:’s burning, 
One pain is leffen’d by another’s anguifh; | 
Turn giddy, and be holp by backward turning, 
One defperate Grief cures with another's languifh ; 
Take thou fome new Infection to the Eye, 
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Rom. Your Plantan Leaf is excellent for that. 
Ben, For what, I pray thee? 

Rom. For your broken Shin, 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad? 

Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a mad Manis: 

Shut up in Prifon, kept without my Food, 

Whipt and tormented; and ‘Good-e’en, good Fellow. 
Ser. God gi? Good-e’en : I pray, Sir, can you read 2 
Rom. Ay, mine own Fortune in my Mifery. 
Ser. Perhaps you have learn’d it without Book : 

But, I pray, can youread any thing you fee? 

Rom. Ay, if i know the Letters and the Language. 
Ser. Ye fay honeftly, reft you merry. 
Rom. Stay Fellow, [ can read. 





He reads the Letter. 
Sie Martino, and hisWife and Daughter: Count Aneq 
felm aud his beazteous Sifters; the Lady Widow of Vitru- 
vio, Signior Placentio, aud his lovely Nieces; Mercutio and 
his Brother Valentine; mine Uncle Capulet, his Wife and 
Daughters; my fair Niece Rofaline, Livia, Signior Valentio, 
and his Coujin Tybalt; Lucio, and the lovely Helena. 


A fair Affembly; whither fhould they come? 
Ser. Up. | 
Rom. Whither? to Supper? 
Ser. To our Houfe, 
Rom. Whofe Honfe? 
Ser. My Matter’s. 
‘Rom. Indeed I thould have askt you that before, 
Ser. Now I'll tell you without asking. My Matter isthe 
great rich Capulet, and if you be not of the Houfe of Afoun- 


_ tagues, 1 pray come and crufh a Cup of Wine, Reft you 


merry. [ Exit. 
Ben. At this fame ancient Feaft of Capulets, 

Sups the fair Rofaline, whom thou fo lovett; 

With all the admired Beauties of Veroza: 

Go thither, and with unattainted Eye, 

Compare her Face with fome that I fhall thew, 

And I will make thee think thy Swan a Crow. | 


Rom, 
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Rom. When the devout Religion of mine Eye 
Maintains fuch Falfehood, then turn Tears to Fire; 
And thefe who often drown’d could never die, 
Tranfparent Hereticks be burnt for Liars. 

One fairer than my Love ! the all-feeing Sun 
Neer faw her Match, fince’ firft the World begun, 

Ben. Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none elfe being by, 
Her felf pois’d with her felf in either Eye: 

But in thofe hry ftal Scales, let there be weigh’d, 
Your Ladies love againft fome other Maid, 

That I will thew you, ‘fhining at this Feaft, 

And fhe’ll thew feant well, that now thews beft. 

Rom. I'll go along, no fuch fight to be fhewn, 
But to rejoice in fplendor of mine own. 


S CE N E II. Capulet’s Houfe. 
Enter Lady Capulet, and Nurfe. 


La. Cap. Nurfe, where’s my Daughter? call her forth 
to me. 

Nurfe. Now by my. Maiden-head, at twelve Years old, I 
bad her come; what Lamb, what Lady-bird, God forbid, 
Where's this Girl 2 what, Flier? 

Enter Juliet. 

Ful. How now, who calls.2 

Nurfe. Your Mother. 

jul. Madam, I am here, what is your Will2 | 

La. Cap. Thisis the matter —— Nurfe, give Icavea while, 
we muft talk in Secret. Nurfe come back again, I have re- 
membred me, ‘thouf’ hear my Counfel: Thou knoweft my 
Daughter’s of a pretty Age. 

Nurfé.. Faith, Ican tell her Age unto an How. 

La. Cap. She’s not fourteen. 

Waurfe. Villay fourteen of my Teeth, 

And yet to my Teeth be it fpoken, 
I have but four, fhe’s not fourteen ; 
How long is it now to Lawmas-tide 2 

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd Days. 

Wurfe. Even or odd, of all Days inthe Year, come Lama 
mas-E.ve at Night fhall fhe be fourteen. Su/an and the, God 
reft all Chriftian Souls, were of an’ Age. Well, Su/ax is with 
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God, fhe was too good for me. But‘asI faid, on Lammas- 
Eve at Night fhail fhe be fourteen, that fhall fhe, marry, 
I remember it well. "Tis fince the Earthquake now eleven 
Years, and fhe was wean’d, I never fhall forget it, of all 
~ the Days inthe Year, upon that Day ; for I had then laid 
Worm-wood to my Dug, fitting in the Sun under the Dove- 
Houfe Wall, my Lord and you were then at A/antaa nays 
do beara Brain. Butas I faid, when it did tafte the Worm- 
wood on the Nipple of my Dug, and fele it bitter, pretty 
Fool, to fee it teachy, and fall out with the Dug. Shake, 
Quoth the Dove-houfe ‘twas no need I trow to bid me 
trudge; and fince that time it is eleven Years, for then fhe 
could ftand alone, nay, byth’ Rood the could have run, and 
wadled all about ; for even the Day before fhe broke her 
Brow, and then my Husbasd, God be his Soul, a was 
a merry Man, took up the Child, yea, quoth he, doft thou 
fall upon thy Face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haft 
more Wit, wilt thou not, Juliet? And by my Holy-dam, 
the pretty Wretch left Crying, and faid, Ay; to fee now how 
a Jeft thall come about. I warrant, and { fhould live a 








orth thoufand Years, I never fhould forget it: Wilt thou nor, 
Fuliet, quoth he? ‘and pretty Fool, it ftinted, and faid, Ay. 

dy I La. Caps Enough of this, I pray thee hold thy Peace. 

= Nnrfe. Yes, Madam, yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
thick it fhould leave crying, and fay, Ay; and yet I warrant 

t it had upon its Brow a bump as big as a young Cockrels 
Stone: A perilous knock, and it cried bitterly. Yea, quoth 

my Husband, fall’ft upon thy Face? thou wilt fall back- 

rei ward when thou comeft to Age; wile thou nor, Zalier 2? 

pile, It ftinted, and faid, Ay. 

- hh Ful. And ftint thee too, T pray thee, Nurfe, fay I. 

Dy Nurfe. Peace, I have done : God mark thee to his Grace, 
thou waft the pretticft Babe that e’er I nurft, and I might 
live to fee thee married once, I have my with. 

La. Cap. Marty, that marry is the very Theam 
I came to talk of; tell me, Daughter Fuliet, 
How ftands your difpofition to be married 2 
Ful. *Tis.an hour that I dream not of. 
Nurfe. An hour, were not I thine only Nurfe, I would 
fay that thou hadft fuck’d Wifdom from thy Teat. 
Atha } La. Cap. 
Sod | t 
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La. Cap. Well, think of Marriage now ; younger than you i 
Here in Verona, Ladies of Efteem, | Pom 
Are made already Mothers. By my count, : or fal 
I was your Mother much upon thefe Years, Pe 1 
That you are now a Maid; thus then in brief, Vel hy 
The valiant Paris feeks you_for his Love. i ing 3 

Nuvfz. A Mav, young, Lady, Lady, fuch a Man, as all sh 
the World Why he’s a Man of Wax. “a 

La. Cap. Verona’s Summer hath not fuch a Flower. rh 

Nurfe. Nay he’s a Flower, in faith a very Flower. ip 
La. Ca. What fay you, cin you love the Gentleman < oe 
This Night you thall behold him at our Feaft, | vine 

- Read o’er the Volume of young Paris’s Face, ra 
And find Delight writ there with Beauty’s Pen; a 
Examine every feveral Lineament, Beis. 
And fee how one, another lends Content ; sire 
And what obfcur’d in this fair Volume lyes, | - 
Find written in the Margent of his Eyes. mest 
This precious Book of Love, this unbound Lover, - 
To beautifie him, only lacks a Cover. To 
The Fith lives in the Sea, and ’tis much Pride | caot 
Por fair without, the fair within to hide: Under 

; That Book in manies Eyes doth fhare the Glory, = Me 
That in Gold Clafps locks in the golden Story ; Tog 

So fhall you fhare all that he doth poflefs, fom 

_ By having him, making your felf no lefs, Too ru 

Nuarfe. Nolefs! nay bigger; Women grow by Men, " Mer 

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris love 2 Prick Ls 

Ful. Vil look to like, if looking liking move. Give m 
But no more deep will [ endart mine Eye, A Vitor 
Than your Confent gives Strength to make it fly. What 

errs ‘ Rees a Servant. Here an 

er. Madam, the Guefts are come, Supper ferv’d u Ben, 
eal’d, my young Lady ask’d for, the Nurfe curft if vie Dat eve 
Pantry, and every thing in extremity ; I muft hence to Kim, 
wait, I befeech you follow ftraight. [ Exit Tickle 

La, Cap. We follow thee. Fuliet, the County ftays,. For I, 

Nurfe. Go, Girl, feek happy Nights to happy Days. | Ill be 
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Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with five or fix other 
Maskers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What, fhall this Speech be fpoke to our excufe ¢ 
Or fhall we on without Apology ? 

Ben. ‘The date is out of fuch prolixity, 

We'll have no Cupid hood-wink’d with a Scarf, 
Bearing a Fartar’s painted Bow of Lath, 
Scaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let:chem meafure us by what they will, 
We'll meafure them a Meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch,I am not for this ambling. 
Being but heavy, I will bear the Light. 

aie Nay, gentle Romeo, we mutt have you dance, 

Rom, Not I, believe me, you have dancing Shoes 
With nimble Soles, I have a Sole of Lead, 

So ftakes me to the Ground I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a Lover, borrow Cwpia’s Wings, 
And foar with them above a common bound, 

Rom. 1 am too fore impierced with his Shaft, 
To foar with his light Feathers, and to bound: 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull Woe ; 
Under Love’s heavy burden do I fink. 

Mer. And to fink in it, fhould you burden Love, 
Too great oppreflion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is Love a tender thing 2 it is too rough, 

Too rude, too boifterous, it pricks liké Thorn. 

Mer. If Love be rough with you, be rough with Love, 
Prick Love for pricking, and you Love beat down : 
Give me aCafe to put my Vifage in, 

A Vifor for a Vifor; what care I 
What curious Eye doth quote Deformities, 
Here are the Beetle-brows fhall bluth for me. 

Bex. Come knock and enter, and no fooner in, 
But every Man betake him to his Legs. 

Rom. A Torch for me, let Wantons, lightof Heart, 

Tickle the fenfelefs Ruthes with their Heels ; 
For I am proverb’d with a Grand-fire Phrafe ; 
T’ll be a Candle-lighter, and look on, 

The Game was ne’er fo fair, and I am Done. 

Mer. Tut, Dun’s the Moufe, the Conftablés own word; 
If thou art Dun, we'll draw thee from the Mire; 
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Or, fave your Reverence, Love, wherein thou ftickeft 
Up to the Ears: Come, we burn day-light, ho. 

Rom. Nay; that’s not fo. 

Mer. 1 mean, Sir, we delay, 
We waite our Lights in vain, lights, lights, by day 
Take our good meaning, for our Judgment fits 
Five things in that, ¢’er once in our fine Wits. 

Rom. And we mean well in going to this Mask 5 
But tis no wit to go. 

Mer, Why, may one ask ¢ 

Rom. \ dreamt a Dream to Night. 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well; what was yours ¢ 

Mer. That Dreamers often Lie. 

Rom. In Bed afleep; while they do dream things true. 

Mer. G then I fee Queen Mab hath been with you! 
She is the Fairies Mid-wife, and fhe comes in fhape no big- 
ger than an Agat-ftone on the Fore-finger of an Alderman, 
drawn with a teem of little Atomtes, over Mens Nofes as 
they lye afleep: Her Waggon Spokes made of long Spinners 
Legs ; the Cover, of the Wings of Grafhoppers; her 
Trace of the fmalleft Spider's Web; her Collars of the 
Moonfhine’s watry beams; her Whip of Cricket’s bone; 
the Lafh of film; her Waggoner a {mall gray-coated Gnar, 
not half fo big as a round little Worm, prickt from the lazy 
Finger of a Woman. Her Chariot is an empty Hazels 
Nut, made by the Joyner Squirrel or old Grub, time out 
of mind, the Fairies Coach-makers : And in this ftate the 
gallops Night by Night, through Lovers Brains ; and then 
they dream of Love, Qn Countries Knees, that dream on 
Curfies ftrait: O’er Lawyers Fingers, who ftrait dream on 
Fees: O’er Ladies Lips, who ftrait on Kiffes dream, which 
oft the angry Mab with Blifters plagues, becaufe their breaths 
with Sweet-meats tainted are. Sometimes fhe gallops 
o’er a Courtier’s Nofe, and then dreams he of fmelling 
out a Suit: And fometimes comes fhe witha Tith-pigs Tail, 
tickling a Parfon’s Nofe as he lies afleep ; then he dreams 


of another Benefice. Sometimes fhe driveth o’er a Soldier’s . 


Neck, and then dreams he of cutting Foreign Throats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcadoes, Spanifh Blades; of Healths five 
Fathom deep; and then anon drums in his Ears, at which 
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he ftarts and wakes, and being thus frighted, {wears a Prayer 
or two, and fleeps again. ‘This is that very Mab that plats 
the Manes of Horfes in the Night, and bakes the Elf-locks 
in fou! fluttifh Hairs, which once intangled, much Misfor- 
tunes bodes. 1 
This is the Hag, when Maids lye on their Backs, 
That preffes them, and learns them firft to bear, 
Making them Women of good Carriage : | 
This is {he -—-——— 

Rom, Peace, peace, ALercutio, peace ; 
Thou talk’ft of nothing. 

Mer. True, I taik of Dreams; 
Which are the Children of an idle Brain, 
Begot of nothing, but vain Phantafie, 
Which is as thin of fubftance as the Air, 
And more unconftant than the Wind; who wooes 
Even now the frozen bofom of the North, 
And being anger’d, puffs away from thence, 
Turning his fide tothe Dew-dropping South. 

Ben. This Wind you talk of, blows us from our felves; 

Supper is done; and we fhall come too late. a 

Rom. I fear too early; for my mind mifgives, 
Some confequence {till hanging in the Stars, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date 
With this Night’s Revels, and expire the term 
Of a defpifed Life clos’d in my Breaft, 
By fome vile forfeit of untimely death; 
But he that hath the fteerage of my courfe, 
Dire& my Suit : On, lufty Gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, Drum. 


They march about the Stage, and Servants come forth with 
their Napkins. 


1 Ser, Where’s Potpan, that he helps not to. take away? 
He fhift a Trencher ! He fcrape a Trencher ! 

2 Ser. When good Manners fhall ye inone or two Mens 
Hands, and they unwafh’d too, ’tis a foul thing. 

1 Ser. Away with the Joint-ftools,remove the Court-cup- 
board, look to the Plate: Good thou, fave me a piece of 
March-pane; and as thou loveft me, let the Porter let in 

Vou... V. . C Su fan 
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Sulan Grindftone, and Nell, Anthony, and Potpan 
2 Ser. Ay, Boy, ready. 
1 Ser. You are look’d for, call’d for, 
for, in the great Chamber. 
> Ser. We cannot be here and trere too; chearly Boys 5 
Be brisk a while, and the longer liver take all. [ Excunte 
Enter all the Guefts and Ladies to the Maskers. 
1 Cap. Welcome, Gentlemen ; 
Ladies that have their Toes 
Unplagu’d with Corns, will walk about with you. 
Ah me, my Miftreffes, which of you all 
Will now deny to Dance 2? She that makes dainty, 
She, Vl fwear, hath Corns ; Am I come near ye now $ 
Welcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day 
That Thave worn a Vifor, and could tell 
A whifpering Tale ina fair Lady’s Ear, | 
Such as would pleafe: °Tis gone; "tis gone; tis gone: 
You are all welcome, Gentlemen; come, Muficians, play. 
[| Mujick plays, and they Dances 
A Hall, Hall; give room, and footit, Girls: 
More Light ye Knaves, and turn the Tables up; 
And quench the Fire, the Room 1s grown too hot. 
Ah, Sirrah, this unlook’d for fport comes well: 
Nay, fit, nay, fit, good Coufin Capulet, 
For you and I, are paft our dancing daies: 
How long is’t now fance laft your felf and I 
Were in a Mask 2 
2 Cap. By’r Lady, thirty Years. 
1 Cap. What, Man! ’tis not fo much, ‘tis not fo much ; 
Tis fince the Nuptial of Lucentio, 
Come Pentecoft, as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty Years, and then we Mask’d. 
2 Cap. "Lis more, ‘cis more, his Son is Elder, Sir: | 
His Son is Thirty. 
1 Cap, Will you tell me that 2 
His Son was but a Ward two Years ago. 
"Rom. What Lady is that which doth enrich the Hand 
OF yonder Knight? 
Sev. I know not, Sir. 
Rom. © fhe doth teach the Torches to burn bright; 
Her Beauty hangs upon the check of Night, 


ask’d for, and fought 


Like 








Like 
Beau 
§ fhe 
As yo 
The ) 
And ti 
Did 
For | 
Tih 
Fetch 
Come 
To fi 
Now 
Teft 


Wher 
Tib, 
A Vil 
To feo 
Cap, 
Tib, 
Cap, 
He ’ 
And tc 
To be 
I woul 
Here i 
Thetef 
lt is m 
Shew 1 
An ill 
Tih, 
UN not 
Wher, 
Amt 
You'l 
You'l 
Yoy WI 





fought 


DYS 5 
Exeunt 


now { 


gone: 
Ns, play. 
they Dans 


, much; 


Jand 


Like 


Romeo and Juliet. 2091 


Like a rich Jewel in an e£thiop’s Ear: 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for Earth too dear ! 

So fhews a Snowy Dove trooping with Crows, 
As yonder Lady o’er her Fellows fhows : 

The Meafure done, I’ll watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers, make bleffed my rude Hand. 
Did my Heart love till now; forfwear it Sight? 
For I ne’er faw true Beauty till this Night. 

Tio. This by his Voice fhould be a Afountague. 
Fetch me my Rapier, Boy: what dares the Slave 
Come hither cover’d with an Antick Face, 

To fleer and feorn at our Solemnity 2 
Now by the ftock and honour of my Kin, 
Te ftrike him dead, I hold it not a fin, 

Cap. Why, how now, Kinfman, 
Wherefore ftorm you fo 2 

716. Uncle, this is a ALountague, our Foe: 
A Villain that is hither come in fpight, 

To fcorn at our Solemnity this Night, 

Cap. Young Romeo, is it 2 

Tib. ’Tis he, that Villain Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee, gentle Coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly Gentleman: 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 

To be a virtuous and well-govern’d Youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all the Town, 
Here in my Houfe do him difparagement : 
Therefore,be patient, take no Note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou refpe@, 

Shew a fair Prefence, and put off thefe Frowns, 
An ill befeeming femblance of a Feaft. 

Tb. It fits, when fuch a Villain is a Gueft, © 
Pil not endure him. 

Cap. He fhall be indur’d, 

What, Goodman-boy I fay he fhall. Go tom 

Am I the Mafter here, or you ? Go to 

You'll not endure him! God fhall mend my Soul 

You'll make a Mutiny among the Guefts : 

You will fet Cock-a-hoop? You'll be the Man2 
7ib. Why, Uncle, ’tis a fhame. 

Cap. Go to, go to. 
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You area faucy Boy ——'tis fo indeed 
This trick may chance to fcathe you; I know what, 
You muft contrary me 3—— marry ’tis time. 
Well faid, my Hearts, you area Princox, go, 
Be quiet, or more light, for fhame; 
I'll make you quiet. What, cheerly, my Hearts. 
Tib. Patience perforce with wilful Choler mecting, 
Makes my Flefh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; but this Intrufion fhall, 
Now feeming {weet, convert to bitter Gall. 
Rom. Y£1 prophane with my unworthieft Hand, [70 Juliet. 
This holy Shrine, the gentle fin is this, 
My Lips two blufhing Pilgrims ready ftand, 
To f{mooth that rough touch witha tender Kils, 
Ful. Good Pilgrim, 
You do wrong your Hand too much, 
Which mannerly Devotion fhews in this, 
Eor Saints have Hands——the,Pilgrim’s Hand do touch, 
And Palm to Palm, is holy Palmer’s Kifs. 
Rom. Have not Saints Lips, and holy Palmers too ¢ 
Ful. Ay,Pilgrim, Lipstharthey muft ulein Prayer. 
Rom. O then,dear Saint, let Lips do what Hands do, 
They pray (grant thou) left Faith turn to Defpair. 
Ful. Saints do not move, 
Though grant for Prayers fake. 
Rom. Then move not while my Prayers effec do take : 
Thus from my Lips, by thine my fin is purg’d. | Kifing her. 
Ful. Then have my Lips the fin that they have took. 
Rom. Sin from my Lips! O trefpafs fwectly urg’d: 
Give me my fin again. 
Ful. You kifs by th’ Book. 
Nur, Madam, your Mother craves a word with you. 
Rom. What is her Mother? ~ 
Nur. Marry, Batchelor, 
Her Mother is the Lady of the Houfe, 
And a good Lady, and a wife and virtuous, 
I nurs’d her Daughter that you talk withal : 
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her, 
Shall have the Chinks. | 
Rom. Is the a Capulet ¢ 
© dear Account! My Life is my Foe’s debt. 
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Ben. Away, be gone, the fportis at the beft. 
Rom. Ay, fol fear, the more is my unrelt. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 

We havea trifling foolifh Banquet towards. 

Is ite’en fo? why then, I thank you all. — 

I thank you, honeft Gentlemen, good Night: 





More Torches here come on, then let’s to Bed. 
Ah, Sirrah, by my Fay it waxes late. i 
I’Jl to my reft. | Exeunt.. 


Ful. Come hither, Nurfe, 
What is yond’ Gentleman? 
Nur, The Son and Heir of old Tyberio. 
Ful. What’s he that now is going out of Door ¢ 
Nur. Marry, that I think to be young Petruchio, 
Ful. What’s he that follows here, that would not dance? 
Nur. 1 know not. 


Ful. Go ask his Name. If he be Married, 


My Grave is like to be my wedding Bed. 


Nur, His Name is Romeo, and a AZountague, 
The only Son of our great Enemy. 
Ful. My only Love fprung from my only Hate! 
Too early feen, unknown, and known too late: 
Prodigious birth of Love it is to me, 
That I muft love a loathed Enemy. 
Nur. What's this 2 what’s this @ 
Ful. A Rhime I learn’d even how 
Of one I dane’d withal. 
[ One calls within, Juliet. 
Nur. Anon, anon: 
Come; let’s away, the Strangers allare gone, [Exeunt. 





AG fk dh oS SE Naa 
| Chorus. 


T OW old Defire doth in his Death-bed lye, 
And young Affection gapes to be his Heir : 
That fair, for which Love groan’d fore, and would die, 
With tender Fxliet match’d is now not fair. 
Now Romeo is belov’d, and loves again, 
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Alike bewitched by the charm of Looks: 

But to his Foe fuppos’d he muft complain, 

And the ftcal Love’s {weet bait from fearful Hooks. 
Being held a Foe, he may not have accefs 

To breath fuch Vows as Lovers ufe to {wear3 

And fhe as much in Love, her means much lefs, 
To meet her new Beloved any where: 

But Paffion lends them Power, ‘Time Means to meet, 
Tempting Extremities with extream {weet. 


SCENE II. the Street. 
Exter Romeo alone. 


Rom. Can 1 go forward when my Heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull Earth, and find my Center out. [ Exit. 
Enter Benvolio with Mercutio. 
Ben. Romeo, my Coufin Romeo, Romeo. 
Mer. He is wife, 
‘And on my Life hath ftoln him home to Bed? 
Ben. He ranthis way, and leap’d this Orchard Wall. 
Call, good A¢ercutio. 
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. 
Romeo Humours, Madman, Pailior, Lover, 
Appear thou in the likenefs of a figh, 
Speak but one time, and I am fatisfied : 
Cry me but Ay me! couple but Love and Day; 
Speak to my Goflip Venus one fair Word, 
One Nick-name for her pur-blind Son and her, 
Young Abraham Cupid, he that fhot fo true, 
When King Cophetua lov’d the Beggar-maid. 
He heareth nor, he ftirreth not, he moveth not, 
The Ape is dead, and I mutt conjure him, 
I conjure thee by Ro/aline’s bright Eyes, 
By her high Fore-head, and her Scarlet Lip, 
By her fine Foor, ftreight Leg, and quivering Thigh, 
And the Defmeans that there adjacent lye, 
That in thy likenefs thou appear to Us. 
Ben. And if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger him, ‘rwould anger him 
To raife a Spirit in his Miftrefs’s Circle, 
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Of fome ftrange Nature, letting it there ftand 


Till fhe had laid it, and conjur’d it down ; 
That were fome fpight. | 
My Invocation is fair and honeft, and in his Miftrefs’s Name 
I conjure only but to raife up him. | 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelf among thefe Trees, 
To be conforted with the humorous Night : 
Blind is his Love, and beft befits the dark. 

Mer. Uf.Love be blind, Love cannot hit the Mark, 
Now will he fit under a Medlar-tree, 
And with bis Miftrefs were that kind of. Fruit, 
Which Maids call Medlars when they laugh alone : 
©, Romeo, that fhe were, O that fhe were | 
An Open——or thou a Poprin Pear 5 





Romeo, good Night, I'llto my Truckle-bed, 


This Field-bed is too cold for me to fleep: 
Come, fhall we go¢ 
Ben. Gothen, for’tis in vain ta feek him here, 
That means not to be found, [ Exennt. 


SCENETIIL.. A Garden 


Enter Romeo. 


Rom. He jefts at Scars that never felt a Wound-«-- 
But foft, what Light thro’ yonder Window breaks¢ 
It is the Eaft, and Fulset is the Sun: 
| [ Juliet appears above at a Window. 
Arife, fair Sun, and kill the envious Moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with Grief, 


That thou, her Maid, art far more fair than fhe. 


Be not her Maid fince fhe is envious, 

Her veftal Livery is but fick and green, 

And none but Fools do wear it, caft it off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my Love---O that fhe knew fhe were! 

She fpeaks, yet the fays nothing; what of that? 

Her Eye difcourfes, I will anfwer 1t-—— 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me fhe {peaks : 

Two of the faireft Stars of all the Heaven, 

Having fome Bufinefs, do intreat her Eyes 

To twinkle in their Spheres ‘till they return. 

What if her Eyes were there, they in her Head, 
C4 The 
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The brightnefs of her Cheek would thame thofe Stars, 
As Day-light doth a Lamp; her Eye in Heaven, 
Would through the airy Region ftream fo bright, 
That Birds would fing, and think it were not Night: 
See how fhe leans her Cheek upon her Hand / 
O that: I were a Glove upon that Hand, 
_ That I might touch that Cheek. 
Ful. Ah me! 
Rom. She {peaks. 
Oh fpeak again, bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this Night, being oer my Head, 
As 1s a winged Meffenger from Heaven, 
Unto the white upturned wondring Eyes, 
Of Mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazy puting Clouds, 
And fails upon the Bofom of the Air. 
Ful, O Romeo, Romeo wherefore art thou Romeo2 
Deny thy Father, and refufe thy Name: 
Or; if thou wilt not, be but {worn my Love, 
And I'll no longer be a Capzlet. 
Rom, Shall L hear tmore, or fhall I fpeak at this¢ [{ Afide. 
Ful. Tis but thy Name that is my Enemy: 
Thou art thy felf, though not a Afountague. 
What's AZoantague ? it is not Hand, nor Foot, 
Nor Arm, nor Face———-O be fome other Name. 
Belonging to a Man. 
What’s in a Name? that which we call a Rofe, 
By any other word would fmell as {weet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that Title; Romeo, doff thy Name, 
And for that Name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all my felf. 
Rom. 1 take thee at thy Word: 
Call me but Love, and I'll be new baptiz’d, 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 
Ful. What Man art thou, that thus befcreen’d in Night, 
So ftumbleft on my Counfel? 
Rom. By a Name, 
J know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My Name, dear Saint, is hateful to my felf, 
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Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee, 
Had I it written, I would tear the Word. 

Ful, My Ears have yet not drunk a hundred Words 
Of thy Tongue’s uttering, yet I know. the found. 
Art thou not Romeo, and a ALountague ¢ 

Rom, Neither, fair Maid, if either thee diflike, 

Ful. How cam ft thou hither, 
Tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard Walls are high, and hard to climb, 
And the place Death, confidering who thou art, 
If any of my Kinfmen find thee here. 

Rom. With Love’s light Wings, 
Did I o’er-perch thefe Walls, 
For {tony Limits cannot hold Love out, 


And what Love can do, that dares Love attempt : 


Therefore thy Kinfmen are no {top to me. 
Ful. Uf they do fee thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine Eye, 
Than twenty of their Swords; look thou but fweer, 
And I am proof againft their Enmity. 
Ful. I would not forthe World they faw thee here. 
Rom. 1 have Night’s Cloak to hide me from their Eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find me here; 
My Life were better ended by their Hate, 
Than Death prorogued, wanting of thy Love. 
Ful. By whofe dire&ion found’ft thou out this place 2 
Rom. By Love, that firft did prompt me to enquire, 
He lent me Counfel, and I lent him Eyes: 
I am no Pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaft Shore, wath’d with the fartheft Sea, 
I fhould adventure for fuch Merchandife. 
Ful. Thou knoweft the mask of Night is on my Face, 
Elfe would a Maiden blufh bepaint my Cheek, 
For that which thou haft heard me {peak to Night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain, deny 
W hat I have fpoke but farewel Complements : 





~ Doft thou Love? O, I know thou wilt fay, Ay, 


And I will take thy Word——yet if thou fwear’ft, 
Thou may’ft prove falfe; at Lovers Perjuries , 
They fay Fove laughs; oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft love, pronounce it faithfully: 
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Or if thou think’ft I am too quickly won,’ 

Ill frown and be perverfe, and fay thee nay; 

So thou wilt wooe: But elfe not for the World. 

In truth, fair AZountague, 1 am too fond ; ; 
And therefore thou may’ft think my ’Haviour light: 
But truft me, Gentleman, ll prove more truc, 
Than thofe that have more Coining to be ftrange. 
1 fhould have been more ftrange, I muft confefs, 
But that thou over-heard’ft,| e’er 1 was ware, 


“My true Love's Paffion ; therefore pardon me, 


And not impute this yielding to light Love, 
Which the datk Night hath fo difcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder Moon vow; 
That tips with Silver all thefe Fruitetree tops . 
ul. O {wear not by the Moon, th’unconftant Moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled Orb, 
Left that thy Love prove likewife variable. 
Rom. What thall I fwear by ¢ 
Ful. Do not fwear at all; . 
Or if thou wilt, fwear by thy gracious felf, 
Which is the God of my Idolatry, 
And Ill believe thee. 
Rom. If my Heart’s dear love sok | 
Ful, Well, do not {wear although I joy in thee, 
1 have no joy of this Contract to Night; 
It is too rath, too unadvis’d, too fudden, 
Too like the Lightning which doth ceafe to be, 
Ber one can fay, it lightens. Sweet; good Night, 
This bud of Love by Summers ripening breath, 
May prove a'beauteous Flower when next we meets a4 8 
Good Night; good Night-——as fweet RepofeandReft, 
Come to thy Heart, as that within my Breaft. 
Rom. O wilt thou leave me fo unfatisfied 2 
Ful. What fatisfation canft thou have to Night? 














Rom. Th’ exchange of thy Love’s faithful Vow of mine. ° 


Ful. T gave thee mine before thou didft requeft it : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Rom. Would’f thou withdraw it ¢ 
For what purpofe, Love ¢ es 

Ful. But to be frank, and give it thee again, 
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My Bounty is as boundlefs as the Sea, 
My Love as deep; the more I give to thee, 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome Noife within; dear Love’ adieu. 
[ Nurfe calls within. 
Anon, good Nurfe———Sweet Afoxntague be true: 
Stay but a little, I will come again. | Exit. 
Rom. O bleffed, bleffed Night, I am afraid, 
Being in Night, all this is but a Dream, 
Too flattering {weet to be fubftantial. 
Re-enter Juliet above, 
Fu. Three Words, dear Romeo, 
And good Night indeed. 
If that thy bent of Love be Honourable, 
Thy purpofe Marriage, fend me word to Morrow; 
By one that Ill procure to come to thee, a: 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the Rite, 
And all my Fortunes at thy Foot I’ll lay, 
And follow thee, my Lord, throughout the World. | 
[ Within: Madam. 
I come, anon but if thou meancft not well, 
I do befeech thee—— [ Within: Madam, 
By and by, I come——_—__.. 
To ceafe thy Strife, and leave me to my Grief. 
To Morrow will I fend. 
Rom. So thrive my Soul. | 
Ful. A thoufand times good Night. | Exit. 
Kom. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 
Love goes toward Love, as School-boys from their Books, 
But Love from Love, towards School with heavy Looks. 
. Enter Juliet again. 
jul. Hilt! Romeo, hift! O for a Falkner’s Voice, 
To lure this Taffel gently back again—— 
Bondage is hoarfe and may not fpeak aloud, 
Elfe would I tear the Cave where Eccho lyes, 

And make her airy Tongue more hoarfe 
The repetition of my Romeo 
Rom. It ismy Soul that calls upon my Name. 
How filver-{weet found Lovers Tongues by Night, 

Like fofteft Mufick to attending Ears, 
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Ful. Romeo. 
Rom. My Sweet. 
Ful. What aClock to Morrow 
Shall I fend to thee 2 
Rom, By the hour of Nine. . 
Ful. 1 will not fail, “tis twenty Years *till then, 
I have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom. Let me ftand here ’till thou remember it. 
Ful. I fhall forget, to have thee ftill ftandthere, 
Remembring how [ love thy Company. : 
Rom. And I'll {till ftay to have thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other Name but this. 
Ful. *Tisalmoft Morning, I would have thee gone, 
And yet no further than a wanton’s Bird, 
That lets it hop a little from his Hand, 
Like a poor Prifoner in his twifted Gyves, 
_And with a filken thread plucks it again, 
So loving jealous of his Liberty. 
Rom. 1 would I were thy Bird. 
Ful. Sweet, fo would I, 
Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing: 
Good Night, good Night. 
Rom. Parting is fuch fweet Sorrow, 
That I fhall fay Good Night ’till it be Morrow. 
Ful. Sleep dwell upon thine Eyes, peace 1n thy Breaft, 
Would I were Sleep and Peace, fo fweet to Reft. — [Exit. 
Rom. The gray-ey’d Morn {miles on the frowning Night, 
Check’ring the Eaftern Clouds with ftreaks of Light, 
And Darknefs fleckell'’d like a Drunkard reels, 
From forth Days path-way, made by Titan’s Wheels. 
Hence will 1 to my Ghoftly Friar’s clofe Cell, 
His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [ Exite 


SCENE IV. A Monaftery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence, with a Basket: 


uliet. 


Fri. Now eer the Sun advance his burning Eye, 
The Day to chear, and Night’s dank Dew to dry, 
IT muft up-fill this Ofier Cage of ours, 
With 
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With baleful Weeds, and precious juiced Flowers. 
The Earth that’s Nature’s Mother, is her Tomb, 
What is her burying Grave, that. is her Womb; 
Ard from her Womb Children of divers kind 
We fucking on her natural Bofom find : 
Many for many Virtues Excellent, 
None but for fome, and yet all different. 
O mickle is the powerful Grace, that lies 
In Plants, Herbs, Stones, and their true Qualities : 
For nought fo vile, that on the Earth doth live, 
But to the Earth fome fpecial good doth give. 
Nor ought fo good, but ftrain'd from that fair ufe, 
Revolts from true Birth, ftumbling on abufe; 
Virtue it {elf turns Vice, being mifapplied. 
And Vice fometime by AGtion dignified. 
Enter Romeo. 
Within the infant Rind of this weak Flower, 
Poifon hath refidence, and Medicine Power: 
For this being fmelt, with that part chears each part; 
Being tafted, flays all Senfes, with the Heart. 
Two fuch oppofed Kings encamp them ftill, 
In Man, as well as Herbs, Grace and rude Will: 
And where the worfer is predominant, 
Full foon the Canker Death eats up that Plant. 
Rom. Good morrow, Father. 
Fri. Benedicite. 
What early Tongue fo fweet falutes mine Ear é 
Young Son, it argues a diftemper’d Head, 
So foon to bid good morrow to thy Bed ; 
Care keeps his watch in every old Man’s Eye, 
And where Care lodgeth, Sleep will never lye ; 
3ut where unbruifed Youth, with unftufe Brain, 
Doth couchhis Limbs, there golden Sleep doth raigns 
Therefore, thy earlinefs doth me affure, 
Thou art up-rouz’d with fome diftemperature 5 
Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, _ 
Our Romeo hath not been in Bed to Night. 
Rom. That laft is true, the fweeter Reft was mine. 
Fri. God pardon Sin; waft thou with Rofaline ? 
Rom. With Rofaline, my Ghoftly Father ¢ No. 
[have forgot that Name, and that Name’s Woe. 
Fri. That’smy good Son: but where haft thou been then? 
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Rom. I'll tell thee e’er thou ask it me agatts 
I have been feafting with mine Enemy; 
Where on a fudden one hath wounded me; 
That’s by me wounded; both our Remedies 
Within thy help and holy Phyfick lies ; 
I bear no hatred, Bleffed Man, for lo 
My interceflion likewife fteads my Foe. - 
Fri. Be plain, good Son, reft homely in thy drift, 
Ridling confeffion finds but ridling fhrift. 
Rom, Then plainly know my Heart’s dear Love ts fet 
On the fair Daughter of rich Caples ; 
As mine on hers, fo hers is fet on mine; 
And all combin’d, fave what thou muft combine 
By holy Marriage; when, and where, and how; 
We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of Vows 
I'll tell thee as we pafs, but this I pray, 
That thou confent to marry us to Day. 
Fri. Holy Saint Francis, what a Change is here ¢ 
Is Rofaline, that thou didft love fo dear, 
So foon forfaken 2? young Mens Love then lyes 
Not truly in their Hearts, but in their Eyes. 
Felfu Maria, what a deal of Brine 
Hath wafht thy fallow Cheeks for Rofaline ? 
How much falt Water thrown away in wattes 
To feafon Love, that of it doth not tafte 2 
The Sun not yet thy Sighs from Heaven clears, 
Thy old Groans yet ring in my ancient Ears; 
Lo here upon thy Cheek the Stain doth fit, 
Of an old Fear that is not wafht off yet. 
If e’er thou waft thy felf, and thefe Woes thine, 
Thou and thefe Woes were all for Ro/aline. 

And arc thou chang’d 2 Pronounce this Sentence then, 
Women may fall, when there’s no Strength in Men. 
Rom. Vhou chidd’ft me oft for loving Rofaline, 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, Pupil mine. 

Rom. And bad’ft me bury Love. 

Fri. Not in a Grave, | 
To lay onein, another out to have. eS 

Rom. 1 pray thee chide me not, her I love no 
Doth Grace for Grace, and Love for Love allow: 
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The other did not fo. 
Fri, Oh the knew well, 


- Thy Love did read by Rote, that could not fpell ; 


But come young Waverer, come go with me, 

In one refpect I'll thy Affiftant be: 

For this Alliance may fo happy prove, 

To turn your Houfhold-rancour to pure Love. 

Rom. O let us hence, I ftand on fudden hafte. 
Fri, Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 


| Exeunt. 


SCENE VV. The Street. 


Enter Benvolio and Mercutio. 


Mer. Where the Devil fhould this Romeo be 2 came he 
not home to Night ? | 

Ben. Not tohis Father’s, I fpoke with his Man. 

Ader, Why that fame pale hard-hearted Wench, that 
Rofaline, torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Tybalt, the Kinfman to old Czpuler, hath fent a Let- 
ter to his Father’s Houfe. 

Mer, A Challenge on my Life. 

Ben. Romeo will an{wer it. 

Mer. Any Man that can write, may. anfwer a Letter, 

Ben. Nay he will anfwer the Letter’s Mafter how he dares, 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas poor Romeo, he is already dead, ftabb’d with 
a white Wench’s black Eye, run through the Ear with a 
Love-fong, the very Pin of his Heart cleft with the blind 
rege but-fhaft; and is he a Man to Encounter Ty- 

alt ? | 3 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt 2 

Mer. More than Prince of Cats. Oh he’s the Couragi- 
ous Captain of Compliments; he fights as you fing prick- 
fongs, keeps time, diftance, and ‘proportion; he refts his 
minum, one, two, and the third in your Bofom; the very 
Butcher of a filk Button, a Duellift, a Duellift; 2 Gentic- 
man of the very firft Houfe of the firft and fecond Caufe ; 
Ah the immortal Paffado, the Punto reverfo, the Hay —— 

Ben. The what 2 

Mer. The Pox of fuch antique lifping affeGing Phantafies, 
thefe new turners of Accent —— Jefu, a very good blade, —— 


a 











2104 Romeo azd~efict. 


a very tall Man--«-a very good Whore. ---- Why is not this @ 
lamentable thing, Grandfire, that weifhould be thus afidted 
with thefe ftrange Flies; thefe Fafhion-mongers, thefe par- 
don-me’s, who ftand fo much on the new Form, that they 
cannot fit at eafe on the old Bench. O their Bones, their 
Bones. 
Enter Romeo. 
Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 


Mer. Without his Roe, like a dried Herring. O Flefh; © 


Fleth, how art thou fifhified? Now is he for the Numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura tohis Lady was a Kitchen- 


wench; marry fhe had a better love to berime her: Dido. 


a Dowdy, Cleopatra a Gipfie, Helex and Hero Hildings and 
Harlots: Thisby a gray Eyeor fo, but not to the purpofe. 
Signior Romeo, Bonjour, there’s a French Salutation to your 
French flop; you gave us the Counterfeit fairly laft Night. 

Rom. Good morrow to you both, what Counterfeit did 
I give you’ 

Mer. The flip Sir, the flip: can you not conceive 2 

Rom. Pardon Afercutio, my Bufinefs was great, and in 
fuch a Cafe as mine, a Man.may {train Curtfie, | 

Mer. That’s as much as to fay, fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftrains a Man to bow in the Hams. | 

Rom. Meaning to Curtfie. 

‘Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft courteous Expofition. 

Mer. Nay,» Lam the very. Pink of Courtefie. 

Rom. Pink for Flower. | 

Mer. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flower'd. 

Mer. Sure Wit —— follow me this Jeft, now, till thou 
haft worn out thy Pump, that when the fingle fole of it is 
worn, the Jeft may remain after the wearing, fole-fingu- 
lar. ? 

Rom. O fingle-fol’d Jett. 

Solely fingular, for the finglenefs. 

Mer. Come between us good Benvolio, my Wit faints. 

Rom. Swits and Spurs, | 
Swits and Spurs, or I'll cry a Match. 

Mer. Nay, if our Wits run the Wild-goofe Chafe, I am 
done : For thou haft more of the Wild-goofe in one of 

thy 
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thy Wit, than I am fure I have in my whole five. Was 
with you there for the Goofe 2 

Rom Thou walt never with me for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe 2 

Mer. 1 will bite thee by the Ear for that Jeft. 

Kom. Nay, good Goofe bite not. 

Mer, Thy Wit is a very bitter Sweeting, 

{tis a moft tharp Sawce. 

Rom. And is it not well-ferv’d in to a fweet Goofe 2 

Mer. O here’s a Wit of Cheverel, that ftretches froman 
Inch narrow, to an El broad. 

Rom. ¥ ftretch it out for thae word broad, which added 
tothe Goofe, proves thee far and wide, a broad Goofe. 

Mer. Why is not this better now, than groaning for Love? 
Now art thou fociable; now art thou Romeo; now art 
thou what thou art, by Art, as well as by Nature ; for this 
driveling Love is likea great Natural, that runs lolling up and 
diwn to hide his Bauble in a Hole. 

Ben, Stop there, itop there. : 

Ader. Thou defireft me to ftop inmy Tale againft the Hair. 

Ben, Thou wouldft elfe have made thy Tale large. 

Ader. O thcu are deceiv’d, I would have made it fhort, 
for T was come to the whole depth of my Tale, and meanc 
indeed to occupy the Argument no longer. - 

Ener Nurfe and her Man. 

Rom, Here’s goodly gear : 

A fayle, a fayle. | 

Mer. Two, two, a Shirt and a Smock 

Nur. Peter. 

Pet, Anon, 

War. My Fan, Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her Face; 

For her Fan’s the fairer Face. 

Nur. God ye good morrow, Gentlemen. 

After, God ye good-den fair Gentlewoman, 

Nur. Is is good=den? 

Mer. ’Tis no lefs, [tell you; for the bawdy Hand of the 
Dyel is now upon the prick of Noon. 7 

Nur, Out upon you; what a Man sre you ? 

Rom, One, Gentlewoman, 


That God hath made, himfelf to mar. 


D Nur 
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Nur. By my troth it 1s fad: for himfelf to mar, quoth 
Gentlemen, car: any of you tell. me where 
young Romeo? 
Rom. I can tell you: But young Komeco will be older 
when you have found him, than he was when you fought 
him: I am the youngeft of that Name, for’ faut of a worle. 
Nur. You fay well. 
Mer. Yea, is the worft well ¢ 
Very well took, P’faith, wifely, wifcly. 
Nur. If you be he, Sir, 
I defire fome Confidence with you. 
Ben, She will invite him to fome Supper. 
Mer. A Baud, a Baud, a Baud. So ho. 
Rom. What haft thou found ¢ 
Mer. No Hare, Sir, unlefs a Hare Sir, in a Lenten Pye; that 
is fomething Stale and Hoar eer it be fpent. 
An old Hare hoar, and an old Hare hoar, is very good Meat 


in Lent, 
But a Hare that is hoar, istoo much tor a Score, when it 


hoars e’er it be {pent. | 
Romeo, will you come to your Father’s 2 We'll to Dinner 


a @ 
I may find the 


thither. 

Rom. ¥ will follow you. 

Mer. Farewel, ancient Lady = 
Farewel Lady, Lady, Lady. | Ex. Mercutio, Benvolio, 

Nur. I pray yous Sir, what faucy Merchant was this that 
was fo fall of his Roguery ¢ 

Roms A Gentleman, Nurfe, that loves to hear himfelf 
ralk, and will {peak more in a Minute, than he will ftand to 
in a Month, | 

Nur. Andafpeak any thing againft me, I’l] take him down, - 
and a were luftier than he is, and twenty fuch Jacks + And 


“fT cannot, I'll find thofe thac fhall. Scurvy Knave, I am - 


none of his Flirt-gils ; 1 am none of his Skainsemates. And 
thou muft ftand by too, and fuffer every Knave to ufe me 


at his pleafure. | 3 [ To her Man. 
Pet, I faw no Man ufe you at his Pleafure: If I had, my 


Weapon fhould quickly have been out, I warant-you. I 
“dare draw as foon as another Man, if I fee occafton in a good 


Quarrel, and the Law on my fide. 
IN MY e 








Nor} 
bout me ¢ 
And as | 
out; whi 
let me tcl 
they fay; 
for the | 
dal dout 
any Gint 

Rom. 
unto thee 

Nar. 
Lord, L 

Rom, 
fark me 

Nar, 
takeit, | 

Kom, 
And the 
Be (hv 

Nur, 

Rom, 

Nur, 

Rom, 
Within 
Ard brit 
Which 
Mutt be 
Farewel, 
Farewe, 

Nur, 

Romp, 

Nur, 
Two m 

Rom, 

Nur, 
Lord, W 
be Man 
board: ; 
0ad, a 


Paris ig 





quoth:’ 
find the 


| be olde 
0 foueh 
a worle, 


Pye; that 
ood Mes 
3) 

2) when tt 


to Dine 


Benvot 
as this the 


cat hint 
ill ftand 


him dows 
ackss Au 
nave, 12 
ates. An! 
t0 ufe me 
~ her Ma 
if had, ny 
nt you. 

in 4 §° 


Nw i 


Rotieo and Juliet. 210% 


Ner. Now afore God, I am fo'vext, that every part a- 
bout me quivers Scurvy Knave! Pray you, Sir, a Word's 
And as I told you; my young Lady bid. me enquire you 
out; what the bid mefay, I wilbkeep ta my felf: But firft 
let me tell ye, if ye Mould lead hein a Fool's Paradife, as 
they fay, it were a very gfofs kind of Behaviour, as they fay, 
for the Gentlewoman is young; and therefore if you fhould 
daldouble with her; truly ‘it were an illthing tobe offered to 
any Gintlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady and Miftrefs; I protedt 
unto thee 7 

Nur. Good Heart; and U’faith I wil] tell her as much: 
Lord, Lord, the will bea joyful Womans 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, Nurfe ? Thou doft not 
mark me? 

Nur. 1 will tell her, Sir, that you do protelt; which, as I 
take it, is a Gentleman-lke offer. 

Rom. Bid her devife fome means to come to Shrift, this af- 
And there the fhall at Friar Lawreute’s Cell, (ternoon; 
Be fhriv’d and. mar'ed+ Here is for thy pains, 

Nur. No, truly Sir, not a’Penny. | 

Rom. Goto, I fay you thall. 

Nur. This Afternoon, Sir? Well, fhe fhall bethere; 

Rom. And {tay thou, good Nurfe, behind the Abby- wall, 
Within this Hour my Man fhall be with thee; 

Acd bring the Cords made like a tackled Stair, 
Which ro the high top-gallant of my Joys 
Matt be my Convoy in'the fecret Night.: , 
Farewel, be trufty, and Vil quite thy: Pains: 
Farewe!, commend me to thy Mittrefs. , 

Nur. Now God-in Heaven blefs thee: Haik-youj Sirs: 

Rom. What fay ft-thougemy dear Nurfe? 

_ Nur. Is your Man fecretr? Did you ne’er hear fays 
Two may keep Goinfel, putting one away? 

Rom. ¥ wartant thee my Man’s as true as Seeel. 

Nur. Wal, Sir, my Mittrefs is the {weeteft Lady ; Lord; 
Lord, when ’twas a-little-prating thing QO, there’ isa, No- 
ble Man in Town, one Paris, that would fain lay Koite as 
board; but fhe, good Soul, had as'live fee a Toadj-a'very 
Toad, as feehim : Tanger her fometimes; and tell her that 
Paris is the properer Man; but Il warrant you, wheat by 
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fo, fhe looks as pale as any Clout in the verfal World. Doth 
not Rofemary and Romeo begin both with a Letter ¢ 

Rom. Ay Nurfe, what of that? Both with an &. 

Nur. Ab mocker! that’s the Dog’s name. &. is for the no, 
I know. it begins with no other Letter, and fhe hath the 
prettieft fententious of it, of you and Rofemary, that it would 
do you good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

War. Athoufand times. Jeter £ 

Pet. Anon. j 

Nar. Before, and apace. | Exenitte 


‘ 


| Exit Romeo, 


SCENE VIL. Capulet’s Houfe. 


Enter Juliet. 
Ful. The Clock ftroke Nine, when I did fend the Nurfe: 
{n half an Hour fhe promifed to return. 
Perchance fhe cannot meet him That’s not fo- 
Oh fhe is Lame: Love’s Heralds fhould be Thoughts, 
Which ten times fafter glides than the Sun-beams, 
Driving back Shadows over lowring Hills. 
Therefore do nimble Pinion’d Doves:draw Love, 
And therefore hath the Wind-fwift Capid Wings. 
Now is the Sun upon the highmoft Hill 
Of this day’s journey, and from nine "till twelve 
Ay three long. Hours———and yet fhe 1s not come ; 
Had the Affe@ions and warm Youthful Blood, 
She’d be as fwift in motion as a Ball, 
My Words would bandy her to my {weet Love, 
And his to me; | 
But old Folks, many feign as they were Dead, 
Unwieldy, flow, heavy and pele as Lead. 
' Enter Nurfe. 
O God, fhe comes. O honey Nurfe, what News? 
Haft thou met with him? Send thy Man away. 
Nur. Peter, ftay at the Gate. 
Ful. Now good fweet Nurfe 
O Lord, why look’ft thou fad 2 
Tho’ News be fad, yet tell them, merrily, 
If good, thou fham’ft the Mufick of fweet News, 
By playing it to me with fo fower a Face. 
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Nur, I ama weary, give me leave awhile; 
Fy, how my Bones ake, what a Jaunt have I had? 
. Fal. | would thou hadft my Bones, and I thy News: 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeak————Good Nurfe {peak. 

Nur, Jefu! what hafte 2 can you not ftay a while ° 
Do you not fee how I am out of Breath? 

Ful. How art thou out of Breath, when thou haft Breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of Breath? 

The Excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 
Is longer than the Tale thou doft excufe, | 
Is thy News good or bad? Anfwer to that, 

Say either, and I’ll {kay the Circumftance ; 

Let me be fatisfied, is’t good or bad? 

Nur. Well, you have made a fimple Choice; you know 
not how to chufe a Man: Romeo? nonot he, though his Face 
be better than any Man’s, yet his Legs excell all Mens, and 
for a Hand and a Foot, and a Baw-dy, tho’ they be not to 
be talk’don, yet they are paft compare. He is not the Flow- 
er of Courtefie, but I warrant him?as gentle aLamb----Go 
Ke ways Wench, ferve God : Whar, have you dined at 

ome? 

Ful. No, no But all this did I know before; 

What fays he of our Marriage? What of that? 

Nur. Lord how my Head akes/ whata Head have I? 
Tt beats as it would fall in twenty pieces, 

My Back a other fide——O my Back, my Back: 
Bethrew your Heart, for fending me abour, 
To catch my Death with jaunting up and down. 

Fal. Ufaith I am forry that thou art fo ill, 

S weer, {weet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what fays my Love? 

Nur. Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handfom, 

And I warrant a virtuous where is your Mother ? 

Ful. Where is my Mother? Why fhe is within, 
Here fhould fhe be ? How odly thou reply’ft ! 
Your Love fays like an honeft Gentleman ; 

Where is my Mother ?mmenmen 
Nur. O God’s Lady dear, 
Are you fo hot¢ marry come up I trow, 
Is this th: Poultis for my aking Bones? 
D 3 Hence- 
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Hence-forward, do your Meflages your felf. 
Ful. Here's fuch a coil; come, what fays Romeo? 
_ Nar, Have you got }eave to go to fhrift to Dayé 
flee. BMAV Es 
Nur. Then hie you hence to Friar Lawrence’s Cell, 
There ftays a Husband to make you a Wife. 
Now comes the wanton Blood up in your Cheeks, 
They'll be in Scarlet ftraight at any News: 
Hie you to Church, I muft another way, 
To fetch a Ladder, by the which your Love 
Muit climb. a Bird’s Neft foon, when it is dark. 
iam the drudge and toil in your Delight, 
But you fhall bear the Burthen foon at Night. 
Go, I’ll to Dinner, hie you to the Cell. 
Ful. Hie to high Fortune; honeft Nurfefarewcl. | Exeunte 


SCENE VU. The Monaftery. 


Enter Friar Lawrence and Romeo, 


Fri. So {mile the Heavens upon this holy AG, 
That after Hours with. Sorrow chide us nor. 

Rom, Amen, Amen; but come what Sorow car, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of Joy, 

That one fhort Minute gives me in her fight: 
Do thou bur clofe our Hands with holy Words, 
Then Eoveedevouring Death do what he dare, 
It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri, Thefe violent Delights have violent Erds, 
And in their triumph die like Fire and Powder, 
Which as they kifs confume. The {weeteft Honey 
Is loathfome in his own delicioufoefs, 

And in the tafte confounds the Appetite: 
Therefore love moderately, long Love doth fo, 
Too {wift arrives, as tardy as too flow, 

By 2 Exter Juliet. 
Here comes the Lady. Oh fo light a foot 
Will ne’er wear out the everlafting Flint ; 
A Lover may beftride the Goffamour, 
That idles in the wanton Summer Alr, 


Aad yct not fall, fo light 1s Vanity, 
! | Fl 
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Ful. Good-evento my ghoftly Confeffor. 
Fri. Romeo (hall thatik thee»Daughter for us both. 
Ful. Asmuch tohim, elfeare his Thanks too much, 
Rom. Ah Fuliet, sf the meafure of thy Joy 
Be heapt like mie, and that thy skill be more 
To blafon it, then fweeten with thy Breath 
This neighbour Air, and let.rich Mufick’s Tongue 
Unfold the imagin’d happinefs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear Encounter. 
Ful. Conceit more rich in Matter than in Words, 
Brags of his Subftance, not of Qcnament : 
They are but Beggars that can court their Worth, 
But my true Love 's grown to fuch excefs, 
I cannot fum up fome half of my Wealth. 
Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make fhort Work, 
For, by your leaves, you fhall not ftay alone, 
‘Till holy Church incorporate two in one. “TL [| Byenne 


On 


AN CF He Ge ee a 
SCENE The Street. 


Exter Mercutio, Benvolio, aud Servants. + 


Ben, | Pray thee, good Azercutio, let's retire, 

The Day 1s hot, the Capulets abroad, 
And if we mect, we fhall not fcape a Brawl; 
For now thefe hot Days is the mad. Blood ftircing, 

Mer. Thou art like one of thofe Fellows, that:-when he 
enters the confines of a Tavern, claps me his Sword, upon 
the Table, and fays, God fend me no need of thee: And by 
the Operation of a fecond Cup, draws him on the Drawer, 
when indecd there is no need, 

Ben. Am I like fuch a Fellow? 

Ader. Come, come, thou art as hota ack in thy mood 
as any in Ztaly; and as foon moved to be moody, and as foon. 
moody to be moy'd. 

Ben. And what too? . | 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fhould have 
none fhortly, for one would killthe other. Thou! why thou 

D 4 wil 
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wilt quarrel with a Man that hath a Hair mores oF 4 Fair 
lefs in his Beard than thou haft: Thou wilt quarrel witha 
Man for cracking Nuts, having no other reafon, but be- 
caufe thou haft hafel Eyes; what Eye, but fuch an Eye, 
would {py out fuch aquarre!?. Thy Head is as full of quae 
rels, as an Egg is full of Meat, and yet thy Head hath deen 
beaten ‘as addle as an Egg for quarrelling : Thou faft quar- 
rell’d with’a Man for Coughing in the Street, becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath Jain afleep in the Sun. Didft 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing his new. Doub- 
let before Eaj/ter? with another, for tying his new Shooes 
with old Ribband? And yet thou wilt Tutor me from 
quarrelling ! ; 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrel as thou ar’, any Man 
fhould buy the Fee-fimple of my Life for an hour asd a 
quarter. . 

Mer, The Fee-fimple?O fimple ! 

Enter Tybalt, Petruchio, aud others, 

Ben. By my Head here come the Capwlets. 

Mer. By my Heel I care not. 

Ty. Follow me clofe, for I will {peak to them. 
Gentlemen, Good-den, a Word with one of you. 

Mer. And but one Word with one of us? couple it with 
fomething, make it a Word and a Blow. 

Ty. You fhall find me apt enough to that, Sir, and you 
will give me occafion. 

Mer. Could you not take fome O-cafion without gi- 
ving 2 | E 

Tyb. Mercutio, thou confor’'t with Romeo—— | 

Mer. Confort! What, doft thon make us Minftre} 2. Ard 
thou’ make Minftrels of us, look to hear nothing but Dif- 
cords: Here’s my Fiddleftick; here’s that fhall make you 
dance. Come, Confort.- | Laying his Hand-on his Sword. 

Ben. We talk here in the publick haunt of Men: 
Either withdraw unto fome private place, 
O+ reafon coldly of your Grievances, 
Or elfe depart; here all Eyes gaze on us, 

Mer. Mens Eyes were made to look,-and Jet them ga2e, 
I will not budge for no Man’s pleafure I, 
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Enter Romeo. 

Tyo. Well, “peace be with you, Sir, here comes my Man, 

Mer. But Vil be hang’d, Sir; if he wear your Livery : 
Marry go before to Field, he'll be your Follower, 
Your Worfhip in that fenfe may ‘¢all him’ Man. 

Tyo. Romeo, the love I bear thee’ can afford 
No better term than this; Thou arta Villain. 

Rom. Tybalt, the reafon that I have to love thee, 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting > 
Therefore farewel, I fee thou know’ft me not, 

Tyo, Boy, this fhall nor excufe the Injuries 
That thou haft done me, therefore turn and draw. 

Rom. I do proteft I never injur’d thee, 
But lov’d thee better than thou canft devife; 
‘Till thou fhalt know the reafon of my Love. 
And fo good Capulet, which Name I tender 
As dearly as my own, be fatisfied, 

Mer. O calm, difhonourable, vile Submiffion ! 
Allaftucatho carries it away, 
Tybalt,’ You, Rat-catcher, will you walk? 

Tyo. What wouldft thou have with me 2 

Ater. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
Lives, that I mean to make bold withal; and as you fhall ufe 
me, hereafter dry beat the reft of the eight. Will you pluck 
your Sword out of his Pilcher by the Ears? Make hafte, 
left mine be about your Ears e’er it be out. 


_ Tyo. I am for you. | Drawing. 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier up. 
Mer. Come, Sir, your Paffado. — [ Mer. and Tyb. fight. 





Rom. Draw, Benvolio-----beat down their Weapons 
for fhame forbear this Outrage 
Tybalt Mercutio the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona Streets, 
Hold Tybalt good AfLercutio. 
Mer, Lam hurt 
A Plague of both the Houfes, I am fped : 

















[ Exit Tybalt, 





‘Ts he gone, and hath nothing? 


Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 3 
Mer. Ay, ay, a Seratch, a Scratch ; marry ‘tis enough. 
Where is my Page? Go, Villain, fetch a Surgeon. 
Rom 
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Rom. Courage, Man, the hurt cannot be much. | 

Mer. No, ’tis not fo deep as a Well, nor fo wide as a 
Church-door, but ’tis enough, ‘twill ferve: Ask for me to 
Morrow, and yourthall find mea Grave-Man. I am pepper’d, 
I warrant, for this World: A Plague of both your Houfes. 
What? a Dog, a Rat, a Moufe, aCat to fcratch a Man to 
Death; a Braggart, a Rogue, a Villain, that fights by the 
Book of Arithmetick? Why the Devil came you between 
us ¢ I was hurt under your Arm. 

Rom. \ thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Help me into fome Houle, Bexvolio, 
Or I fhall faint; a Plague o’ both your Houfes, 
They have made Worms-meat of me, 
I have it, and foundly too your Houfes.| Ex. Mer. Ben, 

Rom. This Gentleman, the Prince’s near Allie, 
My very Friend, hath got his mortal Hurt 
In my behalf, my Reputation ftain’d 
With Tybale’s Slander; Tybalt, that an Hour 
Hath been my Coufin: O {weet Fuliet, 
Thy Beauty hath made me E ffeminate, 
And in my Temper foftned Valoui’s Steel. 

ki Enter Benvolio. 

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Aercutio’s dead, 
That gallant Spirit hath afpir’d the Clouds, 
Which too untimely here did {corn the Earth, 

Rom. This Day’s black Fate, on more Days does depend, 
This but begins the Woe, others muft end. 

Enter 'Vybalt. ~ 

Bex. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again, 

Rom. He gone in Triumph, and Adercatio {lain ? 
Away to Heaven refpective Lenity, 
And Fire and Pury be my Conduct now: 
Now, 7ybalt, take the Villain back again, 
That late thou gav it me ; for Adercutio’s Soul 
Is but alittle way above our Heads, | 
Staying for thine to keep him Company: 
Bither thou or I, or both muft go with him. 

7yb, Thou wretched Boy, that didft confort him here, 
Shalt with him hence, | 

Rom, This fhall determine that, [| They fight, Tybalt falls. 





Bene . 








Bete 
The Cit 
Grand 00 
If thou ¢ 

Roms 

Ben, ' 


Cit, V 
Tybalt t 
Ben. 
Cit, 
I charg 
Ent 
Prir 
Ben 
The t 
There 
That f 
Lal 
O Prin 
Of my 
For Bi 
0 Co 
Prit 
Ben, 
Rome 
How r 
Your | 
With Gt 
Could 
Of 7) 
With: 
Who g 
And ¥ 


Cold’ 


Tt bac 
Retor 


Hold 


His ah 
And 
An en 





Romeo and Juliet. 211 


Ben. Romeo, aways be gone: 





a The Citizens are up, and 7yaie flain 

A cea Stand not amaz'd, the Prince will doom thee Death, 

Pepper If thou art taken: Hence, be gone, away. 

t Hous, Rom. O!.1.am Fortune's Fool. 

a Man to Bea. Why doft thou ftay ? | Exit Romeo. 
iS by th Enter Citizens. 

betwee Cit. Which way ran he that kill'd AdZercutio ¢ 


Tybalt that Murtherer, which way ran-he ¢ 
Ben. Theretyes that Zybalr. 
Cit, Up Sir, go with me : 
I charge thee in the Prince’s Name obey. 
Enter Prince, Mountague, Capulet, their Wives, &c, 
Mer Bet, _ Prin, Where are the vile beginners of this Fray ¢ 
Ben. O Noble Prince I can difcover all 
The unlucky manage of this fatal Braul : 
T here lies the Man flain by young Romeo, 
That flew thy Kinfman brave Mercutio, 
La. Cap. Tybalt my Coufin! O my. Brother's Child, 
O Prince, O Coufin, Husband, O the Bloods {pili’d, 
Of my dear Kinfman Prince, as thou art true, 
For Blood of ours, fhed Blood of Adountague. 
O Coufin, Coufin. 
Prin. Benvolio, who began this Fray 2 
Ben. Tybalt here Slain, whom Romeo’s hand did Slay 
¢ depend Romeo that {poke him fair, bid him bethink | 
How nice the Quarrel was, and urg’d withal 
Your high Difpleafure : All this uttered, 
With gentle Breath, calm Look, Kreeshumb y bow’d, 
Could not take Truce with the unruly Splesn 
Of Tybalt, deaf to Peace, but that he tilts 
‘With piercing Steel at bold Azercutio’s Breaft, 
Who all as hot, turns deadly Point to Point, 
And with a martial Scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold Death afide, and with the other fends 
It backto Tybalt, whofe Dexterity 
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud, | 





sion here 3 Hold Friends, Friends part, and fwifter than his Tongue, 
His able Arm_ beats down their fatal Points, 
alt fl And twixt them rufhes, underneath whofe Arm, 

An envious thruft from Tyéa/t, hit the Life 
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OF ftont Mercutio, and then Tybalz fled. 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain’d Revenge, 
And to’t they go like Lightning, for e’er I 
Could draw to part them, was ftout Tybale {lain ; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to Fly: 
This isthe Truth, or let Bexvolio die. 
La. Cap. He is a Kinfman to the ALountagues 
Affection makes him falfe, he fpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black {trife, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill one Life. 
I beg for Juftice, which thou Prince muft give: 
Romeo flew Tybalt, Romeo mutt not Live. 
Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew JAZercutio, 
Who now the Price of his dear Blood doth owe. 
La. Cap. Not Romeo, Prince, he was Adercutio’s Friend, 
His Fault concludes but what the Law fhould end, 
The Life of Tybalt. 
Prin. And for that Offence, 
Immediately we do Exile him hence : 
I have an Intereft in your Hearts Proceeding, 
My Blood for your rude Brawls doth lye a Bleeding, 
But [’ll amerce you with fo {trong a Fine, . 
That you fhall all Repent the lofs of mine. 
I will be deaf to Pleading and Excufes, 
Nor Tears, nor Prayers fhall purchafe our abufes, 
Therefore ufe none ; let Romeo hence in hafte, 
Elfe when he is found, that Hour is his laft, 
Bear hence this Body, and attend our Will: | 
Mercy but Murthers, pardoning thofe that Kill, [Exewnt. 


SCENE IE 
An Apartment in Capulet’s Houfe. 
Enter Juliet alone. 


Ful. Gallop, apace, you fiery-footed Steeds, 
Toward Phabas lodging, fuch a Waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you tothe Weft, 
And bring ia cloudy Night immediately, 7 
| Spred 
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Spred thy clofe Curtain, Love-performing night, 
That run-aways Eyes may wink, and Romeo 


‘Leap to thefe Arms, untalkt of and unfeen. 


Lovers can fee to do their Amorous Rites, 

By their own Beauties: Or if Love be blind, 

It beft agrees with Night ; Come civil Night, 
Thou fober-futed Matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lofe a winning Match, 

Plaid for a pair of ftainlefs Maidenheads, 

Hood my unmann’d Blood baiting in my Cheeks, 
With thy black Mantle, ’till ftrange Love grown bold, 
Thinks true Love ated fimple Modefty : 

Come Night, come Romeo, come thou Day in Night, 
For thou wilt lye upon the Wings of Night, 
Whiter than new Snow ona Raven’s back: 

Come gentle Night, come loving black-brow'd Night, 
Give me my Romeo, and when I fhall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little Stars, 


. And he will make the Face of Heaven fo'fine, 


That all the World will be in love with Night, 
And pay no Worfhip to the Garifh Sun. 

O I have bought the Manfion of a Love, 
But not poffefs’d it, and though I am fold, 
Not yet enjoy’d; fo tedious is this Day, 


As is the Night before fome Feftival, 


To an impatient Child that hath new Robes, 
And may not wear them. O herecomes my Nurfe! 
Enter Nur/e with Cords. 
And fhe brings News, and every Tongue that {peaks 
But Romeo's Name, {peaks Heavenly Eloquence ; 
Now Nurfe, what News? What haft thou there ? 
The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 
Nur. Ay, ay, the Cords. 
Ful. Ay me, what News ? 
Why doft thou wring thy Hands? 
Nur. A weladay he’s dead, he’s dead, 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone 
Alack the Day he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead. 
‘Ful. Can Heav'n be fo envious ¢ 
Nur. Romeo can, 
‘Though Heaven cannot. O Romeo! Romeo! 
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Who ever would have thought it, Romeo % A dant 
Ful. What Devil art thou, that doft torment me thus 3 Natt 
This Torture fhould be roar’d in difmal. Hell. When th 

Hath Romeo flain himfelf 2? Say thou but Ay; Do 

And that bare Vowel Ay, fliall poifon more Was ever 
Than the Death-darting Eye of Cockatrice: Sofa 

Tam not I, if there be fuch an Ay, Infuch a 
Or thofe Eyes thot that makes the anfwer Ay> | at 
If he be flain fay Ay, orif not, No. All Perju 

Bricf Sounds determine of my weal or woe. Ab, wh: 
Nur. I fawthe Wound, | fawit with mine Eyes Thee G 

God fave the Mark, here on his manly Breaft. : Shame. 

A piteous Coarfe, a blody piteous Coarfe; ji 
Pale, pale as Athes, all bedawb’d in Blood, For {uc 
a All in gore Blood, I fwooned at the’ fight: Upon | 
Bel Ful. O break my Heart —— z For ‘ti 
He Poor Bankrupt break at once; - Sole Mo 
i To prifon Eyes, ne'er look on Liberty, O what 
aa Vile Earth to Barth refign, end motion here, | Nor, 
aM And thou and Remeo prefs one heavy Bier. That il 
A Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft Friend I had : fil 
1a O courteous Tybalt, honeft Gentleman, Ah poo 
1: : That ever I fhould live to fee thee Dead. When [ 
a ! 3 Ful. What Storm is this that blows fo contrary ¢ | But wh 
i Is Romeo flaughter’d @ and is Tybalr dead 2 That V. 
i My deareft Coufin, and my dearer Lord? . Back fo 
it The dreadful Trumpet found the general Doom; Your t 
For who is living, if thofe two are gone 2 Sood habit Which 

Nur. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banifhed My Hu 

Rinace chix Kiva tae “MEW Baattieds dod 7 

Ful. O God ! Aik 

Did Romeo's Hand fed Tybalt’s Blood’? : | Some y 

Nur. Xt did, it did, alas the day! it did. | That n 

Ful. O Serpent Heart, hid with a flowring Faces But oh 

Did ever Dragon keep fo fair a Cave? sare: Li 
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A damned Saint, an honourable Villain: 

O Nature! what had{t thou to doin Hell, 
When thou didft bower the Spirit of a Fiend 
In mortal Paradife of fuch fweet Fleth ¢ 

Was ever Book containing fuch vile matter 
So fairly bound? O that deceit fhould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Palace. 

Nur. There’s no Truft, no Faith, no honefty in Men, 
All Perjur’d; all Forfworn; all, Naught; all Diffembiers 5 
Ah, where’s my Man¢ Give me fome gua-vita 
Thefe Griefs, thefe Woes, thefe Sorrows make me old! 
Shame come to Romeo, | 

Ful. Bliter’d be thy Tongue 
For fuch a With, he was not born to fhame, 

Upon his Brow Shame is afham‘d to fit : | 
For ’tis a Throne where Honour may be Crown’d, 
Sole Monarch of the univerfal Earth. 

O what a Beaflt was I to. chide him fo 2 

Nur. Will you {peak well of him 
That killf'd your Coufin2 | 

Ful. Shall I {peak ill of him that is my Husband? 

Ah poor my Lord, what Tongue fhall {mooth thy Name; 
When I thy three Hours Wife have mangled it ! 
But wherefore Villain did’ft thou kill my Coufin ¢ 
That Villain Coufin would have kill’d my Husband: 
Back foolifh Tears, back to your native Spring, 
Your tributary drops belong to Woe, 

Which you miftaking offer up to, Joy : 

My Husband lives that Tybalt would have flain, 
And Tybalt dead that would have-kill’dmy Husband; 
All this ts Comfort; wherefore weep I then? 

Some word there was worfer than Tybalt’s Death 
That murdered me; I would forget it fain, 

But oh it preflés to my Memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to Sinners minds; 

Tybalt is dead, and Romeo Banifhed: 

That Banifhed; that one word Banitfhed, 

Hath flainten thoufand Tybalts: Tybals’s death 

Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in Fellowfhip, 

And needly will be rank’d with other Griefs, 
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Why followed not, when the faid Tybalt's dead; 
Thy Father or thy Mother, nay, or both, 
Which modern Lamentation might have mov'ds 
But with a Rear-ward following Tybals’s death, - 
Romeo is banifhed —— to fpcak that word, 
Is Father, Mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Fuliet, 
All flain, all dead: Romeo is banifhed: 
There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound, 
In that word’s death, no words can that woe found, 
Where is my Father, and my Mother, Nurfe¢ 

Nur. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s Coarfe. 
Will you goto them? I will bring you thither. 

Fal. Wath they his wounds with Tears; mine fhallbe fpent 
When theirs are dry, for Romeo's Banifhment. 
Take up thofe Cords, poor Ropes you are beguil’d, 
Both you and I, for Romeo is Exil’'d: 
He made you for an Highway to my Bed, 
But Ia Maid, die Maiden-widowed. 
Come Cord, come Nurfe, I'll to my Wedding-bed, 
And Death, not Romeo, take my Maiden-head. 

Nur. Hie to your Chamber, I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you, I wot well where he is: 
Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at Night ; 
Vl] to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

Ful. O find him, give this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come, to take his laft Farewel, | Exeunts 


SCENE Ill. The Monaflery. 


Enter Frier Lawrence and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth, come forth, thou fearful Man, 
AffliGion is enamour’d of thy Parts ; ’ 
And thou art wedded to Calamity. 

Rom. Father, what News ¢ 
What is the Prince’s Doom ? 

What Sorrow craves admittance at my Hand, 
That I yet know not ¢ 

Fri. Too familiar 
Is my dear Son in fuch fower Company : 

I bring thee Tydings of the Prince’s Doom, 


Rom. 
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Rem. What, lefs than Dooms-day, is the Prince’s Doom 2 

Fri, A gentle Judgment vanifh’d from his Lips, 
Not Body’s Death, but Body’s Banifhment. 

Rom. Ha, Banifhment ! Be merciful, fay Death ; 
For Exile hath more terror in his look, 

Much more than Death : Do not fay Banifhment. 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed: 

Be patient, for the World is broad and wide, 

Rom. There is no World without Verona Walls, 
But Purgatory, Torture, Hell it felf: 

Hence banifh’d, is banifhed from the World, 

And World’s Exile is Death, Then banithed 
Is Death mifs-term’d, calling Death Banifhed. 

Thou cut’{t my Head off with a Golden Ax, 

And f{mil’{t upon the ftroak that murders me. 

Fri, O deadly Sin! O rude Unthankfulnefs! 
Thy Fault our Law callsDeath, but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part hath rufht afide the Law, 

And turn’d that black word Death to Banifhment. 
That is dear Mercy, and thou feeft it not. 

Rom. °Tis Tortures and not Mercy: Heavenis here 
Where Fuliet lives, and every Cat and Dog, 

And little Moufe, every unworthy thing 


- Lives here in Heaven, and may look on her, 


But Romeo may not. More Validity, 
More honourable State, more Courtfhip lives 
In Carrion Flies, than Remeo: They may feize 
On the white wonder of dear Fuliet’s Hand, 
And fteal immortal Bleffings from her Lips, 
Who even in pure and veltal Modefty 
Still blufh, as thinking their own Kiffes fin. 
This may Flies do, when I from this muft fly, 
And fay’ft thou yet, that Exile is not Death? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. 
Hadi{t thou no Poifon mixt, no fharp-ground Knife, 
No fudden mean of Death, tho’ ne’er fo mean, 
But banifhed to kill me ? Banifhed 2 
O Friar, the Damned ufe that word in Hell; 
Howlings attend it, how haft thou the Heart, 
Being a Divine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 
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NA A Sin- Abfolver, and my Friend profelt, Wat Al 
i To mangle me with that word Banifhed¢ Ae a 
i Fri. Fond Mad-man, hear me f{peak. Wit 
Rom. O thou wilt {peak again of Banifhment. Nir. : 
+ Fri. Vl give thee Armour to keep off that Word, jut “ 
) Adverfity’s fweet Milk, Philofophy, Pos Fe 
4 To comfort thee, tho’ thou art banifhed. sa 
i Rom. Yet, banifhed? Hang up Philofophy, Sad UP 
a Unlefs Philofophy can make a Fuliet, ror te 
i Difplant a Town, reverfe a Prince’s Doom, Why thou 
i It helps not, it prevails not, talk no more Kom N 
an Fri. O then I fee that mad Men have no Ears. Nur & 
i Rom. How fhou’d they, ‘ Rom, 9 
hall When wife Men have no Eyes? Doth not 
ae Fri, Let me defpair with thee of thy Eftate. Now I ha 
Bi Rom. Thou canft not {peak of that thou doft not feel: With Boo 
er Wert thou. as young as fulier my Love, Whereis 
a), An hour but married, 7ySalt murdered, ; My concea 
a Doting like me, and like me banifhed. | Nur, 1 
ah Then might’ft thou fpeak, then might’ft thou tearthy Hair, And now f 
1 And fall upon the Ground as I do now, ; And Tybule 
ae Taking the meafure of an unmade Grave. . ue And then 
Aas | Throwing himfelf on the Ground, Rom, A 
mei Fri. Arife, one knocks; [ Knock: within. Shot from 
ee Good Romeo hide thy felf. Did murd 
iat) Rom. NotI, Murdered 
i Unlefs the breath of Heart-fick Groans, Tn what vil 
1a Mift-like, infold me from the fearch of Eyes. [ Knock. Doth my \ 
11 Fri, Hark, how they knock. | | The hate 
ma W ho’s there? Romeo, arife, Fri, Ho 
aia Thou wilt be taken———flay a while——fiand up; | Kaock. Art thou a 
ba | Run to my Study-——By and by——-God’s Will; Thy Teas 
1h What Simplenefs 1s this I. come, I come. ~ | Knook. The unreg 
Hh i Who knocks fo hard? Unleem| 
7 Whence come you? what’s your Will? And ill be 
1 es Nur.| Within.| Let me come in, Thou haf 
bat And you fhall know my Errand: {thought 
1 ti a I come from Lady Fulier. Bat thoy 
bi Fri. Welcome then. And tay ¢ 
| | Enter Nurfe. > by doing 
uae . Nur. O holy Friar, O tell me holy Friar, 
| i ; Where 
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Where is my Lady’s Lord? ;where’s Romeo ? 
Fri. There, on the Ground, 
With his own Tears made drunk. 
Nur. Ohe is even in my Mittrefy’s Cafe, 
Juft in her Ca‘e, O woful Sympathy ! 


Piteous Predicament, even fo lyes fhe, 
| , : 


Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbring. 
Stand up, ftand up, ftand and you be a Man, 
For Fuliet’s fake, for her fake rife and ftand: 
Why thould you fall into fo deep an Oh! »— 

Rom. Nurle. 

Nur. AhSir! Ah Sir! Death’sthe end of all. 

Rom. Speak’{t thou of Fuliée? How is’t with her? 
Doth not fhe think me an old Murtherer,; 
Now I have ftain’d the Child-hood of our Joy 
With Blood, removed but little from her own 2 
Where is fhe 2? and how does fhe ? and what fays 
My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Love ¢ 

Nur. Oh the fays nothing, Sir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now falls on her Bed, and then ftarts up, 
And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries, 
And then down falls again. 

Rom. As. if that Name. 
Shot from the deadly level of a Gun 
Did murder her, as that Names curfed Hand 
Murdered her Kinfman. Oh tell me, Friar, tellme, — 
In what vile part of this Anatomy | 
Doth my Name lodge ? Tell me, that I may fack 
The hateful Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate Hand : 
Art thou a Man? Thy form cries out, thou art: 
Thy Tears are Womanith, thy wild Ads do note 
The unreafonable fury of a Beaft. 
Unfeemly Woman, in a feeming Man, 
And ill befeeming Beaft in feeming both, 
Thou haft amaz’'d me. By my holy Order, 
I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 
Haft thou flain Tybak ? Wilt thou flay thy felf% 
And flay thy Lady, that in thy Life lives, 
By doing damned hate upon thy felf? 

E 2 Why, 
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Why rail’ft thou on thy Birth é the Heaven and Earthé 
Since Birth, and Heaven, and arth, all three do meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once would ft lofe. 
Fy, fy, thou fham’ft thy Shape, thy Love; thy Wit; 
Which like an Ufurer abound’ft in all, 

And ufeft none in that true ufe indeed, 
Which fhould bedeck thy Shape, thy Love, thy Wit: 
Thy noble Shape is but a Form of Wax; 

Digreffing from the Valour of a Man; 

Thy dear Love fworn, but hollow Perjury, : 
Killing that Love which thou haft vow’d to cherifh ; 
Thy Wit, that Ornament to Shape and Love, 
Mif-fhapen in the Conduct of them both, 

Like Powder ina skillefs Soldier’s Flask, 

Is fet a fire by thine own Ignorance; 

And thou difmembred with thine own Defence. 
What, roufe thee, Man, thy Fuliet is alive, 

For whofe dear fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy. Tybalt would kill thee, 

But thou flew'ft Tybalt ; there art thou happy too. 
The Law that threatned Death became thy Friend, 
- And turn’d it to Exile; there art thou happy. 

A pack of Bleflings light upon thy Back, 

Happinefs courts thee in her beft Array, 

But like a mif-hav’d and a fullen Wench, 

Thou putteft up thy Fortune and thy Love: 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch die miferable. 

Go get thee to thy Love, as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But Jook thou ftay not “till the Watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not pafs to AZantua, 

Where thou fhalt live, ’till we can find a time 

To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your Friends, 
Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, » 
With twenty hundred thoufand times more Joy, 
Than thou went’ft forth in Lamentation. 


Go before, Nurfe. commend me to thy Lady, fo! a 
And bid her haften all the Honfe to Bed, | if r oe 
Which heavy Sorrow makes them apt unto. i ae 
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Nur. O Lord, I could have ftaid here all Night, 
To hear good Counfel: Ob, what Learning is! 
My Lord, I'll tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here, Sir,a Ring fhe bid me give you, Sir: 
Hie you, make hafte, for it grows very late. 

Rom. How wellmy Comfort is reviv'd by this. 

Fri, Go hence. 

Good Night, and here ftands all your State: 

Either be gone before the Watch be fet, 

Or by the break of Day difguis’d, from hence; 
Sojourn in AZantua; Vil find out your Man, . 

And he fhall fignifie from time to time, 

Every good hap to you that chances here: 

Give me thy Hand, ’tis late, farewel, Good Night. 

Rom. But that a Joy, paft Joy, calls out on me, 
It were a Grief, fo brief to part with thee: 
Farewel. | Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. Capulet’s Houfe. 
Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 


Cap. Things have faln out, Sir, fo unluckily, ¢ 
That we have had no time to move our Daughter: 
Look you, fhe lov’d her Kinfman 7ybale dearly, 

And fo did I Well, we were born to die. 
’Tis very late, fhe’ll not come down to Night: 
I promife you, but for your Company, 

I would have been a bed an hour ago. 

Par. Thefe timesof Woe afford no time to Woo: 
Madam, good Night, commend me to your Daughter. 

La. Cap. Iwill, and know her Mind early to Morfow; 
To Night the is mew’d up to her heavinefs. 

Cap. Sir Paris, will make a defperate tender 
Of my Child’s Love: I think fhe will be rul’d 
In all refpeéts by me, nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her e’er you go to Bed, 
Acquaint her here of my Son Paris Love, 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wedne/day Next—-w=~ 
But foft; what day is this 2 

Pare Monday, wy Lord, 





E.-3 Cap. 
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Cap. Monday * ha! ha! well, Wedue/day is too foon, 
A Thur {day \er it be: A Thur {day vell her 
She {hall be married to this Noble Earl: 
Will you be ready? Do you like this hafte ? 
We'll keep no great a-do——a Friend or two 
For, hark you, 7yale being flain fo late, 
It may be thought we held him’ carelefly, 
Being our Kinfman, if we revel much: 





Therefore we'll have fome half a dozen Friends, 


And there’s an end. But what fay you to Thar{day$ 
Par. My Lord, 
I would that Tharfday were to Morrow. 
Cap. Well, get you gone----3 Thur{day be it then: 
Go you to Fulier eer you 80 fo Bed, [Zo Lady Capulet. 
Prepare her, Wifes againft this Wedding-day. 
Farewel, my Lord——light to my Chamber, hea! 
>Afore me, it is fo late, that we may call it early by and[by. 
Good Night. | Exeunt. 
SCENE V.. The Garden 
Enter Romeo and Julict above at a Window; 4 Ladder of 
Ropes fet. 
Ful. Wilt thou be gone ¢ 
“Jt was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine Ear, 
Nightly fhe fings on yond Pomgranate Tree, 
Believe me Love, it was the Nightingale. 
Rom. It was the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Do lace the fevering Clouds in yonder Eaft: 
Night’s Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Stands tiptoe on the mifty Mountain tops, 
I muft be gone and live, or ftay and dye. 


Ful. Yon Light 1s not Day-light, | know it, I: = gr 


It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales, 
To be to thee this Night a Torch-bearer, 


And liga thee on thy way to AZantua, 0: 

Therefore ftay, yet thou need’{t not to be gone aEy9.F 
Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to Death 6 bad 

{ am content, fo thou wilt have it fo. > Sa tll 
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Tis but the pale reflex of Cyzthia’s Brow, 
Nor that is not the Lark whofe Notes do beat 


‘The vaulty Heavens fo high above our Heads, 


I have more care to ftay, than will to go: 

Come Death and welcome, Fuliet wills it fo. 

How ist, my Soul? let’s talk, it is not Day. 
Ful. It is, it is, hie hence, be gone, away : 


It is the Lark that fings fo out of Tune, 


Straining harfh Difcords, and unpleafing Sharps. 
Some fay the Lark makes fweet Divifion 5 
This doth not fo: For the divideth us. 
Some fay, the Lark, and loathed Toad change Eyes, 
O now I would they had chang’d Voices too : 
Since, arm from arm, that Voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee hence, with Huntf-up to the Day, 
O now be gone, more light, and light it grows. 
Rom. Morelight and light, more dark and dark our’ Woes. 
Enter Nurfe. 
Nur. Madam. 
Ful. Nurfee ~ 
Nur. Your Lady Mother is coming to your Chamber : 
The Day is broke, be wary, look about. 
Ful. Then Window let Day in, and let Life out. 
Rom. Farewel, farewel, one Kifs, and I'll Defcend. 
Ful. Art thou gone fo? Love! Lord! ah Husband! Friend ! 
I muft hear from thee every Day in the Hour, 
[Romeo comes down by the Laddcr into the Garden. 
For in a Minute there are many Days, 
O by this count I fhall be much in Years, 
E’re I again behold my Romeo. 
Rom. Farewel : | 
I will omit no opportunity, 
That may convey my Greetings, Love, to thee. 
Ful. O thinkeft thou we fhall ever meet again ¢ 
Rom. I doubt it not, and all thefe Woes fhall ferve 
For fweet Difcourfes, in our time to come. 
Ful. O God! I have an ill Divining Soul, 
Methinks I fee thee now, thou art fo low, - 
As one dead in the bottom of a Tomb: 
Either my Eye-fight fails ; or thou look’ft pale. 
Rom, And truft me, Love, in my Eye fo do you: 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Blood. Adieu, adieu. | Exeunt. 
4 SCENE 

















2128 Romeo und Talid. 
SC E Nba Juliet’s Chamber. 


Enter Juliet. 


Ful. O Fortune, Fortune, all Men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doft thau with him 
That is renown’d for Faith? be fickle Fortune : 
For then I hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back. 
Enter Lady Capulet. 

La. Cap. Ho Daughter, are you up < 

Ful. Whois't that calls ? is it my Lady Mother? 

Is the not down fo late, or up fo early ? - 
What unaccuftom’d Caufe procures her hither 2 

La. Cap. Why how now, Juliet 2 

Ful. Madam, I am not well, 

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your Coufin’s Deathé 
What wilt thou wath him from his Grave with Tears ¢ 
And if thou couldft, thou couldft not make him live = 
Therefore have done, fome Grief fhews much of Love, 
But much~of Grief fhews ftillfome want of Wit. 

Ful. Yet let me weep, for fuch a feeling lofs. 

La. Cap. So fhall you feel the lofs, but not the Friend 
Which you weep for. 

Ful. Feeling fo the lofs, 

I cannot chufe but ever weep the. Friend. 

La. Cap. Well Girl, thou weep’ ft not fo much for his death, 
As that the Villain lives which flaughter’d him. 

Ful. What Villain, Madam 2 

La. Cap. That fame Villain, Romeo. ; 

Ful. Villain and he be many Miles afunder:, 
God pardon him, I do with all my Heart, 
And yet no Man like he doth grieve my Heart. 
‘La. Cap. That is becaufe the Traitor lives. 
Ful. Ay, Madam,, from the reach of thefe my Hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Coufin’s Death. 
La. Cap. We will have Vengeance for it, fear-thou not 
Then weep no more. Vil fend to one in ALantua, 
Where that fame banifh'd Runnagate doth live, 
Shall give him fuch ap unaceuftom’d Diam, 
That he fhall foon keep 7j4ale Company : 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. —_. 
Ful. Indeed I never thall be fatishied 
With Romeo, “till I behold him ———— Dead Is 
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Is my poor Heart, fo for a Kinfman vext : 
Madam, if you could find out but a Man 
To bear a Poifon, I would temper it; 
That Romeo fhould, upon receipt thereof, 
Soon fleep in quiet. .O how my Heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, and cannot come to him, 
To wreak the Jove 1 bore my Coufin Tybalt, 
Upon his Body that hath flaughter’d him. , 
La. Cap. Pind thou the means, and T’ll find fuch a Man. 
But now I’ji tell thee joyful tidings, Girl. | 
Jul. And Joy comes well in fuch a needy time. 
What are they, I befeech your Ladythip 2 
La. Cap, Well, well, thou haft a careful Father, Child; 
One, who to put thee from thy heavinefs, 
Hath forted out a fudden day of Joy, 
‘That thou expects not, nor I look’d not for. 
‘Ful. Madam, in happy time, what day is this 2 
La, Cap. Marry, my Child, early next Thurf{day morn, 
The gallant, young, and noble Gentleman, 
The County Paris, at St. Peter’s Church, 
Shall happily make thee a joyful Bride. 
Ful. Now by St. Peter’s Church, and Peter too, 
He fhall not make me there a joyful Bride. 
T wonder at this hafte, that I muft wed 
E’er he that fhould be Husband comes to wooe. 
I pray you tell my Lord and Father, Madam, 
[ will not marry yet, and when I do, I {wear 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 
Rather than Paris. Thefe are News indeed. 
La. Cap. Here comes your Father, tell him fo your felf, 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 
Enter Capulet and Nur{e. 
Cap. When the Sun fets, the Earth doth drizzle Dew; 
But for the Sunfet of my Brother’s Son, 
Tt rains down-right, 


21 29 


How now? a Conduit, Girl? what, ftill in tears 2 


Evermore fhow’ring in one little Body 2 
Thy Counterfeit’s a Bark, a Sea, a Wind; 
For till thy Eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebb and flow with tears, the Bark thy Body 
Sailing in this falt Flood, the Winds thy Sighs, 
Who raging with the Tears, and they with them, 
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Without a fudden Calm will over-fet 
Thy tempeft-toffed Body. How now, Wife ¢ 
Have you delivered to her our Decree ¢ 
La. Cap. Ay, Sir; 
But fhe will none, the gives you thanks ? 
I would the Fool were married to her Grave. 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, Wife, 
How, will fhe none? doth the not give Us thanks 2 
Is the not proud? doth fhe not count her bleft, 
Unworthy as the is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroom ¢ 
Ful. Not proud, you have; But thankful, that you have. 
Proud can I-never be of what I hate, 
But thankful even for Hate, that is meant Love. 
Cap, How now’ 
How now 2 chopt Logick? what is this 2 
Proud! and I thank you ! and I thank you not! 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But fettle your fine Joints *gaintt Thurf{day next, 
To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church : 
Or I will drag thee on a Hurdle thither. 
Out you Green-ficknefs Carrion, out you Baggage, 
@ut you Tallow-face. 
La. Cap. Fie, fie, what are you mad 2 
Ful. Good Father, f befeech you on my Knees, 
Hear me with patience, but to fpeak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young Baggage, difobedient Wretch, 
I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Therfday, ) 
Or never after look me in the Face. 
Speak not, reply not, do not anfwer me. 
My Fingers itch, Wife: we fcarce thought us bleft, 
That God had lent us but this only Child, _ 
But now I fee this one is one too much, 
And that we have a Curfe in having her : 
Out on her, Hilding. ? 
Nur. God in Heav’n blefs her, 
You are to blame, my Lord, to rate her fo: 3 
Cap. And why, my Lady Wifdom ? hold your tangue, 
Good Prudence; fatter with your Goflip, go, | 
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Nur. 1 {peak:no Treafon, 
© God-ye-good-den 
May not one {peak ¢ 

Cap. Peace you mumbling Fool, 

Utter your Gravity o’er a Goffip’s Bowl, 
For here we need it not. 
La. Cap. You are too hot. 
Cap. God’s Bread, it makes me mad: 
Day, night, hour, tide, time, work, play, 
Alone, in company, {till my care hath been 
To have her match’d, and having now provided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 
OF fair Demeans, Youthful, and nobly Allied, 
Stuff’d, as they fay, with honourable Parts, 
Proportion’d as ones thought would with a Man : 
And then to have a wretched puling Fool, 
A whining Mammet, in her Fortunes tender, 
To anfwer I'll not wed, I cannot Love, 
I am too young, 1 pray you pardon me. | 
But, and you will nor wed, Ill pardon you—— 
Graze where you will, you fhall not Houfe with me: 
Look to’t, think on’r, I do not ufe to jeft. 
Thur{day is near, lay Hand on Heart, advife ; 
And you be mine, 1’ll give you to my Friend : 
And you be not, hang, beg, ftarve, diein the Streets, 
For, by my Soul, [ll ne’er acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine, fhall never do thee good : 
Truft to’t, bethink you, Fil not be forfworn. [ Exit. 
Ful. Is there no pity fitting in the Clouds, 
That fees into the bottom of my Grief? 
O fweet my Mother, caft me not away, 
Delay this Marriage for 2 Month, a Week, 
Or if you do not, make the bridal Bed 
In that dim Monument where Tybalt lyes. 

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I’ll not fpeak a word: 
Do as thou wilt, for I have done’with thee. [ Exit. 

Ful. O God ! | i 
© Nurfe, how fhall this be prevented 2 
My Husband is on Earth, my Faith in Heaven, 

How fhall that Faith return again to Earth, 
Unlefs that Husband fend it me from Heay’n, 
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By leaving Earth Comfort me, counfel me, 
Alack, alack, that Heav’n fhould practife Stratagems 
Upon fo foft a Subje& as my felf. 

What fay’ft thou? haft thou not a word of joy? 
Some comfort, Nurfe. | 

Nar. Faith here it is: 
Romeo is banifh’d, and all the World to nothing 
That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you : 
Or if he do, it needs muft be by ftealth. 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 
I think it beft you married with the Count, 
Oh he’s a lovely Gentleman; 
Romeo’s a Dith-clout to him; an Eagle, Madam, 
Hath not fo green, fo quick, fo fair an Eye 
As Paris hath: befhrew my very Hearts 
I think you are happy in this fecond Match, 
For it excels your firft: Orifit did not, 
Your firft is dead, or ’twere as good he were, 
As living here, and you no ufe of him. 

Ful. Speakeft thou from thy Heart ? | 

Nur. And from my Soul too, 
Or elfe befhrew them both, __ 

Ful. Amen. 

Nur. What ? 

Ful. Well, thou haft comforted me marvellous much ; 
Go in, and tell my Lady Iam gone, ; 
Having difpleas’d my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

To make Confeffion, and to be Abfolved, 

Nur. Marry I will, and this is wifely done, [exit 

Ful. Ancient Damnation! O moft wicked Fiend! 
Is it more Sin to wifh me thus forfworn, . 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that: fame Tongue 

Which fhe hath prais’d him with above compare 

So many thoufand times? Go, Counfellor, a 

Thou and my bofom henceforth fhall be twain: 

’l) to the Friar to know his remedy. 

If all elfe fail, my felf have power to die. E Benn, 
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ACT IV, SCENE IL. 
SCENE the Monafery. 


Exter Friar Lawrence and Paris. ‘ 


Fri. ()* Thufday, Sir! the time is very fhort. 
Par. My Father Capzlet will have it fo, 
And I am nothing flow to flack his hafte, 
Fri. You fay you do not know the Lady’s mind: 
Uneven is the courfe, I like it nor. 
Par. Tmmoderately fhe weeps for Tybalt’s Death, 
And therefore have I little talk of Love, 
For Yenus {miles not in a Houfe of ‘Tears: 
Now, Sir, her Father counts it dangerous 
That fhe fhould give her Sorrow fo much fway; 
And, in his Wifdom, haftes our Marriage, 
To ftop the Inundation of her Tears, 
Which too much minded by her felf alone, 
May be put from her by Society. 
Now do you know the reafon of this hafte?2 
Fri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flow’d. 
Look, Sir, here comes the Lady towards my Cell. 
Enter Juliet. 
Par. Happily met, my Lady and my Wife, 
Ful. That may be, Sir, when I may be a Wife. 
Par, That may be, muft be, Love, on Thwr/day next. 
Ful. What muft be, fhall be. 7 
Fri, That’s ‘a certain Text. 
Par..Come you to make Confeffion to this Father ? 
Ful. To anfwer that, I fhould confefs to you. 
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
Ful. I will confefs to you that I love him. 
Par. So will ye, Iam fure, that you love me. 
Ful. If ¥ do fo, it will be of more Price, 
Being fpoke behind your Back, than to your Face. 
Par. Poor Soul, thy Face is much abus'd with Tears. 
Ful. The Tears have got fmall Victory by that : 
For it was bad enough before their fpight. 
Par, Thou wrong’ft it, more than Tears, with that report. 
File 
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Ful. That is-no Sander, Sir, which is but truth, 
And what I fpeak, I fpeak it to my Face. vei 

Par. Thy Face is mine, and thou haft flander’d ite 

Ful. It may be fo, for it 1s not mine own. 

Are you at leifure, Holy Father, now, 
Or fhall I come to you at evening Mals ¢ ¢ 

Fri. My leifure ferves mes penfive Daughter, now. 
My Lord, I muft intreat the time alone. 

Par. God fhield, I fhould difturb Devotion : 
Fuliet, on Tharfday early will I rowze ye; 
Till then adieu, and keep this holy kifs. [ Exit Paris. 

Ful, O fhut the Door, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weep with me, paft hope, palt cure, pait help. 

Fri. O Fuliet, Talready know thy Grief, 

It ftrains me paft the compafs of my, Wits : 
I hear thou muft, and nothing may prorogue ity 
On Thurfday next be married to this Count. 
zl, Tell menot, Friar, that thou heareft of this, 
Unlefs thou tell me how I may prevent it: 
If in thy wifdom, thou canft give no help, 
Do thou but call my Refolution wife, 
And with this Knife Pll help 1t prefently. 
God join’d my Heart and Romeo's, thou our Hands, 
And e’er this hand, by thee to Romeo feal'd, 
Shall be the Label to another Deed, 
Or my true Heart, with treacherous Revolt, 
Turn to another, this fhall flay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long experienced Time, 
Give me fome prefent Counfel, or behold 
*Twixt my extreams and me, this bloody Knife 
Shall play the Umpire; arbitrating that, 
Which the Commiflion of thy Years and Art 
Could to no Iflue of true Honour bring : 
Be not fo long to fpeak, I long to die, 
If what thou fpeak’ft {peak not of Remedy. 
Fri. Hold, Daughter, 1.do ‘fpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as defperate an Execution, 
As that is defperate which we would prevent, 
If rather than to marry County Parts, 
Thou haft the ftrength of .Will to flay thy felf, 
Then it is likely, thou wilt undertake 
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A thing like Death to chide away this fhame, 
That cop’ft with Death himfelf, to {cape from it: 
And if thou dar'ft, Pll give thee remedy. 

Ful. O bid me leap, rather than marty Paris, 
From off the Battlements of any Tower, 
Or walk in thievifh ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are: Chain me with roaring Bears, 
Or hide me nightly in a charnel Houfe, 
O’er covered quite with dead Mens ratling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chaplefs Skulls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, 
And hide me with a dead Man in his Grave, 
Things that to hear them told, have made me tremble, 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unftain'd Wife to my fweet Love. 

Fri. Hold then. Go home, be merry, give confent, 
To marry Paris. Weduefday 1s to morrow 3; 
To morrow Night Ic ok that thou lye alone, 
Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take thou this Viol being then in Bed, 


‘And this diftilling Liquor drink thou off, 


When prefently, through all thy Veins, fhall run 

A cold and drowfie Humour: For no Pulfe 

Shall keep his Native Progrefs, but furceafe : 

No warmth, no breath fhall teftifie thou liveft; 

The Rofes in thy Lips and Cheeks fhall fade 

To mealy Afhes, the Eyes Windows, fall 

Like Death, when he fhuts up the Day of Life; 

Each part depriv’d of fupple Government, 

Shall {tiff and ftark, and cold appear like Death, 

And in this borrowed likenefs of fhrunk Death, 

Thou fhalt continue two and forty Hours, 

And then awake, as from a pleafant Sleep. 

Now when the Bridegroom inthe Morning comes 

To rowfe thee from thy Bed, there art thou Dead : 

Then as the manner of our Country is; 

In thy beft Robes uncover’d on the Bier, 

Be born to Burial in thy Kindreds Grave : 

Thou fhalt be born to that fame antient Vault, 

Where all the Kindred of the Capulets lye. 

In the meantime, againft thou fhalt awake, a 
a 
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Shall Romeo by my Letters know our Drift, 
And hither fhall he come; and that very Night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to A@antua. 
And this fhall free thee from this prefent Shame, 
‘If no unconftant Toy nor Womanith fear, 
Abate thy Valour in the acting 1t. 
Ful. Give me, give me, O tell not me of fear. 
Fri. Hold, get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
In this refolve, Ill fend a Friar wr i 
o Mantua, with my Letters to thy Lora. 
. sul Love give as and ftrength fhall help afford. 


Farewel, dear Father. 
S$ CEN E II. Capulet’s Houfe. 


Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurfe, and two or three 
| Servants. 


Cap. So many Guefts invite as here are writ: 
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cooks. 


Ser. You fhall have none ill, Sir, for Pll try if they can 


lick their Fingers. ) 

Cap. How canft thou try them fo ? 

Ser. Marry, Sir, “tis an ill Cook that cannot lick his own 
Fingers: ‘Therefore he that cannot lick his Fingers, goes 
not with me. 

Cap. Go, be gone. We fhall be much unfurnifh’d for 
this time > What is my Daughter gone to Friar Laarence? 

Nur. Ay forfooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peevith felf-will’d Harlotry it is. 
Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from Shrift, with merry look, 

Cap. How now, my Headftrong 2 | 
Where have you been gadding ¢ 

Ful. Where I have learnt me torepent the Sin; 

Of difobedient Oppofition, 
To you and your behefts; and am enjoyn’d 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, 
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To beg your Pardon:, Pardon I befeech you, 
Henceforward I am ever rul’d: by you. 

Cap. Send forthe Count, goy tell him of this, 
Pil have this Knot kait up to morrow morning. 

Jul, I met the youthful Lord at Lawrence Cell 
And gave him what becoming Love I might, 

Not ftepping o’er the bounds: of Modefty, 

Cap. Why Lamglad on’t, this is well, ftand up, 
This is as’t fhould be, let me fee the County : 
Ay marry, go'l fay, and fetch him hither. 

Now afore God, this reverend Holy Friar, 
All our whole City is much bound to him, 

Ful. Nurfe, will you go with me into my Clofet} 
To help me fort fuch needful Ornaments, 

As you think fit to furnifh me to morrow 2 

La. Cap. No not’till Tharfday, thereis time enough, 

Cap. Go Nurfe, go with her; 

We'll to Church to morrow, [£xeant Juliet and Nur fe. 

La. Cap. We fhall be fhort in our Provifion; 
‘Tis now near Night. 

Cap. Tuth, I will ftir about, | 
And all things fhall be well; I warrant thee, Wife: 
Go thou to Fuliet, help to deck up her, 

Pll not to. bed to Night, let me alone : 
I'll play the Hufwife for this once. What ho2 
They are all forth; well I will walk my felf 
To County Paris, to prepare him up 
Againft to morrow. My Heart is wondrous. Light; 
Since this fame way-ward Girl is fo. reclaim’d. 
| Exennt Capulet and Lady Cap. 


SCENE III. Julier’s Chamber. 


Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 


Fal. Ayy thofe Attires are beft; but, gentle Nurfe, 
I pray thee leave me to: my felf to Night: 
For I have need of many Orifons, 
To move the Heavens to fmile upon my ftate, 
Which wel! thou Know’t is crofs and full of Sim 
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Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. What are you bufie, ho 2 Need you my help? 
ul. No, Madam, we have cull’d fuch Neceflaries 
As are behoveful for our ftate to morrow : 
So pleafe yous let me now be left alone, 
And let the Nurfe this Night fit up with you ; 
For I am {ure you have your Hands full all, 
In this fo fudden Bufinels. 
Mo. Good night, — 
Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 
Ful. Farewel | 
God knows, when we fhall meet again. 
T have a faint cold fear thrills through my Veins, 
That almoft freezes up the heat of Fire: 
['ll call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurfe —— what fhould fhe do here ¢ 
My difmal Scene, I needs muft aé& alone: 
Come Vial —— what if this Mixture do not work at all? 
“Shall I be married to morrow Morning ¢ 
No, no, this fhall forbid it; Lye thou there. cs 
| Pointing to a Dagger. 
What if it bea Poifon, which the Friar, 
Subtilly hath miniftred, to have me dead, 
Left in this Marriage he fhould be difhonour’d, 
Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 
-T fear it is, and yet methtoks 1 fhould not, 
For he hath ftill been tried a Holy Man. 
How, if when I am laid into the Tomb, 
I wake before the time, that Romeo 
Come to redcem me $ There’s a fearful Point ! : 
Shall I not then be ftifled in the Vault, 
To whofe foul Month no healthfome Air breaths in, 
And there die ftrangled ¢’er my Aomeo comes ¢ 
Or if I live, it 1s not very like, 
The horrible conceit of Death and Night, 
Together with the Terror of the place, 
As in a Vault, anancient Receptacle, 
Where, for thefe many hundred Years, the Bones 
Of all my buried Anceftors are packt; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in Earth, 
Lies feftring in his Shrowd; where, as they fay, 
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[ Exeunt 


At fome Houysinthe Night, Spirits refort —-- Alack, 
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Alack, alack! is it notlike that I 

So early waking, what with loathfome {mells, 

And fhrieks like Mandrakes torn out of the Earth; 
That living Mortals, hearing them, run mad —— 
Or if I walk, fhall I not be diftraughr, 
Invironed with all thefe hideous Fears, N 
And madly play with my Fore-fathers Joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybaiz from his Shroud 2 
And in this Rage, with fome great Kinfman’s Bone 
As with a Club, dafh out my defperate Brains ? 

O look! methinks I fee my Coufin’s Ghoft, 
Seeking out Romeo, that did {pit his Body 

Upon his Rapier’s Point: Stay, Tybalt ftay! 
Romeo! Romeo! Romeo ! here’s drink---- I drink to thee, | Exit. 


SCENE IV. A Ball. 


Enter Lady Capulet and Nurfe. 


La. Cap. Hold, 
Take thefe Keys and fetch more Spices, Nurfe. 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quincesin the Paftry. 
Enter Capulet, 
Cap. Come, ftir, ftir, ftir, 
The fecord Cock hath crow’d, . 
The Curphew Bell hath rung, ’tis three a Clock: 
Look to the bak’d Meats, good -Axgelica. 
Spare not for coft. 
War. Go, you Cot-quean, go; 
Get you to Bed; faith you'll be fick to morrow 
For this Night’s Watching. 
Cap. No not a whit, I have watch’d e’er now 


JAI Night for a lefs Caufe, and ne’er been fick. 


La. Cap. Ay, you have been a Moufe-hunt, in your time, 
But I will watch you, from fuch watching, now. 
( Exit Lady Capulet and Nurfe. 
Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood ———— ss) | 
Now, Fellow, what’s there 2 
Enter three or four with Spits, and Logs, and Baskets. 
Ser. Things for the Cook, Sir, but I know not what. 
Cap. Make hafte, make hafte, Sirrah, fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will thew thee where they are. 
F 2 te 
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Ser. I have a Head, Sir, that will find out Logs; 
And never trouble Peter for the matters 

Cap. Mafs and well faids a merry Horfon, 
Thou hale be Logger-head 





| Play Auficky 
The Gounty will be here with Mufick ftraighr, 
For fo he faid he would. I hear h 


Nurfe, Wife; what ho? What, Nurfe, 


Go waken Falets go and tri 

V'll go and chat with Paris : 
Make hafte, I fay. 

SCENE draws and difcovers } 

Nav. Miltrels, what Miltrefs | Flies 


Hie, make hatte, 

[ Exit Capulet. 
uliet on 4 Bed. 
! ——— Fait I Wat- 


why Lady —— Fie you flug-a-bed —— 


Sweet-heart --- Why 








Why Love, I fay --- Madam, 
What, nota Word! You take your Penny 
Sicep for a week; for the next Night warrant, 
Paris Kath fet up his reft; 

That you fhould reft but 
Marry and Amen 








God forgive me ——= 
How found is fhe afleep ¢ 
I muft needs wake her: Madam, Madam, Madam, 
Ay, let the County take you. im your Bed —— 
He'll fright you up y’faith, -Wil at not bet 
What dreft, and in your Cleaths----anddown again! 
I muft needs awake you: Lady, Lady, Lady —— 
Alas! alas! help! help! my Lady’s: dead. 
Oh wel!-a-days that ever Twas born! 
Some Agua-vite ho! my Lord, my Lady! 
Enter Lady Capulet. 
La. Cap. What Noife is hare ¢ 
Nwiz OQnlamentable- Day ! 
La. Cap. What isthe matter? 
Nur. Lok, look 
La. Cap, O me, Ome, my Child, my only Life! 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee : 
Help, helps calthelp. 











oh heavy Day! 





Enter Capolet. 
or fhame bring ‘Fulier forth, her:Lord: is come. 
he’s deady Deceaft, the’s dead: Alackthe Day. 
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La. Cap. Alack the Day, fhe’s dead, fhe’sdead, the’s dead. 
Cap. Ha! Let me fee her Out alas, fhe’s cold, 
Her Blood is fettled, and her Joints are {tiff, 
Life and thefe Lips have long been feparated: 
Death lies on her, like an untimely Froft 
Upon the {weeteft Flower of the Field. . . 
Nur. O lamentable Day ! 
La. Cap. O woful time! 
Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make me wail, 
Ties up my Tongue, and will notlet me {peak. ~~ 
Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris. 
Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Church? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return, 
O Son, the Night before thy Wedding-day, 
Hath Death lain with thy Wife: See, there the lies, 
Flower as fhe was, D.flower’d now by him: 
Death is my Son-in-Law, Death is my Heir, 
My Daughter he hath wedded. I will dye, 
And leave himall; Life, living, allisDeath’s. 
Par. Havel thought long to fee this Morning's Face, 
And doth it give me fuch a fight as this? 
La, Cap. Accurft, unhappy, wretched, hateful Day, 
Mott miferable Hour, ‘that e’er time faw 
In lafting Labour of his Pilgrimage. 
Butone, poor one, one poor and loving Child, 
But one thing to rejoice and folace in, 
And cruel Death hath catcht it from my. fight, 
Nur. O wo! O woful, woful, woful Day! 
Moft lamentable Day ! moft woful Day J 
That ever, ever, I did yet behold, 
ODay ! O Day! ODay! O hateful Day ! 
Never-was feen fo black a Day as this: 
O woful Day! O woful Day! 
Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, f{pighted, flain! 
Moft deteltable Death, by thee beguil’d, 
By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown 
O Love! OLife! not Life, but Love in Death. 
Cap. D2fpis’d, diftreffed, hated, martyr’d, kill’d--- 
Uncomfortable time, why cam’ft thou now 
To murther, murther our Solemnity ¢ 
O Child! © Child! my Soul. and not my Child! 
| F 3 Dead 
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Atel Dead art thou——alack my Child is dead, te, 0 
a | And with my Child, my Joys are buried. Beale 
Sait Fri. Peace ho ‘for fhame Confufions ¢ Care lives not | Md 
1 ig In chefe Confafions. Heaven and your, felt | Pei 
| al Had part in this fair Maid, now Heaven hath all, Mw } 
Lille And all the better is it for the Maid: Pe, | 
oe Your part in her, you could not keep from Death, Mu \ 
i But Heaven keeps his part in eternal Life: ae Pet, 
4 The moft you fought was her Promotion, .~ .. : I will gv 
| For ‘twas your Heayen that fie fhould be advanced $ | Mu, 
Na And weep ye now, feeing fhe is advanced ) Pet,” 
il Above the Clouds, as high as Heaven it felf ¢ | Pate, I 
| Wl O in this love, you love your Child fo ill, . you No 
me That you run mad, feeing that fhe is. well. Ma, 
Bia She’s not well Married that, lives married longs et oe Ms 
a But fhe’s beit Married that dyes marrjed young. | And pu 
7a Dry up your Tears, and ftick your. Rofemary Then h; 
4 On this fair Coarfe, and as the Cuftom is, Pat, I 
2 All in her beft Array, bear her to Church: And put 
ey" For tho’ fond Nature bids al! us lament, Antwer: 
Bas Yet Nature’s Tears are Reafon’s Merriment. When o 
a Cap. All things that we ordained Feftival, Then 
Pain. Turn from their Office to black Funeral: ; Why ¢ 
j ie i Our Inftruments, to melancholly Bells ; Whet | 
qe Our wedding Chear, to a fad burial Featt; Ma 
Ea bins _ Our folemn Hymns, to fullen Dirges change’; Des 
4 Va Our Bridal Flowers, ferve for a buried Coarfe; , My 
oni And all things change them to the contrary. Dep 
a __ fri, Sir, go you in, and Madam, go with him, ih 
; Wall! And go, Sir Paris, every one prepare | re | 
7) ane To follow this fair Coarfe unto her Grave. Twit 
Lie The Heavens do lowre upon you for fome ill: | Bee 
a Move them no more, by croffing their high Will. [ Exenmt, The 
Hit Alu, Faith we may put up our Pipes and be gone. nes 
ea WNzr. Honeft good Fellows: Ah, putu tu . 
ee | a 8 ies eee Psi PMS HPs My 
ee For well you know this 1s a pitiful Cafe. Wy 
| Mn. Ay,by my Troth, the Cafe may be amended. Mo 
eit Enter Peter. sy 
a Pet. Muficians: Oh Muficians, . . 
el Heart’s eafe, Heart’s eafe; 
i Oh, and you will have me live, play Heart’s eafe. 9 3 Any 
Tt ott 
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Mu. Why Heart’s eafeé 

Pet. O Muficians, 

Becaufe my Heart it felf plays, my Heart is full, 

Mu. Not a dump we, ‘tis no time to play new. 

Pet. You will not then ? 

Mu. No. | 
Pet. I will then give it you foundly. 

Mu. What will you give us¢ 
- Pet. No Mony on my Faith, but the Gleek. 

I will give you the Miniltrel. | 

Mu. Then I will give you the Serving Creature. 

Pet. Then will I lay the ferving Creature’s Dagger on your 
Pate. I willcarry no Crotchets, Vil Re you, Pil Fa you, do 
you Note me? 

Mux. And you Re us, and Fa us, you Note us. 

2 Mu. Pray you put up your Dagger, 

And put out your Wit, 
Then have at you with my Wit. 
Pet. 1 will dry-beat you with an Iron Wit, 
And put up my Iron Dagger. 
Anfwer me like Men : | 
When griping Griefs the Heart doth wound 
Then Mufick with her Silver found | 
Why Silver found? Why Mufick with her Silver found 2 
What fay you, Simon Catling: 

Mu. Marry, Sir, becaufe Silver hath a fweet found. 

Pet. Prateft 2? what fay you, Hugh Rebeck? 

2 Mn. I fay Silver found, becaufe Muficians found for Sil- 

Pet. Prateft too? what fay you, James Sound-Poft? _ (ver. 

3 Mu. Faith I know not what to fay. | 

Per. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you, if is Mufick with her Silver found, 
Becaufe Muficians have no Gold for founding: 

Then Mufick with her Silver found, with fpeedy help doth 
iend redrefs. | | Exit, 

Mu. What a peftilent Knave is this fame? 

> Mu. Hang him, Fack, come, weil in here, tarry for the 
Mourners, and ftay Dinner. [ Exit. 
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Bert ee SCENE i 
SC EN E Mantua. 
Exter Romeo, 7 


og @ T may truft the flattering truth of Sleep, 
My Dreams prefage fome joyful News at hand: 
My Bofom’s Lord fits lightly in his Throne, 
And all this winged unaccuftom’d Spirit, 
Lifts me above the Ground with chearful Thoughts. 
I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 
(Strange Dream! chat gives adead Manleave to think) 
And breath’d fuch Life with Kiffes in my Lips, 
That I reviv’d, and was an Emperor. 
Ah me! how fweet is Love it felf poffeft, 
When but Love's Shadowsare fo rich in Joy. 
Enter Romeo's ALan, 
News from Verona How now Balthazar ? 
Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Friar? 
How doth my Lady? Is my Father well? 
How doth my Lady falier? That I ask again, 
For nothing can be wl, if fhe be well, 
Adan. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ill, 
Her Body fleeps in Capuilet’s Monument, 
And her immortal part with Angels lives: 
I faw her laid low in her Kindreds Vault, 
And prefently took Poft to tell it you : 
O pardon me for bringing thefe.ill News, 
Since you did leave it for my Office, Sir, 
Rom, 1s it even fo ?—— | 
Then I. deny. you Stars. 
Thou knoweft my Lodging, get me Ink and Paper, 
And hire Poft-Horfes, I will hence to Night. 
Man. 1 da befeech you, Sir, have patience: 
Your Looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some Mifadventure. 
Rom. Tuth, thou art deceiy’d, | 
Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do: 
Haft thou no Letters to me from the Friar 2 


: 
> = --* . 





MAL AMe 








Man 
fut 
nd hire 
Wel 7a 
Let's fee 
To ente 
[ do ret 
And het 
Tn tatte 
Culling 
Shatp : 
And ir 
An Al 
Of il 
A be 
Green 
Remn 
Were t 
Noting 
And if 
Whofe 
Here | 
O thi 
And t 
AsTr 
Being. 
Why 


4p, 

Rom, 
Hold, 
ADry 
As yj 
That 
And t 
As Vic 
Doth 
4p, 
Is De 

Roy 


Ang fe 





ee, 
§ at hand: 


uphts, 


think) 
IP 


are 


C il, 


apers 


Me 


Romeo and Juliet. 


Max. No, good my Lord. 

Rom. Nomatter: Get thee gone, 
And hire thofe Horfes, I'll be with thee ftraight. [ Exit Adas. 
Well Fuliet, I willlye with thee to Night; - 
Let's fee for means —--O Mifchief thou art fwift . 
To enter in the Thought of defperate Men: 
I do remember an Apothecary, 
And hereabouts he dwells, which late I noted 
In tatter’d Weeds, with overwhelming Brows, 
Culling of Simples; Meager were his Looks, 
Sharp Mifery had worn him to the Bones: 
And in his needy Shop a Tortoife hung, 
An Alligator ftuft, and other Skins 
Of ill-fhap’d Fifhes, and about his Shelves ; 
A beggarly Account of empty Boxes ; | 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and mufty Seeds, 
Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly feattered, to make up a fhew. 
Noting this Penury, to my felf I faid, 
And if a Man did need a Poifon now, 
Whofe fale is\prefent Death in AZaxztua, 
Here lives a Caitiff Wretch would fel] it him. 
O this fame Thought did but fore-run my Need, 
And this fame needy Man mutt fell it me, 
As I remember, this fhould be the Houfe, 
Being holy-day, the Beggar’s Shop is fhut, 
What ho! Apothecary ! 

Exter Apothecary. 

Ap. Who calls fo loud 2 

Rom. Come hither Man, I fee that thou art poor, 
Hold, there is forty Ducats, let.me have 
A Dram of Poifon, fuch foon-fpeeding Geer, 
As will difperfe it felf thro’ all the Veins, 
That the Life-weary-taker may fall Dead, 
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_ And that the Trunk may be difcharg’d of Breath, 


As violently, as hafty Powder fir’d 
Doth hurry from the fatal Canon’s Womb. 

Ap. Such Mortal Drugs L have, but AZaxtua’s Law 
Is Death to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou fo bare and full of Wretchednefs, 
And fear'ft to dye? Famine is in thy Cheeks, : 
: an : PSE Nee 
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Need and Oppreffion ftarveth in thine Eyes, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back: 
The World is not thy Friend, nor the World’s Law 5 
The World affords no Law to make thee Rich. 
Then be not Poor, but break it, and take this. 
Ap. My Poverty, but not my Will confents. 
Rom. I pray thy Poverty, and. not thy Will. 
Ap. Put this in any Liguid thing you will, 
And drink it off, and if you had the Strength 
Of twenty Men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 
Rom. There is thy Gold, worfe Poifon to Mens Souls, 
_ Doing more Murder in this loathfom World, : 
Than thefe poor Compounds that thou maift not fell: 
I fell thee Poifon, thou haft fold me none. 
Farewel, buy Food, and get thy felf in Flefh. 
Come Cordial, and not Poifon, go with me 
To Fuliet’s Grave, for there muft I ufe thee. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. The Monaffery near Verona. 


Enter Friar John to Friar Lawrence. 


Fohn. Holy Francifian Friar! Brother ! ho! 

Law. This fame fhould be the Voice of Friar Fohn. 
Welcome from AZantua, what fays Romeo? 

Or if his Mind be writ, give me his Letter. 

Fohn. Going to find a bare-foot Brother out, 

One of our Order, to aflociate me, 

Here in this City vifiting the Sick, 

And finding him, the Searchers of the Town, 
Sufpe@ing that we both were in a Houfe 
Where the infe€tious Peftilence did reign, 

Seal’d up the Doors, and would not let us forth, 
So that my {peed to AZaatua there was ftaid. 

Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo? 

Fohn. I could not fend it; here it is again, 
Nor get a. Meffenger to bring it thee, | 
So fearful were they of Infection. 

Law. Unhappy Fortune! by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice, but full of Charge 
OF dear Import, and the neglecting it 
May do much Danger. Friar ‘fol, go hence, 
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Get me an Iron Crow; and. bring it ftreight 

Unto my Cell. By = 

- Fohn. Brother, Vil go and bring it thee. [ Exit. 
Law. Now mutt I to thé Monument alone, 

Within this three Hours will fair Flier wake, 

She will befhrew me much, that Romeo 

Hath had no notice of thefe Accidents: 

But I will write again to AZantua, 

| And keep her at my Cell ’till Romeo come, . 

It, Poor living Coarfe, clos’d in a dead Man's Tomb, [£xit, 


Mens Soul, 
SCENEIUI AChuarch-yard, in it, a noble 
Monument belonging to the Capulets. 


v5 


ot fell 


Enter Paris and his Page, witha Light. - 


Ei Par. Give me thy Torch, Boy; hence, and ftand aloof : 
Yet put. it out, for 1 would not be {een : 
at Ver Under yond’ young Trees lay thee all along, 
nce, Laying thy Ear clofe.to the hollow. Ground, 
So fhall no foot upon the Church-yard tread, 
Being loofe, unfirm, with digging up of Graves, 
iat jm But thou fhalt hear it: Whiftle then to me, 
As fignal that thou heareft fomething approach. 
; Give me thofe Flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 
Ut, | Pag. 1 am almoft afraid to {tand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will adventure. [ Exit. 
Par. Sweet Flower, with Flowers thy bridal Bed I ftrew: 
O Woe, thy Canopy is Daft and Stones, 
Which with fweet Water nightly I will dew, 
Or wanting that, with Tears diftill’d-by Mones; 
pi The Obfequies that I for thee will keep, 
Nightly fhall be, to ftrew thy Grave and weep. 
| The Boy whiftles. 
The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach,— 
What curfed Foot wanders this way to Night, 
To crofs my Obfequies, and true Loves Right? 
E What with a Torch? Muffle me, Night, a while. 
i Exter Romeo and Peter with a Light. 
Rom. Give me that Mattock, aed the wrenching Iron. 
- Hold, take this Letter, early in the Morning 
Gi See 
































‘ 
2148 Romeo and Valier. 


See thou deliver it to my Lord and Father, 

Give me the Light ; upon thy Life I charge thee; 
Whate’er thou hear ft or feeft, ftand all aloof, 

And do not interrupt me in my Courfe. 

Why I defcend into this Bed of Death, 

Is partly to behold my Lady’s Face : ners 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead Finger, 
A precious Ring, a Ring that I muift ufe 

In dear Employment, therefore hence be gone : 
But if thou, Jealous, doft return to Pry 

In what I further fhall intend to do, 

By Heaven I will tear thee Joist by Joint, 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard withthy Limbs : 
The Time, and my Intents are favage wild, 

More fierce, and more inexorable far, 

Than empty Tygers, or the roaring Sea. 

Pet. I will be gone Sir, and not trouble you. 

Rom. So fhalt thou fhew'me Friendfhip: Take thou that, 
Live and be profperous, and farewel good Fellow. 

Pet. For all this fame, I’li hide me here about, 

His looks I feat, and his intents I doubt. [ Exit, 

Rom. Thou deteftable Maw, thou Womb of Death, 
Gorg’d with the deareft Morfel of the Earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Jaws to open, 
| Breaking open the Monument, 
And in defpight, Vilberam thee with more Food, 

Par. This is that banifht haughty AZountague 
That murthered my Love’s Coufin; with which Grief, 
It is fuppofed the Fair Creature died, 

And here is:come to do fome Villanous Shame 
To the dead Bodies: I will apprehend him. 
Stop thy unhallowed Toil, vile AZountague : 
Can Vengeance be purfu’d further than Death ? 
Condemned Villain, I do apprehend thee ; 
Obey, and go with me, for thou muft Die. 

Rom.'I mutt indeed, and therefore camel hither --.- 
Good gentle Youths, tempt not a defperate Man, 
Fly hence‘ anid leave me, think upon thofe gone, 

Let them affright thee. I befeech thee, Youth, 

Pull not another Sin yon my Head, - 

By urging me to Fury. O be gone, 

By Heaven I love thee better than my felf; For 
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For I come hither arm’d againft my felf : 

Stay not, be gone; Live, and hereafter fay, 

A mad Man’s Mercy bid thee run away. 
Par. I do defie thy Commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. | 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke’ me? Then have at thee Boy. — 

[They Fight, Paris falls. 

Pag. © Lord they Fight, I will go call thee Watch. 
Par. O I am flain; if thou be Merciful, 

Open the Tomb, lay me with Fuliet. | 
Rom. In Faith I will: Let me perufe this Face —— 

Mercutio’s Kinfman! Noble County Paris! 

What faid my Man, when my betoffed Soul 

Did not attend him as- we rode ? I think 

He told me Paris fhould have married Flier. 

Said he not fo ? Or did I dream it fo? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Fuliet, 

To think it was fo ? O give me thy Hand, 

One writ with me in four Misfortune’s Book, 

I'll bury thee in a triumphant Grave. 

A Grave? O noa Lanthorn, flaughter’d Youth: 

For here lyes Feliet, and her Beauty makes 

This Vault a Feafting Prefence full of Light. 

Death, lye thou there, by a dead Man interr’d. 

How oft when Men are at the Point of Death, 

Have they been Merry? Which their Keepers call 

A. Lightning before Death ¢.O. how may I 

Call this a Lightning 2 O my Love, my Wife, 

Death that hath fuckt the Honey of thy Breath, 

Hath had no Power yet upon thy Beauty: 

Thou art not Conquer’d, Beauties Enfign yet | 

Is Crimfon in thy Lips, and ‘inthy Cheeks, | 

And Death’s pale Flag is not advanced there. | 

Tybalt, ly’ft thou there in thy bloody Sheet 2 

© what more Favour can I do to thee, 

Then with that Hand that. cut thy Youth in twain, 

To funder his that was thy Enemy? * | 

Forgive me, Coufin. Ah dear Fwliet : 

Why art theu yet fo fair 2. I will believe, 

Shall I believe, that unfubftantial Death is Amorous? 

And that the lean abhorred Monfter, keeps 

Thee here in Dark, to be his Paramour ? For 
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For fear of that, I ftill will ftay with thee, 

And never from this Palace of dim Night 

Depart again: Come lye thou in my Arms, 
Here’s to thy Health, where-e’er thou tumbleft in. 


O true Apothecary ! 


Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kifs I die, : 


Depart agains here, here will I remain, 

With Worms that are thy Chamber-Maids; © here 

Will I fer up my Everlafting reft ; 

And fhake the Yoak of inaufpicious Stars 

From this World’s wearied Flefh, Eyes look your laft.. 

Arms take your laft Embrace; and Lips, O you 

The Doors of Breath, feal with a Righteous Kifs - 

A datelefs Bargain to engrofling Death : 

Come bitter Condu@, come unfavoury Guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 

The dafhing Rocks thy Sea-fick weary Bark: 

Here’s tomy Love. O true Apothecary ! 

Thy Drugs are quick. Thus with a Kifs I die. : 
Enter Friar Lawrence with Lanthorn, Crow, and Spade. 
Fri. St.Francis be my fpeed, how oft to Night 

Have my old Feet ftumbled at Graves? Who’s there? 

Pet. Here’s one; a Friend, and one that knows you well. 
Fri. Blifs be upon you. Tell me, good my Friend, 

What Torch is yond, that vainly lends his Light 

To grubs and eyelefs Sculls? As I difcern, 

It burneth in the Capslers Monument, 

Pet. It doth fo, Holy Sir. °; 

And there’s my Mafter, one that you Love. 

Fri. Who is 1t¢ | 

Pet. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been there? 
et. Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault. — 

Pet. I dare not, Sir. wea } 

My Matter knows not but Iam gone hence, 

And fearfully did menace me with Death, 

IfI did ftay to look on his Intents, 

Fri. Stay, then Pil go alone; fears comes updn me; 

O much I fear fome ill unlucky thing. 
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Pet. As I did fleep under this young Tree here, 
I dreamt my Mafter and another fought, 
And that my Mafter flew him. 
Fri. Romeo! | 
Alack, alack, what Blood is this which ftains 
The ftony Entrance of this Sepulchre? 
What mean thefe Mafterlefs and Goary Swords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of Peace? 
Romeo ! oh pale! Who elfe? What Paris too? 
And fteep’d in Blood? Ah what an unkind Hour 


‘ Ts guilty of this lamentable Chance¢ 


The Lady ftirs. 
Ful. O comfortable Friar, where's my Lord? 
I do remember well where I fhould be; 
And there Lam; where is my Romeo? 
Fri. Thear fome noife, Lady, come from that Neft 
OF Death, Contagion, and unnatural Sleep ; 
A greater Power than we can contradict 
Hath thwarted our Intents; come, come away, 
Thy Husband in thy Bofom there lyes Dead, 
And Paris too——Come I'll difpofe of thee, 
Among a Sifterhood of Holy Nuns: 
Stay not to queftion, for the Watch is coming, 
Come, go good Fuliet, I dare no longer flay. 
[ Exit. 
Ful. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 
What’s here? A Cupclos’d in my true Love’s hand? 
Poifon I fee hath been his timelefs End. 
O Churl; drink all, and left no Friendly drop, 
To help me after? I will Kifs thy Lips, 
Haply fome Poifon yet doth Hang on them, 
To make me Die with a Reftorative. 
Thy Lips are warm. 
Enter Boy and Watch. 
Watch. Lead Boy, which way? 
‘Ful. Yea, noile ? 
Then I'll be brief. O happy Dagger, — 
*Tis in thy Sheath, there ruft and let me die. 
| Kills her felf. 
Boy. This is the place; 
There where the Torch doth burn, 
Watch. 
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Watch. The Ground is bloody, 
Search about the Church-yard. 
Go fome of you, who e’er you find attach 
Pitiful fight! here lyes the County flain, 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead; 
Who here hath lain thefe two Days buried. 
Go tell the Prince, rum to the Capalets, | 
Raife up the AZountagues, fome others fearch——— 
We fee the Ground whereon thefe Woes do lye 
But the true Ground of all thefe piteous Woes 
We cannot without Cireumftance defcry. 
Enter fome of the Watch wito Romeo's Afan. 
> Watch. Here's Romeo's Man, 
We found him in the Church-yard. 
+ Wach. Hold him in fafety, *till the Prince comes hither. 
Enter Friar and a third. Watchman. 7 
3 Watch. Here is a Friar that trembles fighs and: weeps : 
We took this Mattock and this Spade from him, 
As he was coming from this Church-yard fide. 
i Watch. A great Sufpicion, ftay the Friar too. 
Enter the Prince and Attenaants. 
Prince. What mifadventure 1s fo early up, 
That calls our-Perfon from our Mornings Reft? : 
Enter Capulet and Lady Capulets 
Cap. What fhould it be that they fo fhrick abroad? 
La. Cap. O' the People in the Street cry Romeo, 
Some Fuliet, and fome Paris, and all run 
With open out-cry toward our Monument. 
Prince. What Fear is this which ftartles in your Ears? 
Watch. Soveraign, here lyes the County Paris flain, 
And Romeo dead» and Faliet dead before, 
Warm and new killd. ) 
Prince. Scarch, Se i 
Seek, and know how this foul Murther comes. 
Watch. Here is a Friar, and flaughter’d Romeo's Man; 
With Inftruments upon them, fit to open - 
Thefe dead Mens Tombs. 
Cap. O Heaven! 
O Wife, look how our Daughter bleeds! 
‘ This Dagger hath mifta’en, for loe his Houfe 
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Is empty on the back of AZountague, 
And is mif-fheathed in my Daughter’s Bofom. 

La. Cap. O me, this fight of Death is asa Bell, 
Thac warns my old Age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mouatague. 

Pri. Come, Afountague, for thou art early up 
To fee thy Son and Heir now early down, 

Moun, Alas, my Liege, my Wife is dead to Night, 
Grief of my Son’s Exile hath ftop’d her Breath : 
What further Wo confpires againit my Age? 

Pri. Look, and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun. Othouuntaught, what Manners is ia this, 
To prefs before thy Father to a Grave? 

Pri. Seal up the mouth of Out-rage for a while, 
*Till we can clear thefe Ambiguities, 

And know their Spring, their Head, their true Defcent ; 

And then will I be General of your Woes, 

And lead you even to Death. Mean time forbear, 

And let Mifchance be Slave to Patience, AE 

Bring forth the Parties of Sufpicion. 
Fri. Tam the greateft, able to do leaft, 

Yet moft fufpeéted, as the Time and Place 

Doth make againft me, of this direful Murther : 

And here I ftand both to Impeach and Purge 

My felf Condemned, and my felf Excus’d. 

Pri. Then fay at once what thou doft know in this? 

Fri. I will be brief, for my fhort date of Breath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious Tale. 

Romeo, there dead, was Husband to that Fuliers 
And the there dead, that Romeo's faithful Wife: 

I Married them ; and their ftoln Marriage Day 
Was Tybalt’s Dooms-day, whofe untimely Death 
Banifh’d the newemade Bridegroom from this City; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Fuliet pin’d. 

You, to remove that Siege of Grief from hers | 
Betroth’d, and would have Married her perforce 
To County Paris. Then-comes fhe to me, 

And, with wild Looks, bid me devife fome means 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would fhe kill her felf. 
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Then gave I her (fotutor’d by my Art) 
A fleeping Potion, which fo took effeét 
As I intended, for it wrought on her : 
The form of Death. Meantime I writ to Romeo, 
That he fhould hither come, as this dire Night, 
To help to take her from her borrowed Grave, 
Being the time the Potion’s force fhould ceafe. » 
But he which bore my Letter, Friar “fala, 
Was ftaid by Accident, and yefternigtt 
Xeturn’d my Letter back; then all alone, 
At the prefixed Hour of her waking; 
Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 
Meaning to keep her clofely at ‘my Cell, 
Till I conveniently could fend to Romeo, 
But when I came (fome Minute e’er the time 
Of her awaking) here untimely Jay 
The Noble Paris, and true Romeo déad. 
She wakes, and I intreat hér to come ‘forth, 
And bear this Work of Heaven with Patience: 
But then a Noife did {care me from the Tomb, 
And fhe, too defperate, would ‘not go with me, 
But, as it feems, did Violerice on her felf. 
All this L know, and to the Marriage her Nurfe is privy = 
If ought in this mifcarried by my faule, Blt 
Let my old Life be facrific’d, fome Hour before the time, =. 
Unto the Rigour of fevereft Law. | ; 
Pri, We ftill have known thee for an Holy Man. 
Where's Romeo’s Man? What can he fay to this? 
Peter. 1 brought my Mafter News of Fuliez’s Death, 
And then in Poft he came from AZanrua 
To this fame Place, to this fame Monument. 
This Letter he early bid me give his Father, 
And threatned me with Death, going in the Vault, 
If I departed not, and ‘left him there. 
Pri, Give me the Letter, I will look on it. 
Where ts the County’s Page that rais’d the Watch ? 
Sitrah, what made your Mafter in this Place? 
Page. He came with Flowers to ftrew his Lady’s Graves 
And bid me ftand aloof, and fo I did : 
Anen comes one with light to ope the Tomb, 
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And by and by my Matter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch, 

Pri. This Letter doth make good*the Friar’s words, 
Their Courfe of Love, the tidings of her Death : 
And here he writes, that he did buy a Poifon — 

OF a poor *Pothecary, and therewithal 

Came to this Vault to die, and lye with Fwliet. 
Where be thefe Enemies 2 Capulet, Mountague, 

See what a Scourge is laid upon your Hate, 

That Heav’n finds means to kill your Joys with Love; 
And I, for winking at your Difcords too, 

Have loft a brace of Kinfmen : All are punith’d. 

Cap. O Brother AZountague, give methy Hand, 
This is my Daughter’s Jointure; for no more 
Can I demand. ~~ = 

‘Moun. But I can give thee more, 

For I will raife her Statue in pure Gold, 
That while Verona by that Name is known, 
There fhall no Figure at that rate be fet, © 
As that of true and faithful Falier. 

Cap. As rich fhall Romeo by his Lady lye, 
Poor Sacrifices of our Emmity, = 

Pri. A gloomy Peace this Morning with it brings, 
The Sun for Sorrow will not fhew his Head; 

Go hence to have more talk of thefe fad things 5 

Some fhall be pardon’d, and fome punifhed, 

For never was a Story of more Wo, 

Than this of Fuliet, and-her Romeo. [ Exesnut omues, 
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PROLOGUE | 


WO Houfbolds, both alike in Dignity, 
(In fair Verona, where we lay our Scene ) 
From antient Grudge, break to new Mutiny, 
Where Civil Blood makes Civil Hands unclean : 
From forth the fatal Loines of thefe two Foes, 
A pair of Star-crofs'd Lovers take their Life 
Whofe mif-adventur'd pitious Overthrows, 
Do, with their Death, bury their Parents Strift. | 
The fearful Paffage of their Death-markd Love; 
Ana the Continuance of their Parents Rage, 
Which but their Childrens Endnought could remove, 
Is now the two Hours Traffick of our Stage. 
The which, if you with patient Ears attend, 
What here foall mifs, our Tort foall firive to mend. 











i) 


nity, 
ur Seen) 
futiny, 


¥ 


ds ane: 


wo Foe, 
thet Lit 


OWS, 


Parents Sy 


marked Lin 
ants Rat 
t cOwld re 
uit Ste 
+ attend, 


ee £0 Mh 



































is 
. 
iS 
—_* 
os 
Ne 
Nec 
\S 


rae 


SpA 








LTLRAGEDY. 





ILI ARIGLISR 
IKLISLISE 


er 
2G 





Printed in the YEA R 1709. 









































a, 


Dramatis Perfonz. 


Lucullus; 
Apemantus, 4 churlifo P hitofopher. 
Sempronius, another flattering Lord. 
Alcibiades, az Athenian General. 
Flavius, Stew&rd to Timon. 


Imon, 4 Noble Athenian. 
: EUCIUSs t Two flattering Lerds. 


Flaminius, 

Lucilius, Timon’ Servants. 

Servilius, 

Caphis, 

Varro; | 

rinse & Several Servants to Ufurers. 
Lucius, 

Hortenfius, J 


Ventidius, one of Timon’s falfe Friends. 
Cupid and Maskers. 


Prinia,: . t sepe Ee, 
Timandra, * Miftreffes 2 Alcibiades. 


Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Seweller Mer- 
cer and Merchant; with divers Servants and 


Attendants. 


SCENE Athens, and the Woods not far 


from it. 
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A Gd ode $ Gi Ba Es ab, 
SCENE A Hall in Timon’s Houje. 


Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Mer- 
cer, at feveral Doors. 


ple, © Se SS aa 

ma OOD Day, Sir. 
| Pain. 1 am glad ye are well, 
A,| Poet. i have not feen you lotg, how goes 
z=) the World? 

Ey Pain, It wears, Sir, as it grows. 

7 Poet. Ay, that’s well known. 
But what particular Rarity? What fo ftrange, 
Which manifold record not matches: See 

sae of Bounty, all thefe Spirits, thy Power 
Hath conjur’d to attend, 
T know the Merchant. 
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Pain. U know them both, th’ other’s a Jeweller. 
Mer. Oh’tis a worthy Lord. ~ | 


Few. Nay; that’s moft fixt. | 
Mer. A moft incomparable Man, breath’d as tt were, 


To an untirable and continuate Goodnels: 





He paffes 
Few, I have a Jewel here. | 
Mer. O pray let's fee’t. For the Lord Timoz, Sir ¢ . 


Few. If he will touch the Eftimate, but for that——— 
Poet. When we for recompence have prais’d the vild, 

It ftains the Glory in that happy Verle, 

Which aptly fings the good. 

Mer. ’Tis a good form. 

Few. And rich; here is Water, look ye. 

Pain, You are rapt, Sir, in fome Work, fome Dedication 
to the great Lord: 

Poet. A thing flipt idly from me. | 
Our Poefie is as a Gown, which ufes Tl 
From whence ’tis nourifht: The fire i’th’ Flint | 
Shews not ’till it be ftruck: Our gentle Flame 
Provokes it felf, and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there 2 

Pain. A Pi@ure, Sir:——When comes your Book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the Heels of my Prefentment, Sir. 

Let’s fee your Piece. 

Pain. ’Tis a good Piece. | 

Poet. So *tis, this comes off well.and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable! How this Grace 
Speaks his own ftanding ; what a mental Power 
This Eye fhots forth? How big Imagination 
Moves inthis Lip; to th’ dumbnefs of the Gefture, 

One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the Life: 
Here is a touch———Is't good ? 

Poet. I will fay of it, 

Ir tutors Nature, artificial Strife 
Lives in thefe touches livelier than Life. 
Enter certain Senators, 
Pain. How this Lord is followed! 
Poet. 
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Timon of. Athens. 2161 
Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy Men. 
2 Pain. Look, more. 


Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of Vifiters, 
I have, in this rough Work, fhap’d out a Man, 
Whom this beneath World doth embrace and hug 
With ampleft Entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves it felf 


Were, 


st In a wide Sea of Wax, no levell’d Malice 
tht — Infects one Comma in the Courfe I hold, 
the vil But flies an Eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 


Leaving no Trac behind. 
Pain. How {hall 1 underftand you 2 
Poet. I will unbolt to you. 
You fee how all Conditions, how all Minds, 
1¢ Dadi As well of glib and flipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of grave and auftere Quality, tender down 
Their Services to Lord Tiason: His large Fortune, 
be Upon his good and gracious Nature hanging, 
r - Subdues and properties to his Love and Tendance 
All forts of Hearts; yea, from the glafs-fac’d Flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things leves better 
; Than to abhor himfelf, even he drops down 
+ Book tk! Fhe Knee before him, and returns in peace 
i Molt rich in Téason’s Nod. 
Pain. I {aw them {peak together. 
Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleafant Hill 
Feign’d Fortune tobe thron’d. The bafe o’th’ Mount 
_ Is rank’d with all Deferts, all kind of Natures, 
That labour on the bofom of this Sphere, 
To propagate their States; amongft them all, 
Whofe Eyes are on this Sovereign Lady fixt, 
One do I perfonate of Lord Timon’s frame, 
Whom Fortune with her Ivory Hand wafts to her, 
Whofe prefent Grace, to prefent Slaves and Servants 
Tranflates his Rivals, lk 
Pain. °Ts conceiv’d, to {cope ..... 
~ This Throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks 
With one Man beckn’d from the reft below, 
Bowing his Head againit the fteepy Mount, 
| 


burt, 
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2162 Timon of Asens, 


To climb his Happinefs, would be well expreft 








0,At 
In our Condition. rs 
Poet. Nay: Si, but hear me on? ow a 
All thofe which were his Fellows but of late, ne 
Some better than his Value; on the np Hy 
Follow his ftrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, ~ 
Rain facrificial Whifperings 10 his Ear, ne | * 
Make facred even his Stirrop, and through him - 
Drink the free Air. ar 
Pa ry, what of thefe? y 
Gas. es Fortune in her fhift and change of Mood By Nig 
Spurns down her late beloved; all his Dependants, | He 6 
Which labour’d after him to the Mountain's top, - m 
Even on their Knees and Hands, ler him flip down, an 
Not one accompanying his declining Foot. e 
Pain. ’ Lis common: i 
oral Paintings I can fhew, On v, 
A thou man ‘ies quick blows of Fortune, . The | 
More pregnantly than Words. Yet you do well, | And] 
To fhew Lord Timon, that mean Eyes have feen, eT 1nQ 
The Foot above the Head. a is 
Trumpets found, Enter Lord Timon addreffing himfelf cour | Myf 
| reonfly to every Suitor. } Ti 
Tim. Imprifoned is he, fay you? [ To a Meffenger, . 0 
Mef. Ay, my good Lord, five Talents 1s his Debt, Kish 
Lis means moft fhort, his Creditors moft ftraight: Irie 
Your honourable Letter he defires it Tin 
To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him, 0. 
Periods his Comfort. Ou 
Tim. Noble Ventidins! well ° Wht 
Tam not of that Feather, to fhake off | Tin 
My Friend when he molt needs me. I doknow him be 
A Gentleman that well deferves a help, | 0. 
Which he fhall have. P'ilpaythe Debt, and free him. lal 
Mef. Your Lordfhip ever binds him. Mine 
Tim. Coramend me to him, I willfend his Ranfom, And 
And being Enfranchized, bid him come to me; Tr 
‘Tis not enough to help the feeble up, If th 
But to fupport him after. Fare you well, Sei ; 0. 
 “Mef. All Happineis to your Honour. [ Exit. Ti 
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Enter an Old Athenian. 

O. Ath, Lord Timon, hear me fpeak. 

Tim. Freely, good Father. 

O. Ath. Thou haft a Servant nam’d Lacilius. 

Tim. 1 have fo: What of him? 

O. Ath. Moft Noble Timon, call the Man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he here or no? Lucilius. 

Enter Lucilius. 

Lucil. Here, at your Lordfhip’s Service. 

O. Ath, This Fellow here, Lord Timon, this thy Creature 
By Night frequents my Houfe. I ama Man 
That from my firft have been inclin’d to Thrift, 
And my Eftate deferves an Heir more rais’d, 

Than one which holds a Trenchér. 

Tim, Well: What further? 

O. Ath, One only Daughter have I, no Kin elfe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 
The Maid is fair, o’th’ youngeft for a Bride, 
And I have bred her at my deareft coft, 
In Qualities of the beft. This Man of thine 
Attempts her Love: I pray thee, Noble Lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her Refort ; 
My felf have {poke in vain. 

Tim. The Man is honeft. 

O. Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon, 


_ Hts honefty rewards him in it felf, 


It muft not bear my Daughter. 
Tim. Does fhe love him? 
- O. Ath. She is young, and apt : 
Our own precedent Paffions do inftru& us, 
What levity’s in Youth. 
Tim. Love you the Maid? 
Lucil. Ay, my good Lord, and the accepts of ir. 
O. Ath. If inher Marriage my confent be miffing, 
I call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe 
Mine Heir from forth the Beggars of the World, 
And difpoffefs her al), 
Tim. How fhall the be endowed, 
If the be mated with an equal Husband? 
_ O. Ath, Three Talents on the prefent, in future all. 
Zim. This Gentleman of mine hath ferv’d me long; 
Q 





“) “ty 
ae Pek i 
{ite hh { 
Wate ti) 
\ : 
We 
Hg 
| ie l 
ht 
* i | nid 
' 
1 A 
Ni iH ‘Mi 
ee RAHN h. 
KW it ||. 
Hi & pa 
1) BS 
| { it 
| 
ft 
Hil 4 
J Ve ¥ 
| Aer AR 
rt la| \ 
| ; 
1 Ht 
~ h | 
iT 11 Ba 
} i f 
Hig 
“7 
ie tik 
H 
ily 
saith aly 
| 4 
: i} eu aes 
| I 
rl} i 
: 
ll 
Me 
ih ahah 
| i { i 
1 Wu 
BO ti 
in Wen) its 
A | ' 
MAIO aH: 
\ I Ay Ht 
| | 
ia 4 il 
” it Pe] 
sabe | iit ! 
at i 
ee Baill) tH 
Dae 4 
aah i iH! 
i ; 
Lean iui 
ue } 
Ha fai] uy 
THAN fy yh 
i} 1] i} | 
: ha |) Hatt | 
tg F i 
, i 
hil ly | 
"i Hath 
Be Wh] 
Ham Wk! Hii} 
| 7 \ bl 1p 
{ Hi 
3 Hibe WM, 
J 
lent bhi 
' i 
Lai Hatt 
Lay Ha i 
- tha | 7. 
ith 
Hy {| 
, ait : 
ial 
ee | a. 
4 RY 
te 
eae 
A 
ety 
iI 
Sea hy } 
\ { La | 
: | H} 
| 
ae td h; 
; et aif 4 
. hh} i 
Bal \ 
4 Hh 1a | 
‘ , fi Wi 
We ies } 
ya Wh 
7 i‘ 
\ 9 
i 
Mie 
4 i 
lia! 
by 
ead |" 
Pe hs 
4 
| Nhe! 
ny Ho 
at 
Pie 
‘ Ne ih 
v ha \ Hl 
Bai ist 
¥ ay! mt Pink ay 
¥ yi Ht te | 
t 
d On ia Le 
1) “i 
CA SATE 
7 ity h 
Sei Be | 
. ar SP Hist | 
yO { 
Thin | 
: r H 
i ad 
reli ach 
“ ‘ i} 
\ 
Pt 1 H teh, 
hh 7 Ht 
4 ‘ 
_ " 
ht Ny 
4\> a 
2h GE 
WALI Hi) ty 
tal 
ae We" 
4 j 
DLL ii) 
i r 
. } j 
My +4 
a if han tad 
PA ihe Nth a 
§ i | 
; , 
5 1 
ui 
: 
d I 
} ‘ 
rodlt 
a 1 
i 


4 ‘ 
: 
; I 
7 
“4 

+. § 
’ 





2164 Timon of Athens 

















To build his Fortune I will ftrain a little, 
For ’tis a Bond in Men. Give him thy Daughter: 
What you beftow, in him I'll Counterpoife, 
And make him weigh with her. 
O, Ath, Moft noble Lord, 
Pawn me to this your Honour, fhe is his. 
Tim. My Hand to thee, 
Mine Honour on my Promife. 

Lac. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip: never may 
That State or Fortune fall into my keeping, 

Which is not owed to you, | [ Exit, 

Poet. Vouchfafe my Labour, 

And long live your Lordthip. 

Tim. thank you, you fhall hear from me anon: 
Go not away. What have you there, my Friend 2 

Pain. A piece of Painting, which I do befeech 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 

Tim, Painting 1s welcome. 

The Painting is almoft the natural Man: 

For fince Difhonour trafficks with Man’s Nature, 
He is but out-fide: The Penfil’d Figures are 
Even fuch as they give out. I hke your work, 
And you fhall find [like it: Wait Attendance 
*Till you hear further from me. 

Paine The Gods preferve ye. 

Tim. Well fare you Gentleman; Give me your Hand 
We mutt needs dine together :. Sir, your Jewel : 
Hath fuffered under Praife. . 

Few. What my Lord? difpraife ¢ 

Tem. A meer fatiety of Commendations, 

If I fhould pay you for’t as ’tis extoll’d, 
It would unclew me quite. 

Fev. My Lord, *tis rated | | : 

As thofe which fell would give: But you well know, 
Things of like value differing in the Owners, | 
Ave priz’d fo by their Mafters. Believ't, dear Lord, 
You mend the Jewel by the wearing it. : 

Tim. Well mock’d. 

Enter Apemantus. 

Mer. No, my good Lord; he fpeaksthe common Tongue, 

Which all Men fpeak with him. 
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Tim. Look who comes here, will you be chid2 

Fev. We'll bear with your Lordfhip. 

Mer. He'll {pare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle pemantus. 

Apem. ’ Till IT be gentle, ftay thou for thy good morrow. 
When thou art Timon’s Dog, and thefe Knaves honetft. 

Tim. Why doft thou call them Knaves, thou know’ft 
them not 2 | 

Apem. Are they not Athenians 2 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. hen I repent not. 

Few. You know me, Apemantus. 

“pem. Thou know’ft I do, I call’d thee by thy Name. 

Tim. ‘Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

4Ipem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like Tisson. 

Tim. Whither art going 2 

Apem. Yo knock out an honeft Athenians Brains. 

Tim. That’s a deed thou'lt die for, 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be Death by the Law. 

Tim. How lik’{t thou this Picture, Apemantus 2 

“pem. The beft, for the Innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well that Painted it 2 

<4pem. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he’s but a filthy piece of work, | 

Pain. Y’are a Dog. | 

<Apem. Thy Mother’s of my Generation: What’s fhe, 
IfT bea Dog? 

Tim, Wilt dine with me, pemantus 2 

Apem. No, I eat not Lords. 

dim. And thou fhould’ft, thoud’ft anger Ladies. 

Apem. O, they eat Lords, 
So they come by great Bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lafcivious apprehenfion. 

Apem. So thou apprehend’tt it. 
Take it for thy Labour. 

Tim. How doft thou like this Jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apert. Not fo well as plain-dealing, which will not coft 
a Man a Doit. 

Tim. What doft thou think ’tis worth ? 


Apers. 
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Apem. Not worth my thinking. > weer 
How now, Poet ? byed out 
Poet, How now, Philofopher 2 A) 
Apem. Thou lieft. “T Mol hi 
Poet. Art not one ¢ “ Tim 
Mpem, Yes. Ber we 
Poet. Then I lie not. 1 Indiffe 
Apem. Art not a Poet 2 , 
Poet. Y€S- M 
Apem. Then thou lieft : i Lut. 
Look in thy laft work, where thou haft feign’d him a wor- A 
thy Fellow. Luc 
Poet. That’s not feign’d, he is fo. Ab 
Apem. Yes; he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee for - a fa 
thy Labour. He that loves to be flattered is worthy o’th y 
Gatterere Heavens, that I were.a Lord! ae: ar 
Tim. What would’ do then, dpemantus? _ aie Ae 
Apem. E’vn as Apemantus does now, hate a Lord with | he 
my Heart. Ape 
Tim. What, thy felf. tO oly 
Apem. Ay: | La 
Tim. Wherefore 2 | Ap 
Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a Lord. Mek 
Art not thou a Merchant ¢ hy 
Mer. Ay, Apemantss. Or f 
Apem. Traffick confound thee, if the Gods willnot. 4 
Mer. If Traffick do it, the Gods doit. . i 
Apem. Traflick’s thy God, and thy God confound thee. Come 
Trumpet Sonnds. Enter a Meffenger. | And t 

Tim. What Trumpet’s that 2 The 
Mef. ’Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty Horfes le 
All of Companionfhip. Isby 
Tim. Pray.entertain them, give them guide tous; Seve 
You muft needs dine with.me.: Go not. you hence | But | 
"Till I have thankt you; and when dinner’s done All y 
Shew me this piece. I am Joyful of your fights. i, 
Enter Alcibiades with the reff. That 

Moft welcome Sir. - Lu 
Apem. So, fo, their Aches contract, and ftarve your fup- a 


ple Joynts: That there fhould be {mall Love amoneft thele 
Tweet 
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{weet Knaves, and all this Courtefie. The ftrain of Man’s 
bred out into Baboon and Monkey. 
Alc, You have fav’d my Longing, and I feed 
Mott hungerly on your fight, 
Tim. Right welcome, Sir. 
E’er we depart, weil fhare a bounteous time 


In different Pleafures. Pray you let us in, | Exeunt, 


Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullus. 

Luc. What time a day is’t, Apenmantus ? 

4pem. Time to be thoneft. 

Luc. That time ferves ftill. 

Apem. The moft accurfed thou that ftill omit’{t it. 

Lucull. Thou art going to Lord Timon’s Feaft. 

Apem. Ay, to fee Meat fill Knaves, and Wine.heat Fools. 

Lucull, Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a Fool to bid me farewel twice. 

Lucall. Why, Apemantus? 

Apem. Thou thould’{t have kept one tothy felf, for mean 
to give thee none, 

Luc. Hang thy felf. 

pem. No, 1 will.do nothing at thy bidding : 


\ Make thy Requefts to thy Friend. 


Lucull, Away unpeaceable Dog, 

Or I'll {purn thee hence. : 
Apem. Iwillfly, like a Dog, the heels o’th’ Afs. 
Luc. He’s oppofite to humanity. 

Come, fhall we in, 

And tafte Lord Timen’s Bounty 2? He outgoes 


- The very Heart of Kindnefs. 


Lucull, He poursit out ; Plutus, the God of Gold, 
Isbut his Steward: No meed but he repays 
Sevenfold above it felf.; no Gift to-him, 
But breeds the giver a return, exceeding 
All ufe of Quittance. 
Lac. The nobleft mind he carries, 
That ever govern’d Man, 
Lucall, Long may he live in Fortunes: Shall we in 2 
Luc. Pll keep you Company. © | | Exennt. 


Hanthoys 
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Hantboys Playing, Loud Mujfick. A great Banquet ferv'd ins 
and then enter Lord Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempro- 
nius and other Athenian Senators, with Ventidius. Then 


comes dropping after all, Apemantus difcontendedly like 
himfelf. 

Ven, Molt honoured Timon, 
Ie hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Father’s age, 
And call him to long Peace = 
He is gone happy, and has left me rich. 
Then as in grateful Virtue 1 am bound 
To your free Heart, I do return thofe Talents, 
Doubled with Thanks and Service, from whofe help 
I deriv’d Liberty. 

Tim. O by np means, 
Honeft Ventidinus : You miftake my Love, 
I gave it freely ever, and there’s none 
Can truly fay he gives, if he receives : 
If our Betters play at that Game, we muift not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. 

Veu. A Noble Spirit. 

Tim. Nay, my Lords, Ceremony was but devis’d at firft 
To fet a Glofs on faint Deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodnefs, forry eer ’tis fhown: 

But where there is true Friendfhip there needs none. 
Pray, fit, more welcome are ye to my Fortunes, 
Then my Fortunes tome. [They fit. down. 

Luc.'My Lord, we always have confeft it. | 

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft ic 2 Hang’d it 2? Have you not? 

Tim. O Apemantus, you are welcome. 

Apem. No: You fhail not make me welcome. 

I come to have thee thruft me out of Doors. 

Tim, Fye, th’art a Churle; ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a Man, ’tis much to blame: 
They fay, my Lords, Ira furor brevis eff, 
But yond Man is ever Angry. 

Go, let him have a Table by him felf : 
For he does neither affe& Company, 
Nor is he fit for’t indeed. 

Apem. Let me ftay at thine apperil, Timon: 

I come to obferve, I give thee warning on’t. 
Tit. 
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Zim. I take no heed of thee; th’art an Athenian, there- 
fore welcome : I my felf would haveno Power----prethee let 
my Meat make thee filent. : 

Apem. I {corn thy Meat, ’twould choak me: For I thould 
never flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What a number of Men 
eat Timon, and he fees em not? It grieves me to {ee fo 
many dip their Meat in one Man’s Blood, and all the madnefs 
is, he cheers them up too. 

I wonder Men dare truft themfelves with Men. 

Methinks they fhould invite them without Knives, 

Good for their Meat, and fafer for their Lives, 

There’s much Example for’t, the Fellow that fits next him 
now, parts Bread with him, pledges the Breath of him 
i a divided Draught, is the readieft Man to kill him, 
"I’ has been proved. If I were a huge Man, I fhould fear 
to drink at Meals, left they fhould [py my Wind-pipes 
dangerous Notes: Great Men fhould drink with harnef$ on 
their Throats. 

Tim, My Lord in Heart; and Iet the Health go round, 

Lucul, Let it flow this way, my good Lord, 

Apem. Flow this way!---A brave Fellow! he keeps his 
Tides well; thofe Healths will make thee and thy State 
look il], Timon. 

Here’s that which is too weak to be a Sinner, 
Honeft Water, which ne’er left Man ith’ Mire: 
This and my Food are equal, there’s no odds; 
Feafts are too Proud to give Thanks to the Gods 
Apemantus’s Grace. 

Immortal Gods, I crave ne Pelf; 

Z pray for no Adan but my [elf; 

Grant I may never prove {0 fond, 

To truft Adan on his Oath or Bond: 

Or a Harlot for her Weeping, “3 

Or a Dog that feems a Sleeping, 

Or a Keeper with my Freedom, 

Or my Friends if I fhould need ’em. 

Amen. So fall tet: 
Rich Men Sin, and I eat Root. 
Much good dich thy goed Heart, Apensantus. 

Tim. Captain, 


Alcibiades, your Heart's in the Field now. 


Vou. V. H. Ale, 
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2170 Timon of Athens. 


Alc. My Heart is ever at your Service, my. Lord. 

Tim, You had rather be at a Breakfoft of Enemies, than 
a Dinner of Friends. | 

Alc. So they were bleeding new, my Lord, there's no 
Meat like ’em, I could with my Friend at fuch a Feaft. 

Apem. Would ali thefe Flatterers were thine Enemies then; 
thatthenthou might’ft kill “em, and bid me to ‘em, 

Luc. Might we but have that Happinefs, my Lord, 
that you would once ufe our Hearts, whereby we might 
expre{s fome part of our Zeals, we fhould think our felves 
for ever Perfed. 

Tim. Ohno doubt, my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfelves have provided that I fhallhave as much help from 
you: How had you been my Friends elfe2 Why have you 
that chatitable Title from thoufands ¢ Did not you chiefly 
belong to my Heart? | have told more of you to my felf, 
than you can with Modefty {peak in your own behalf. 
And thus far [confirm you. Ob you Gods, think I, what 
need we have any. Friends, if we fhould never have need of 
em 2 They were the moft needlefs Creatures living, fhould 
we neer have ule for them : And wou'd moft refemble 
fweet Inftruments hung up in Cafes, that keep their Sounds 
66 themfelves. Why I have often wifht my felf pocrer, that 
I might come nearer to you = Weare born to do Benefits. 
And what better or properer can we call our'own, than the 


Riches of our Friends ? O what a precious Comfort *ts 
to have fo many like Brothers commanding one another's 


Fortunes! Oh Joy, een made away e¢’er’t can be born; 


mine Eyes cannot hold Water, methinks:. To forget their 


Faulis, I drink to you. 
Avem. Thou weep ft to make them drink, Tiszoz. 
Lucull. Joy had the like Conception in our Eycs; 
And at that inftant like a Babe {prung up. 


4p:m. Ho, ho——I laugh to think that Babe a Baftard. 
3 Lord. 1 promife you, my Lord, you mov’d me much. 


Apem. Much. . 
| Sound Tucket. 
Tim, What means that Trump? How now 4 
Enter Servant. 
Ser, Pleafe you, my Lord, there are certain Ladies 
Mott defirous of Admittar ce. 
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Tim. Ladies? What are their Wills 2 

Ser, [here comes with them a fore-runner, my Lord, 
Which bears that Office to’ fignifie their Pleafures, 

Lim. I pray let them be admitted.. 

Enter Cupid with a Adask of Ladies. 

Cz. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all thit of his ~ 
Bounties tafte: The five belt Senfes acknowledge'thee their 
Patron, and come freely to Gratulate thy plenteous Bofom. 
There tafte, touch, all, pleas’d from thy. Table rife : 
They only now come but to: feaft thine Eyes. 

Tim. They’re welcome all; let *em-have kind admittance. 
Mufick make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee, my Lord, how ample you are beloy’d, 

Apem. Hoyday ! 

What a fweep of Vanity comes this way! 

They Dance, they are mad Women. 

Like Madnefs is the Glory of this Life, 

As this Pomp fhews to a little Oyl and Root. 

We make our felves Fools, to difport our felves, 

And {pend our flitteries, to drink thofe Men, 

Upon whofe Age we void it up again, 

W ith poifonous Spight and Envy. 

Who lives, that’s not depraved; or depraves 2 

Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their Graves 

Of their Friends Gift 2 

I fhould fear, thofe that dance before me now, 

Would one Day ftamp upon me: ’T’as been.done, 

Men thut their Doors againft a fetting Sun. 

The Lords rife from Table, with much adoring of Timon, and 
to fhew their Loves, each fingle out aw Amazon, and all 
Dance, Aten with Women, a lofty ftrain or two ro the Haut- 
boys, and ceafe. | 
Tim. You have done our Pleafures, 

Much Grace, fair Ladies, 

Set a fair Fafhion on our Entertainment, 

Which was not half fo beautiful and kind : 

You have added worth unto’t, and lively Luftre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own Device. 

I am to thank you for it. 

Luc. My Lord, you take us even at the -beft. 

wdyem, Faith for the worft is fiithy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. H2 Tim. 


2171 





os Ee —- 





A, 
































2172 Timon of Athens. - ww 
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle Banquet attends you. | _ : 
Pleafe you tovdifpofe your {elves. A unt Wl 
All te Som aisnkfilly, my Lord. | Exewnts Greyeho 
Tim. Flavius. Tit, | 
Flav. My Lord. . ; > Andie 
Tim. The little Casket bring me hither. Fav, 
| Flav. Yes, my Lord. More Jewels yet$ He com 
a iyi There is no crofling him in’s humour, out of a 
1 Elfe I fhould tell him——well faith I fhould, Nor wi 
ae When all’s fpent, he'd be crofs'd then, and he could: 7 Tohe 
i Tis pity Bounty has not Eyes behind, Being ¢ 
‘ | That Man might ne’er be wretched for his Mind. His Pre 
al Luc. Where be our Ment | That 1 
Hi Serve Here, my Lord, in readinefs, ae He is! 
ll Lucul. Our Horfes. Sole His L: 
=: i Tim. O my Friends ! Gently 
i aM I have one word to fay to you: Look you, my good Lord, Hai 
ema I mutt entreat you, honour me fo much, Than fi 
eo As to advance this Jewels accept, and wear Its I bleed 
Se ert: Kind my Lord. ; | Tim, 
a ssi) Luc. I am fo far already in your Gifts. You) 
ae ical All. $9 are we all. | Exe. Lucius and Lucultuss Here, 
a Enter a Servant. iL 
a i Serv. My Lord, there are certain Nobles of tie Senate I will 
: { eal newly alighted, and. come to vifit you. ; 
| Tim. They are fairly welcome. je 
| eal | Enter Flavius. yu words 
ee i Flav. I befeech your Honour, vouchfafe me a word, it | becaule 
mao does concern you near. iY? 
. | Tim. Near! Why then another time I'll hear thee. thar, 
mass | I prethee let’s- be provided to fhew them entertainment. te 
| ; HH Flav. \ {carce know how. Man ¢ 
iy Enter another Servant. | my Fy 
14 2 Serv. May it pleafe your Honour, Lord Lucias, ! <q I'l cal 
Out of his free Love, hath prefented to you ae 
Four Milk-white Horfes trapt in Silver. Tip 
Tin. I fhall accept them fairly : Let the Prefents 6 bin 
i Be worthily entertain’d. E Metin 
| Exter a third Servants aR Band n 


ee _ 


How now? Whit News? 
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3 Servs 
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3 Serv. Pleafe you, my Lord, that honourable Gentle- 
man, Lord Lucwllxs, entreats your company to morrow, to 


hunt with him, and h’as fent your Honour two brace of 


Grey-hounds, 

Tim. Vil hunt with him; 

And let them be received, not without fair Reward. 

Flav. What will this come to2 
He commands us to provide, and give great Gifts, and all 
out of an empty Coffer: 

Nor will he know his Purfe, or yield me this, 

To fhew him what a Beggar his Heart is ; 

Being of no Power to make his Wifhes good, 

His Promifes fly fo beyond his State, 

That what he {peaks is all in debt, owes for ev'ry word: 
He is fo kind, that he now pays intereft for’e; 
His Land’s put to their Books. Well, would I were 
Gently put out of Office, e’er I were forc’d: 
Happier is he that has no Friend to feed, 

Than fuch that do e’en Enemies’ exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You do your felves much wrong, 

You bate too much of your own Merits. 
Here, my Lord, a trifle of our Love. 

1 Lord. With more than common thanks 
I will receive it. 

3 Lord. O ha’s the very Soul of Bounty. 

Zim. And now I remember, my Lord, you gave good 
words the other day of a Bay Courfer I rode on. ’ Tis yours, 
becaufe you lik’d it, 

| 2 Lord. Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my Lord, in 
thar. 

Zim. You may take my word, my Lord: I know no 
Man can juftly praife, but what he does affe@.. I weigh 
my Friends affeCtion with my own? [’ll tell you true, 

I'll call to you. 

All Lords. O none fo welcome. 

Tim, ¥ take all, and your feveral Vifitations 
So kind to Heart, *tis not enough to give, 

Methinks I could deal Kingdoms to my Friends, 
And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades, ; 


H 3 Thou 


. | Exit. 
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2174 Timon of~Athens. 


Thou art a Soldier, therefore feldom rich, 

It comes in Charity to thee; for all thy living 
Ts *“mongft the dead; and all the Lands thou haft 
Lye in a Pitcht Field. 

Alc. 1 defie Land, my Lord. 

1 Lord. We are fo vertuoufly bound. 

dim, And fo am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d 

Zim. Allto you. Lights, more Lights; more Light. 

3 Lord. The beft of Happinefs, Honour and Fortunes, 
Keep with you, Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. 

Apem., What a coil’s here, 
Serving of becks and jutting out of bums 2 
I doubt whether. their Legs be worth the Sums 
Phat are given for em. Friendfhip’s full of Dregs: 
Methinks falfe Hearts fhould never have found Legs. 
Thus honeft Fools lay out their wealth on Court fies. 

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not fullen, 
I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, Vil nothing; for if I fhould be brib’d too, 
there would be none left to rail upon thee, and’then thou 
wouldft Sin the fafter. - Thou giv’ft fo long, Timon, I fear 
me, thou wilt give away thy felf in Paper fhortly, . What 
need thefe Feafts, Pomps, and Véin-glories 2 | 

Zim. Nay, and you‘begih to'rail on Society once, I am 
fworn not to give regard to you., Farewel, and come with 
better Mufick, ‘[ Exit. 

Spem. So---Thou wilt rot hear me now, thou fhalt not 
then. T’ll lock thy Heav’n from thee: 

Oh that Mens Ears fhould be 
fo Counfel deaf, bur not to Flattery. | Exit. 





| Exeunt Lords. 


At 


sisi 





5 


A 
H 
Which 
Of ragi 
If 1 wa 
And o 
ltl w 
Better 
Ask n 
And 
But r 
All th 
Can fo 
Caphis 


Cy 

Se: 
Tiny 
Wie 
Com 
Phys 
My 
Orr 
And 
Have 
But 
Inn 
Mal 
Bur 


Put 


‘Whe 
Lord 
Whic 





ore Licht, 
d Fortuns 


Exe La 


Ms 

Dregs: 
nd Legs, 
vurt Lies 
t fuller, 


1 be bribd 


and thai 
2, Tim he 


fhorty, 


iety nce, 14 
and come 


| EW 
L 
., thou bat! 


AC 


Timon of Athens. 7a 


Ahead chicka ee 


SCENE 4@ publick Place in the City. 


Enter a Senator. 


ND late five thoufand: To Varro and to Zfdore 
He owes nine thoufand, befides my former Sum, 
Which make it five andtwenty. Still in motion 
Of raging Wafte? It cannot hold, it will not, 
If want Gold, fteal but a Beggar's Dog, 
And give it Timon, why the Dog coins Gold, 
If I would fell my Horfe, and buy twenty more 
Better than he; why give my Horfe to Timon; 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight 
An able Horfe. No Porter at his Gate, 
But rather one that {miles and ftill invites 
Allthat pafs by. It cannot hold,-no reafon 
Can found his State in fafery, Capbis, hoa! 
Caphis I fay. 
Enter Caphis. 
Cap. Here, Sir, what is your Pleafure? 
Sen. Get on your Cloak, and hafte you to Lord Timoz ; 
Importune him for my Monies, be not cealft 
With flight denial; nor then filenc’d, With————s Or 
Commend me to your Mafter and the Cap 
Plays in the right Hand---thus: But tell him, Sirrah, 
My ufes cry to me; I muft ferve my turn 
Out of mine own; his days and times are pait, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have fmite my Credit. I love and honour him; 
But muft not break my Back, to heal his Finger. 
Immediate are my Necds, and my Relicf 
Mutt not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 
But find fupply immediate. Get you gone, 
Put on a moft importunate Afpect, 
A Vifage of demand: For I do fear 





‘When every Feather fticks in his own Wing, 


Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 
Which flathes now a Phoenix: Get you gone. 


HI 4 Cap. 








2176) Timon then: 























. wee, 
Cap. J 20, Sir. | ni 
Sex. I go, Sire | : Cp, b 
Take the Bonds along with you, < fs ' 
And have the dates in. - Come. gi | - 
Cap. FN Sir. , es 
Sen. Go. | Exeunt. If, F 
| nent— 
SCENE. . Timon Hall, , st 
it, 
Enter Flavius, with neany Bills in his Hand. b of— 
Fla. No care, no ftop, fo fenfelefs of expence, Se Id. 
That he will neither know how to maintain It, Am fen 
Nor ceafe his ow of Riot. ‘Takes no account Tit 
How things go from him, nor refumes no care Idob 
Of what is to continue: Never mind a U T'lwa 
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind. ite 
What thall be done? he will not hear, *till feel: rage S  Withe 
I muft be round with him, now he comes from Hunting. And th 
Fic, fie, fie, fie. Aeaint 
Exter Caphis, Ifidore, ana Varro. Fla, 
Cap. Good even, Varro; what, you come for Mony 4 S They 
Var. Is't not your Bufinefs too 2 Your | 
Cap. It is, and yours'too, Z/dore ? | That’ 
Lhd. It is fo. Wher 
- Cap. Would we were all difcharg’d. Tin 
Var. I fear it. } Sie, 
Cap. Here comes the Lord. 





| Enter "Timon, aud his Train. Cap, 
Yim, So foon as’Dinner’s done, we'll forth again, 


les ha 

My Alcibiades. With me, what’s your will? Ver, 
(They Prefent iheiv Bills Id, 

Cap. My Lord, here is a note of certain dues. Var, 
tim. Dues? Whence are you? Apt 
Cap. Of Athens here: M y Lord, Var 
Lim. Go'to my Steward, Ape 
Cap. Plesfe it yout Lordthip, he hath put me off, Id, 





To the Succeffion of new Day:, this Month: - Ape 
My Matter is awak’d by great Occafion, 


Cap, 
Yo call upon his own, and humbly prays you, dn 
That with your other noble Parts, you'll fuir, Viarer 
In giving him his Right, | | Al) 


Tim, | 
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" Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 

I prethee but repair to me next Morning. 
Cap. Nay, good my Lord- 
Zim, Contain thy felf, good Friend. 

Var, Qne Varro’s Servant, my good Lord-—— 
Ifid. From Ifidore, he humbly prays your fpeedy pay- 
ment-————____—- 

Cap. If you did know, my Lord, my Mafter’s wants—— 
Var. “Twas due on forfeiture, my Lord, fix Weeks, and 

al} 

‘ Ifid. Your Steward puts me off, my Lord, and I 

Am fent exprefly to your Lordthip. 

Tim. Give me breath: [To the Lords, 

I do befeech you, good my Lords, keep on, [| Exe. Lords. 

[ll wait upon you inftantly. Come hither, pray you 

How goes the World that I am thus encountred 

With clamorous demands of Debt, broken Bonds, 

And the Detention of long fince due Debts, 

Againft my Honour? 

Fla. Pleafe you, Gentlemen, 

The time is unagreeable to this Bufinefs: 

Your Importunacy ceafe, *till after Dinner, 

That I may make his Lordthip underftand 

Wherefore you are not paid. | 
Tim. Do fo, my Friends; fee them well entertain’d. 

Stew. Pray draw near. [ Exit. 

Enter Apemantus and Fool, 

Cap. Stay, ftay, here comes the Fool with pemantus, 
let’s have fome {port with ’em, 

Ver. Hang him, he'll abufe us. 

Ifid. A plague upon him, Dog, 

Var. How doft, Fool? 

Apem. Dott dialogue with thy Shadow? 

Var. 1 {peak not to thee. 

Apem. No, ’tis to thy felf. Come away. 

fd. There’s the Fool hangs on your Back already. 

Apem. No, thou ftandft fingle, thou art not on him yet. 

Cap. Where’s the Fool now? 

Apem. He laft ask’d the Queftion. Poor Rogues ard 

Ufurers Men, Bawds between Gold and Want, 
All, What are we, Apemantus? 





Apem. 























2178 Timon $6 Athens. 


Apem. Afles. 
All. Why 2 
Apem, That you ask me what you are, and do not know 
our felves. Speak to ’em, Fool. 
Fool. How do you, Gentlemen ? 
All. Gramercies, good Fool: 
How does your Miftrefs ¢ 
Fool, She’s een fetting on Water to {cald fuch Chicken 
as you are. Would we could fee you at Corinth. 
Apem. Good |! Gramercy ! 
Enter Page. 
Fool, Look you, here comes my Mafter’s Page. | 
Page. Why how now, Captain? What do you in this 
wife company ¢ 
How doft thou, Apemantus? 
Apem. Would L had a Rod in my Mouth, that I might _ 


oF 


anfwer thee profitably. 
Page. Prethee, Apemantas, read me the Superfcription of 


thefe Letters, I know not which is which. 
Apem. Canft not read? 


Page. No» 
Apem. There will little Learning die then that day thou 


att hang’d. This ts to Lord Timon, this to Alcibiades, Go, 
thou waft born a Baftard, and thou'lt die a Bawd. 

Page. Thou waft whelpt a Dog, and thou fhale famifh, a 
Dog’s death. 
Anfwer not, 1 am gone. [ Exit, 

Apem. Eien fo thou out-run’{t Grace, 

Fool, I will go with you to Lord Timon’s. 

Fool. Will you leave me there 2 

Apem. It Timon {tay at home. 

You three ferve three Ufurers ? 

All, 1 would they ferv’d us. 

Apem. 50 would I 
As good a trick as ever Hangman ferv’d Thief. 

Fool. Are you three Ufurers Men ¢ 

All. Ays Fool. : 

Fool, 1 think no Ufurer but has 2 Fool to his Servant. 

My Mittrefs is ones and I am her Fool; when Men’ come 
to borrow of your Matters, they approach fadly, and go 
away 
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away merrily; but they enter my Mafter’s Houfe merrily, 
and go away fadly. The reafon of this¢ 

Var. 1 could render one. 

Apem, Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knave, which notwithftanding thou fhalt be 
no lefs efleemed. 

Var. What is a Whore-matter, Fool ? 

Fool. A Fool in good Cloaths, and fomething like thee. 
Tis a Spirit; fometime ‘t appears like a Lord, fometimes like 
a Lawyer, fometime like a Philofopher, with two Stones 
more than’s artificial one. He is very often like a Knight; 
and generally, in all Shapes that Man goes up and down in, 
from fourfcore to thirteen, this Spirit walks in. 

Var. Thou art not altogether a Fool. 

Fool, Nor thou altogether a wife Man;- 

As much foolery as I have, fo much wit thou lack’ft. 
Apem, That anfwer might have become -4pemantui. 
All. Afide, afide, here comes Lord Timon, 

Enter Timon and Flavius. 

Apem. Come with me, Fool, come. 

Fool, I do not always follow Lover, elder Brother, 
And Woman; fometime the Philofopher. 

Fla. Pray you walk near, 

I'll {peak with you anon. [ Exeunt, 

Tim. You make me marvel; wherefore, e’er this time, 
Had you not fully laid my State before me? 

That I might fo have rated my Expence, 

As I had leave of means. | 
Fla. You would not hear me; 

At many leifures I propos'd. 

Tim. Go to: 

Perchance fome fingle Vantages you took, 

When my Indifpofition put you back ; 

And that unaptnefs made you Minifter 

Thus to excufe your felf, 

Fla. O my good Lord, 

At many times I brought in my Accounts, 

Laid them before you; you would throw them off, 

And fay you found them in mine honefty. 

When; for fome trifling Prefent, you have bid me 

Sta ae SS. Return 
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2180 Timon: of “Athens. 

Return fo much, I have fhook my Head, and wept; 
Yea againft th’ Authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your Hand more clofe. I did endure 

Not feldom, nor no flight Checks, when I have 
Prompted you in the Ebb of your Eftates~ — 

And your great flow of Debts; my dear lov d Lord, 
Though you hear now, too late, yet now's a time, 
The greateft of your having, lacks a half; 

To pay your prefent Debts. 

Tim. Let all my Land be fold. — 

Fla. ’Tis all engag’d, fome forfeited and gone, 
And what remains will hardly ftop the Mouth 
Of prefent dues; the future comes apace: 

What fhall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck’ning 2 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Fla. O my good Lord, the World is but a World, 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, | 
How quickly were it gone? 

Tim. You tell me true? 

Fla. If you fufpe& my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Call me before the exa@eft Auditors, 

And fet me on the proof, So the Gods blefs me, 
When all our Offices have been oppredt 

With riotous Feeders, when our Vaults have wept 
With drunken Spilth of Wine; when every Room 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie, 
{ have retir’d me to a walteful Cock, 

And fet mine Eyes at flow. 

Tim. Piethee no more. : 

Fla. Heav’ns! have I faid, the bounty of this Lord! 
How many prodigal Bits have Slaves and Peafants 
This Night englutted !.who is not Ttmon’s2 | 
W hat Heart, Head, Sword, Force, Means, but is Lord Timon's? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Zimon’s ? | § 
Ah! when the means are gone, that buy this praife, 

The breath is gone whereof this praife is madex 
Feaft won, Faft loft; one Cloud of Winter thowres, 
Thefe flies are coucht. 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous Bounty yct hath paft my Heart; 
Unwitely 
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Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given. 
Why doft thou weep, canft thou the Confcience lack, 
To think I fhall Jack Friends? Secure thy Heart, 
If I would broach the. Veffels of my Love, 
And try the Arguments of Hearts, by borrowing, 
Men and Mens Fortunes could I frankly ufe, 
As I can bid thee fpeak. 
Stew. Affurance blefs your Thoughts. | 
Tim. Andin fome fort thefe wants of mine are crown’d, 
That I account them Bleffings: For by thefe 
Shall I try Friends. You fhall perceive 
How you miftake my Fortunes: 
Iam wealthy in my Friends. 
Within there, Flamininus, Servilius ? 
Enter Flaminius, Servilius, avd other Servants. 
Serv. My Lord, my Lord. 
Tim. I will difpatch you feverally. 
You to Lord Lucius—— to Lord Lucullas you, 1 hunted 
with his Honour to Day-——you to Sempronius-—-commend 
me to their Loves, and I-am proud, fay, that my Occafi- 
ons have found time to ufe’em toward a fupply of Mony ; 
let the requeft be fifty Talents. 
Flam. As you have faid, my Lord. 
Fla. Lord Lucius and Lacullus? Humb | 
Tim. Go you, Sir, to the Senators; [To Flavius. 
Of whom, even to the States beft health, I have 
Defery’d this hearing; bid ’em fend o’th’ inftant 
A thoufand Talents to me. 
Fla. I have been bold, 
For that I knew it the moft general way, 
To them to ufe your Signet and your Name, ” 
But they do fhake their Heads, and I am here 
No richer in-return. 
Tim. Is't true? Can't be? 
. Fla. They anfwer in a joint and corporate Voice, 
That now theyare at fall, want Treafure, cannot 
Do what they would, are forry You are Honourable—— 
But yet they could have wifht-———they know not 
Something hath been amifs a noble Nature 
May catch a Wench——would all were well-—~ tis pity —— 
And fo intending other ferious Matters, 
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After diftaftful Looks, and thefe hard Fra¢tions, 
With certain half Caps, and cold moving Nods, 
They froze me into filence. 
Tim. You Gods reward them: 
Prethee Man, look cheerly. Thefe old. Fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in them Hereditary : 
Their Blood is cak’d, tis cold, it feldom flows, 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind 5 
And Nature, as it grows again toward Earth, 
Is fathion’d for the Journey, dull and heavy. 
Go to Ventidius ——prethee be not fad, 
Thou art true, and honeft; ingenuoufly I {peak, 
No blame belongs to thee: Ventidius lately 
Bury’d his Father, by whofe Death he’s ftepp’d 
Tato a great Eftate; when he was. poor, 
{mprifon’d, aod in fcarcity of Friends, 
I clear'd him with five Talents. Greet him from me, 
Rid him fuppofe, {ame good neceflity 
Touches his Friend, which craves to be remembred 
With thofe five Talents; that had, giv’t thefe Fellows 
To whom ’tis inftant due. Ne’er fpeak, or think; 
That Timon’s Fortunes ’mong his Friends can fink, 
Stev. I would I could not think it; 
That thought is bounties Foe: 
Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. | Exweunt. 


Bo OP Se Cee 
SCENE The City. 


Flaminius waiting to [peak with Lucullus. from his Mafter: 
Ener a Servant to him, 


Sev. if Have told my Lord of you, he is coming down 
to you. 
Flam. I thank yous Sir. 
Enter -Lucullus, 
Serv. Here’s my Lotd. | 


Lucul*. 
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Lucul. One of Lord Timen’sMen? A Gift I warrant.---- 
Why, this hitsright : I dreamt of a Silver Bafon and Ewre 
to Night. Flaminius, honeflt Flamimus, you are very re- 
{pectively welcome, Sir; fill me fome Wine. And how 
does that Honourable, Compleat, Free-hearted Gentleman 
of Athens, thy very bountiful good Lord and Matter. 

Flam. His Health is well, Sir. 

Lucal. I am right glad that his Health is well, Sir; 
and what haft thou there under thy Cloak, pretty Fis- 
minins? 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty Box, Sir, which, 10 
my Lord’s behalf, I come to intreat your Honour to fupply ; 
whofhaving great and inftant Occafion to ufe fifty Talents, 
hath fent to your Lordfhip to furnifh him, nothing doubt- 
ing your prefent Affiftance therein, 

Lucal, La, la, 1a, l1——Nothing doubting, fays he? Alas, 
sood Lord, a Noble Gentleman ’tis, if he would not keep 
fo good a Houfe. Many a time and often I ha’ din’d with 
him, and told him on’t, and come again to Supper to him 
on purpofe to have him fpend lefs; and yet he would em- 
brace no Counfel, take no warning by my ‘coming; every 
Man hath his Fault, and Honefty is his. 1 ha’ told him on’r, 
but I could never get him from’t. 

Enter a Servant, with Wine. 

Ser. Pleafe your Lordfhip, here is the Wine. 

Lucul, Flaminius, 1 have noted thee always wife. 
Here’s to thee. | 

Flam. Your Lordfhip {peaks your Pleafure. 

Lucul. I have obferved thee always for atowardly prompt 
Spirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows what belongs 
to reafon ; and canft ufe the time well, if the time ufe thee 
well. Good part’s: in thee; get you gone, Sirrah. Draw 
nearer, honeft Flaminius; thy Lord’sa bountiful Gentleman, 


_ but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well enough (although 


thou comeft to me) and this is no time to Iend Mony, efpe- 
cially upon bare Friendfhip without Security. | Here’s three 
Solidares for thee, good Boy, wink at me; and fay, thou fawit 
me not. Fare thee well. 
Flam. Ist poflible the World fhould fo much differ, 

And we alive that liv'd 2 Fly, damned bafenefs, 

To him that worfhips thee. | Throwing the Adony away. 
| Lucal, 
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2184 Timon of Athens. 


Lucul, "a? Now I fee thou art a Fool, and fit for thy 
Matter. | Exit Lucullus, 

Flam. May thefe add to the Number that may fcald thee: 
Let molten Coin be thy Damnation, | 
Thou Difeafe of a Friend, and not himfelf: 
Has Friendfhip fuch a faint and milky Heart, 
It turns in lefs than two Nights? O you Gods ! 
I feel my Mafter’s Paffion. ‘This Slave unto his Honour 
Has my Lord’s meat in him: 
Why fhould it thrive, and come to Nutriment, 
When he is turn’d to Poifon @ 
O may Difeafes only work upon’t: i bal 
And when he’s fick to Death, let not that part of Nature, 
Which my Lord paid for, be of any Power, ’ 
To expel Sicknefs, but prolong his Hour. 

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers. 


Luc. Who, theLord Timoz ? He ismy very good Friend, f 


and an honourable Gentleman. 
1 Stran. We know him for no lefs, tho* we are but Stran- 
gersto him. But I can tell you one thing, my Lord, and 


which I hear from common Rumours, now Lord Tsmon's _. 
happy Hours are done and paft, and his Eftate fhrinks from 


him. 
Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it: He cannot want for 
Mony. 


> Stran. But believe you this, my Lord, that not , 
long ago, one of his Men was with the Lord, Lacallus, - 


to borrow fo many Talents, nay, urg’d extreamly for't, 


and fhewed what neceffiry belong’d to’t, and. yet was 


deny’d. te 
Luc. How! : 
2 Stran. I tell you, deny’d, my Lord. 


Lac. What a ftrange Cafe was that 2 Now before. the. ; 


Gods I am afham’d on’t. Deny’d that honourable Man ¢ 
There was very little Honour fhew’d in that. For my own 
part, I muft needs confefs, I have received fome {mall 
Kindneffes from him, as Mony, Plate, Jewels, and fuch like 
Trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet had he miftook him, 
and fent him to me, I fhould ne’er have deny’d his Occafion 
fo many Talents, | 


Enter 


| [Exeunt. : 
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Exter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap yonder’s my Lord, I have fweat 
to fee his Honour. My honour’d Lord---- (70 Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius| you are kindly met, Sir, Fare thee well, 
commend me to thy honourable virtuous Lord, my very ex- 
quifite Friend. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath fent 

Luc. Hat What hath he fent ? I am fo much endeared to 
chat Lord; he’s ever fending: How fhall I thankhim, think’ft 
thou2 And what has he fent now ¢ 

Ser. H’as only fent his prefent Occafion now, my Lord ; 
requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftane ufe, with 
fifty ‘Talents. ; 

Luc. 1 know his Lordfhip is but merry with me, 

He cannot want fifty five hundred ‘Lalents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants kfs, my Lord. 

If his Occafion were not virtuous, 
I fhould not urge half fo faithfully. 

Luc. Dott thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilins ¢ 

Ser. Upon my Soul ’tis true, Sir. 

Luc. What a wicked Beaft was I, to disfurnifh my felf 
againft fuch a good time, when I might ha’ fhewn my felf 
honourable 2. How unluckily it hapned, that I fhould pur- 
chafe the Day before for a little part, and undo a great 
deal of Honour? Servilius, now before the Gods, I am not 
able to do---(the more Beaft I fay)--1 was feriding to ufe Lord 
Timon my felf, thefe Gentlemen can witnefs ; but I would 
not, for the Wealth of -Arhens, I had don’t now. Commend 
me bountifully to his good Lordfhip, and. I hope his Honour 
will conceive the faireft of me, becaufe I have no power to 
be kind. And tell him this from me, I count it one of 
my greateft Afflictions, fay, that I cannot pleafure fuch an 
honourable Gentleman. Good Servilins, will you befriend 
me fo far, as to ufe my own Words to him ¢ 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I fhall. [ Exit Servilius. 

Luc. Vl look you out a good turn, Servilins. 
True as you faid, Timon is fhrunk indeed, 
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And he that’s once deny’d will hardly fpeed. [ Exit. 
1 Stran. Do you obferve this, Ho/tilins¢ 
2 Stran. Ay, too well. 
Vor. ¥. I 1 Stray; 
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t Stran, Why, this is the World’s Soul; 
And juft of the fame Piece 
Is every Flatterers fport: Who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the fame Difh? For in my knowing, 
Timon has been this Lord’s Father, 
And kept his Credit with his Purfe: 
Supported his Eftate; nay, Timon’s Mony 
His paid his Men their Wages. He never drinks, 
But Timon’s Silver treads upon his Lip; 
And yet, Oh fee the monftroufnefs of Man! 
Whey he looks out in an ungrateful Shape, 
He does deny him (in refpect of this) 
What charitable Men afford to Beggars. 

2 Stran, Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran, For mine ownpart 
I never tafted Timon in my life, 

Nor came any of his Bounties over me, 

To mark me for his Friend. Yet I proreft, 

For his right Noble Mind, Mluftrious Virtue, 

And Honourable Curiage,) 

Had hisneceflity madeufe of me, 

I would have put my Wealth into Donation, 

And the beft half fhould have return’d to him, 

So much I love his Heart: But I perceive, 

Men mutt learn now with pity to difpence, | 

For Policy. fits above Confcience. ‘ | Exeunte 
Enter a third Servant with Sempronius. 

Sem. Mutt he needs trouble me in’t ? Hum—— 7 
"Bove all others ? ) 
He might have tried Lord Lucius, or Lucul.as, 

And now Véntidias is wealthy too, | 
Whom he redeem’d from Prifon. All the : 
Owe their Eftates unto him. 

Ser. My Lord, ; 

They haveaall been touch’d, and all are found ba‘e Metal, 
For-they have all deny’d him. 

Scm, How 2? Have they deny’d him? 
Has Ventidins and Lucullus deny’d him ? 
And does he fend to me? Three! Hum 
It thews bur litle Love or Judgment in him. 

Mult L be. his laft Refuge ¢° His Friends, like Phyficians, 
That 
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| That thriv’d, givehimover. Muft I take th’ Cure upon me? 


Has much difgrac’d me in’t; I’m angry at him, 

That might have known my Place, I fee no fenfe for’t, 

But his Occafions might have wooed me firft ; 

For, in my Confcience, I was the firft Man 

That e’er received Gift from him. 

And does he think fo backwardly of me now, 

That I'll requite it laft 2 No: 

So it may prove an Argument of Laughter 

To th’ reft, and ’mongft Lords I be thought a Fool: 

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the Sum, 

Had fent to me firft, but for my Mind’s fake: 

I'd fuch aCourage to do him good. But now return, 

And with their faint Reply this Anfwer join ; 

Who bates mine Honour, fhall not know my Coin. —[ Exit, 
Ser. Excellent! Your Lordthip’s a goodly Villain. The 

Devil knew not what he did, when he made Man Poli- 

tick; he croffed himfelf by’t: And I cannot think, but in 

the end the Villanies of Man will fet him clear, How fair- 

ly this Lord ftrives to appear foul 2? Takes virtuous Copies 

to be wicked : Like thofe that under hot, ardent Zeal, would 

fet whole Realms on Fire; of fuch a nature is, his politick 

Love, 

This was my Lord’s beft hope, now all are fled, 

Save only the Gods. Now his Friends are dead, 

Doors that were ne’er acquainted with their Wards, 

Many a bounteous Year, muft be employ’d 

Now to guard fure their Mafter. 

And this is all a liberal courfe allows; 

Who cannot keep his Wealth, muft keep his Houfe. [ Evxis, 


SCENE Il. Timon’s Hgij/. 


Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, aad other Servants 
of Timon’s Creditors, who wait for his coming ont. 


Var. Well met, good Morrow, Titus and Fortenfins, 


Zit. The like to you, kind Farro. 
Hor, Lucius, what do we meet together? 


I 3 Lue, 
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6B Timon of Athens. 


‘Luc, Ay, and I think one Bufinefs does command us alle 


For mine 1s’ Mony. 


Tit. So is theirs and ours. 
Enter Philo 
Luc. And Sir Philo’s too. 
Phi, Good Day at once. i 
Luc. Welcome; good Brother. 
What do you think the Hour @ : 
Phi. Labouring for nine. | 
Luc. So much é 
Phi. Is not: my Lord feen yet? 
Luc. Not yet. 
Phi. A wonder on’t, he was wont to fhine at feven. 
Luc. Ay, butthe Days are wax’d fhorter with him: 
You muft confider that a prodigal courfe 
Is. like the Sun’s, but not like his recoverable, I fear: 


"Lis deepeft Winter in Lord Timon’s Purfe;that is, one May — 


each deep enough, and yet find little, 
Phi. 1 am of your fear for that. 
Tit. T'll thew you t obferve a ftrange Event : 
Your Lord fends now for Mony 
Hor. Moft-true, he does. 
Tit. And he wears Jewels now of Timon's Gifts 
For which I wait for Mony. 
Hor. It is againft my Heart. 
Luc. Mark how ftrange it fhows, 
Timon in this fhould pay more than he owes : 
And e’en as if your Lord fhould wear rich Jewels 
And fend for Mony for ’em. 
Hor. I'm weary of this Charge, the Gods can witnels : 
I know my Lord hath fpent of Timon’s Wealth, 
And now Ingratitude makes it worfe than ftealth. 
Var. Yes, mine’s three thoufand Crowns: 
W hat’s yours? | 
‘Luc. Five thoufand, mine. 
Var.’ Tis much deep, and it fhould feem by th’ Sum, 
Your Mafter’s Confidence was above mine, 
Elfe furely his had equall'd. 
wis Enter Flaminius. 
Tit, One of Lord Timon’s Men. 
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Luc. Flaminius! Sit, a Word: Pray sis my Lord ready;to 

come forth? 

Flam. No, indeed he: is not. 

Tit. We attend his Lordfhip; pray fignifiefo much, 

Flam. 1 need not tell him that, be knows you are tdo 
diligent. 

Enter Flavius in a Cloak, muffled, 

Luc. Ha! is not that his Steward muffled fo? 
He goes away in‘a:Cloud : Call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear, Sir 

Var. By your leave, Sir. | 

Flav. What do you askof mes my Friend? 

Tit. We wait for certain Mony heres Str. 

Flav. If Mony were as certain as ‘your waiting, 

*T were fure enough. 

Why then:prefer'd you not your Sums and Bills, 

When your falfe Mafters eat of my Lord’s Meat? 

Then they would {mile, and fawn upon his Debts, 

And take down th’ Intereft into their glutt’nous Maws, 

You do your felves but» wrong to {tir:me up, 

Let me pafs quietly : 

Believ’t, my Lord and I have made an end, 

I have no more to reckon, he to fpend. 

Luc. Ay, but this anfwer will not ferve. 
Flav. If twill not ferve, *tis not fo bafe as you, 

For you ferve Knaves. [ Exit Flavius, 
Var. How! what does his cafhier’d:-worfhip mutter 2 
Tit. No matter what he’s poory- and that’s res 

venge enough. Who can fpeak broader.than he that hes 

no Houfe to put his Head in? Such may-raihagainft preat 

Buildings. 





Enter Servilius. 


Tit. Oh, here’s Servilius; now we fhall have fome  an- 
fwer. 

Serv. If I might befeech you, Gentlemen, to repair fome 
other hour, I fhould derive much from’t. Fortake’t of my 
Soul, my Lord leans wondroufly to -difcontent: His com- 
fortable temper has forfook him, he’s much out of Health, 
and keeps his Chamber. 
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Luc. Many do keep their Chambers, are not fick: 
And if it be fo far beyond his Health, 
viethinks he fhould the fooner pay his Debts, 
Aod meke a clear way to the Gods. 
Serv. Good Gods! 
Tit. We cannot take this for an Anfwer, 
Flam. [within.| Servilius, help my Lord! my Lord, 
Enter Timon ix a rage. 
Tim. What, are my Doors oppos’d againft my paflage# 
Have I been ever free, and muft my Houfe 
Be.my retentive Enemy? My Goal 2 | 
The Place whichI have feafted, doesit now, 
Like all Mankind, fhew me an Iron Feart ¢ | 
Luc. Put in now, Tit#s. 
Tit. My Lord, here’s my Bull. 
Luc. Here’s mine. 
Var. And mine, my Lord. 
Cap. And ours, my Lord. 
Phi. All our Bills. 
Tim. Koock me down with ‘em 
Girdle. 
Luc. Alas, my Lord. 
Tim. Cut our my Heart in Sums. 
Tit. Mine, fifty. Talents. 
Tim. Tell out my Blood. 
“Luc. Five thoufand Crowns, my Lord. 
Tim. Five thoufand drops pays that. 
What yours¢ and yours ? 
Var. My Lord 
Cap. My Lord 
Tim. Tear me, take me, and the Gods fall upon you. 
( Exit Timon, 
Hor. Faith, I perceive our Mafters may throw their Caps 
at their Mony, thefeDebts may well be call'd defperate ones; 
for amad Man owes ‘em. | Exeunt. 
Exter Timon and Flavius. 
Tim. They havee’en put my Breath fromme, the Slaves. 
Creditors! Devils. aie 
Flav. My dear Lord. 
Tim. What if it fhould be fo-- 
Flav. My dear Lord. a 
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M_ Steward! 





Tim. Vil have it fo 
Flav. Here, my Lord. _ . oy 
Tim. So fitly !|——Go, bid all my Friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullas and Sempronius. Aji—_—— 
[’'ll once more Feaft the Rafcals. A 
oat Flav. O my Lord! you only fpeak from your diftrated 
a Soul; there’s not fo much left as to furnifh out a moderate 
| Table. 
my pi Tim. Be it not in thy Care : . 
Go, I charge thee, invite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaves once more: My Cook and [’ilprovide. | Exeunt. 


SCENE Ul. The City. 


Enter three Senators at one Door, Alcibiades meeting them 
with Attendants. 





t Sen. My Lord, you have my Voice to’t, the Fault’s bloody ; 
’Tis neceflary he fhould dye: 
Jeaye met! Nothing emboldens Sin fo much as Mercy, 
> Sen. Mott true; the Law fhall bruife ’cm. 
Alc. Honour, Heath and Compaflion to the Senate, 
1 Sen. Now, Captaig. 
Alc. 1 am an humble Suitor to your Virtues, 
For Pity is the Virtue of the Law, 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. > 
It pleafes Time and Fortune to lye heavy 
Upon a Friend of mine, who in hot Blood 
Hath ftept into the Law, which is paft depth 
To thofe that, without heed, do plunge into’t. 
ea pt yi He isa Man, fetting his Fate afide, of comely Virtues, 
And Honour in him, which buys out his Fault; 


mil Nor did he foil the Fa@ with Cowardife, 
i ee Bue witha noble Fury, and fair Spirit, 

d ae! si Seeing his Reputation touch’d to Death, 

4 He did oppofe his Foe ; 

rit And with fuch*fober and unnoted Paffion 

gm, Ele did behave his Anger e’er ‘twas fpen-, 
As if he had but prov’d an Argument, 

14 x Sen 
1) 
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1 Sen, You undergo too ftri& a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly Deed look fair: 
Your Words have took fuch pains, as if they labour’d 
To bring Man-flaughter into form, and. fet quarrelling 
Upon the head of Valour ; which indeed 
Is Valour mis-begot, and came into the World 
When Sets and Factions were newly born. 
He’s truly valiant, that can wifcly fuffer 
The worft that Man can breath, 
And make his Wrongs his out-fides, 
To wear them like his Rayment, carelefly, 
And ne’er prefer his Injuries to his Heart, 
To bring it into Danger. | 
If Wrongs be Evils, and enforce us kill, 5 
What Folly ’tis to hazard Life for ill, 
Alc. My Lord !——_——— 
1 Sen. You cannot make grofs Sins look clears 
To revenge is‘no:Valour, but to bear. : 
Alc. My Lords, then under favour, pardon me 3 
if I {peak like a Captain. 
Why do fond Men expofe themfelves to Battel, 
And not endureall Threats? Sleep upon’t, 
And let the Foes quietly cut their Throats, 
Without repugnancy 2 If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? Why then Women are more valiant 
That ftay at home, if bearing carry it; 
And the Afs, more Captain than the Lion? The Fellow 
Loaden with Irons, wifer than the Judge, 
If Wifdom be in fuffering, Oh my Lords, 
As you are Great,. be pitifully Good: 
Who cannot condemn Rafhnefs in cold Blood? 
To kill, I grant, is Sin’s extreameft Guft, 
But in defence, by Mercy *tis moft Juft. 
To be in Anger, is Impicty : 
But who is Man, that is not Angry? 
Weigh but the Crime with this. 
2 Sem. You breath in vain, 
Alc. {n vain? 
His Service done at Lacedemon, and Bizantiumy, 
Were a fufficient Briber for his Life. : 
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1 Sen.. What’s. that ¢ 

Ale, Why, Vfay my Lords, li’as done fair Service; 
And flain in. Fight many of your Enemies : 
How full of Valour did he bear‘ himfelf 
In the laft Cor fli@, and made plenteous Wounds ? 

2 Ser He has made too much plenty, with’em, 
He's a fworn Rioter ; he has a Sin 
That often drowns him, and takes his Valour Prifoncr. 
If there were no Foes, that were enough 
To overcome. him. In that beaftly Fury 
He has been known, to commit Outrages, 

And cherifh Factions. ’Tis inferr’d'to.us, 
His Days are foul, and his Drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alc. Hard Fate! he might have dy’d in War. 
My Lords, if not for any Parts in him, 

Though his right Arm might purchafe his own time, 
And be in debt to none; yet more to move you, 
Take my Deferts to his, and. join *em both. 

And forI know, your Reverend Ages love Security, 
Pll.pawn my Vactories, all my Honours to you, 
Upon his good returns. 

If by this Crime he owes the Law his Life, 

Why let the War receive it in valiant Gore ; 

For Law is: {triGt, and: War is nothing: more, 

1 Sen. Weare for. Law, he dyes, urge it noimore, 
Onheight of our Difpleafure: Friend, or Brother, 
He forfeits his own Blood, that fpills another. 

Alc. Mutt it be fo? It muft not be: 

My Lords, I do befeech you know. me. 

2 Sen. How ¢ 

Alc, Call:me to your Remembrances. 

3 Sen. Whar ! 

Ale, I cannot.think but. your Age hath forgotme, 
Yt could not elfe be, I fhould-prove fo bafe, 

To fue, and be deny’d fuch common Grace. 
My Wounds ake at you. 

1 Sen. Do you dare our; Anger 2 
°Tis in few Words, but {pacious in effect. 
We banifh thee forever. = 





Alc. 
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Alc. Banith me! banifh your Dotage, banifh Ufury, 
That makes the Senate ugly. 
1 Sen. Uf after two Days fhine, “Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier Judgment. 
And, not to fwell our Spirit, 
He fhall be Executed prefently. { Exesnt. 
Alc. Now the Gods keep you old enough, | 
That you may live 
Only in Bone, that none may look on you. 
I’m worfe than mad: I have kept back their Foes 
While they have told their Mony, and let out 
Their Coin upon large Intereft; I my felf, 
Rich only in large Hurts. All thofe, for this? 
Is this the Balfom that the ufuring Senate 
Pours into Captains Wounds? Ha! Banifhment ! 
It comes not ill: I hate not to be banifht, 
It is a Caufe worthy for Spleen and Fury, 
That I may ftrike at rhens. Pl cheer up 
My difcontented Troops, and lay for Hearts: 
‘Tis Honour with moft Lands to be at odds, wer 
Soldiers fhould brook as little wrongs as Gods. [Exit, 


SCE N E IV. Timon’s Houfe. 
Enter divers Senators at feveral Doors. 7 


1 Sen. The good time of the Day°to you, Sir, 

> Sen, Lalfo with it-to you: Ethink this honourable Lord 
did but try us this other Day- 

1 Sen. Upon that weremy Thoughts tiring when we ‘ene 
countred. I hope it is not fo low with him, as he made it 
feem in the.tryal of: his feveral: Friends. ee | 

> Sen. It fhould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Featt- 





ing 


‘ sen. I fhould think fo : He hath fent oni anearneft invi- 
ting, which many my near Occafions did urge me to put 
off: but he hath conjur’d me*beyond’ them, and°E mutt 


needs appear. | 


> Sen. Jnlike manner was I in Debt tomy importunate bu- 
finefs ; but he would not hear my Excufe, TI am forry, 
when he fent to borrow of me, that my Provifton was 
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1 Sen, Iam fick of that Grief too, as I underftand how 
all things go. 

2 Sen, Every Man here’s fo, What would he have borrow- 
ed of you? 

1 Sen. A thoufand Pieces. 

2 Sen. A thoufand Pieces ! 

1 Sen. What of you ? 

3 Sen. He fent to me, Sir —— here he comes, 

| Enter Timon and Attendants, 

Tim. With all my Heart, Gentlemen both 
fare you? | 

1 Sen. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your Lordthip. 

2 Sen. The Swallow follows not Summer more willingly, 
Than we your Lordfhip, 

Tim, Nor more willingly leaves Winter, fuch Summer- 
Birds are Men. Gentlemen, our Dinner will not recorn- 
pence this long ftay : Feaft your Ears with the Mufick a 
while ; if they will fare fo harfhly as o’th’ Trumpets found : 
we fhall to’t prefently. 

1 Sen. Lhope it remains not unkindly with your Lordhip, 
that I return’d you an empty Meffenger. 

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

2, Sen. My noble Lord. 

Zim. Ah my good Friend, what Cheer? 

[The Banquet brought in. 

2 Sen. My moft honourable Lord, I’m e’en fick of Shame, 
that when your Lordthip t’other Day fent to me, I was fo 
Unfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim. Think not on’t, Sir. 

2 Sen. If you had fent but two Hours before —— 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better Remembrance. 

Come, bring in all together. 

2 Sen. All cover’d Difhes ! 

1 Sen. Royal Chear, I warrant you. 

3 Sem. Doubtnot that, if Mony and the Seafon can yield it. 

a Sex. How do you? What’s the News 2 

3 Sen, Alcibiades is banifht : Hear you of it 2 

Both. Alcibiades banith’d ! 

3 Sen. *Tis fo, be fure of it. 

x Sen. How ? How 2 

z Sen. I pray you upon what 2 


and how 
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Tim, My: worthy, Eriends, will-you'draw- near. ¢ 

3 Sen. I'll tell you more anon. Here's a noble Feaft towards 

> Sen. This is the: old Mamdtill. : 

3 Sen, Will't hold ¢ Will't hold 2 

> Sen. It does, but time will, and fo 

Sen. \ do conceive. 

Tim. Fach Man to his Stool, withthat Spur.as:te would 
to the Lip of his Miftrefs: Your Diet thal be in all places: 
alike. Make not a City. Beaft. of it,, to let the Meat cool, 
e’er we can agree upon the firft»place. Sit, Sit. 

The Gods require our Thanks. | 

You great Benefactors, [prinkle our Society with Thankful 
nefi. For your own Gifts, make your felves praisd > But-re« 
ferve frill to give, left your Deities be defpifed. Lend: to each 
Man enough, that one need: not lend to. another. Forowere your 
Godheads 10 borrow of Aden,. Men. would forfake the Gods, 
Make the Meat be beloved, more than the Man.that gives it. 
Let no Affembly of twenty, be. withoue a Score of Villains, If 
there fit twelve Women at the Table, let a Doxen of them beas 
they, are-—— The reft of your Fees, O. Gods, the» Senators sof 





Athens, together with the common lag. of People, what is amifs- 


in them, you Gods, make futable for Deftruction. For thefemy: 
prefent Friends as they are to me. nothing, fo-in nothing 
ble(s them, and to nothing ave they. welcome. 
Uncover. Dogs, and lap, 
Some peak, What does his Lord{hip mean 2 
Some other. 1 know not. 3 
Tim. May you a better Feaft never behold, .. 
You Knot of Mouth Friends : Smoke, and lukewarmy Water: 
Ts your Perfection, This is: Timon’s, lait, 
Who ftuck and fpangled you. with Flatteries, 
Wahhes it off, and fprinkles in your Faces 
Your reaking Villany. Live loath’d, and long 
Moft {miling fmooth, detefted Parafites, 
Courteous Deftroyers, affable-Wolves, meek Bears, 
You Fools of Fortune, Trencher-Friends, Time-flies, 
Cap and Knee Slaves, Vapors, and. Minute Jacks 
Of Man and Bealt, the infinite Malady 
Cruft you quite o’er. What, doft thou go? 





Soft, take thy Phyfick firlt —— thou too——and thou sods 
[Throwing the Difbes at thems and drives em-our. 
; Lie * sae 2 Stays 
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Stay, I will'lend thee Mony, borrow rone. 
What! what all.in Motion ?) Henceforth be no Featt, 
Whereat'a Villain’s not a welcome Gurft.: 
Burn Houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
OF Timon, Man, and al) Humanity. | Exit. 
Sy Enter the Senators, - 
1 Sen, How now, .my Lords ? 
2 Sen. Know youthe Quality of Lord Timon’s Fury? 
3 Sen. Pufh, did you fee my Cap ? 
4 Ser. I have loft my Gown. | 
1 Sen. He’s but a mad Lord, and nought but, Humour 
{ways him. “He gave me a Jewel th’other Day, and now 
he bas beat it out of my Hat. 
Did you fee my Jewel ? 
2 Sen. Did you feemy Cap 2 
3 Sen. Here ‘tis, 
4 Sen. Here lyes my Gown. 
1 Sen, bess make no dtay. 
2 Sen. Lord Timon’s mad. 
3. Sen. I feel’t upon my Bones. 
4 Sen. ‘One Day he gives.us Diamcnds, next Day Stones. 
| i [Exeunt Senators. 


ACT T1%. SCEN £, 7. 
SCENE Without the Watls of Athens. 
Enter 'Timon. 


Tim.  - me look-back upon thee. O thou Wall, 

- hy Thatgirdleft inthofe Waves, dive in the Earth, 
And fence not Athens. .Matrons, turn incontinent ; | 
Obedience fail in Children; Slaves and Fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 

And minifter in their fteads to general Filths, 

Convert o’th’ inftant green Virginity, 

Do’t in your Parents Eyes. Bankrupts, hold faft, 

Rather than render back; out with your Knives, 

And cut your trufters Throats,, Bound Servants, fteal5 

Large-handed Robbers your grave Malters are, a 
fy 
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And Pill by Law. Maid, to thy Matfter’s Bed; 
Thy Miftrefsis o’th’ Brothel. Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 
With it beat out his Brains. Piety and Pear, 
Religion to the Gods, Peace, Juftice, Truth, 
Domeftick awe, Night-reft, and Neighbourhood, 
Inftru@ion, Manners, Myfteries and Trades, . 
Degrees, Obfervances, Cuftoms and Laws, 

Decline to your confounding Contraries. 

And yet Confufion live: Plagues incident to Men, 
Your potent and infe@ious Fevers, heap 

On Athens ripe for ftroke. Thou cold Sciatica, 
Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 
As lamely as their Manners. Luft and Liberty 
Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our Youth, 
That ’gainft the Stream of Virtue they may ftrive, 
And drown themfelves in Riot. Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian Bofoms, and their Crop 

Be general Leprofie: Breath infect Breath, 

That their Society (as their Friendfhip) may 

Be meerly Poifon, Nothing Vil bear from thee, 
But Nakednefs, thou deteftable Town. 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Banns: 
Timon will to the Woods, where he fhall find 

Th’ unkindeft Beaft much kinder than Mankind. 
The Gods-confound (hearme you good Gods all) 
Th’ Arhenians both within and out that Wall; 
And grant, as Timon grows, his Hate may grow, 
To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low. 


Amen, [ Exit, . 


SCENE II. Timon’s Houfe. 


Enter Flavius swith two or three Servants. 


1 Ser. Hear you, Mafter Steward, where’s our Mafter 2 { | 


_ Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining ¢ 

Flav. Alack, my Fellows, what fhould T fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the Righteous Gods, =~ 

I am as poor as you, : 
1 Ser. Such a Houfe broke! | 

So Noble a Mafter faln! all gone! and not 
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One Friend to take his Fortune by the Arm, 
And go along with him. 

2 Ser, As we do turn our Backs 
From our Companion, thrown into his Grave, 
So his Familiars to his buried Fortunes 
Slink all away, leave their falfe Vows with him 
Like empty Purfes pick’d... And his poor felf 
A dedicated Beggar to the Air, i 
With his Difeafe, of-all fhun’d Poverty, 
Walks like Contempt alone... More of our:Fellows. 

Enter other Servants. 

Flav, All broken Implements of a ruin’d Houfe. 

3 Ser. Yet do our Hearts wear Tizon’s Livery, 
That fee I by our Faces; we are Fellows ftill, | 
Serving alike in Sorrow ; Leak’d is our Bark, 
And we, poor Mates, ftand on the dying Deck, 
Hearing the Surges threat: we muft all pare 
Into this Sea of Air. 

Flav. Good Fellows all, 
The lateft of my Wealth I’ll thare amongft you. 
Where-ever we fhall meer, for Tizmon’s fake, 
Let’s yet be Fellows. Let’s fhake our heads, and fay, 
As *twere a Knell unto our, Mafter’s Fortunes, 
We have feen better Days. Let each take fome; 
Nay put out all your Hands ; not one word more, 
‘Thus part, we rich in Sorrow, parting poor, 

| He gives them Mony, they Embrace, and part feveral ways. 
Oh the fierce Wretchednefs that Glory brings us! 
Who would not with to be from Wealth exempt, 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt 2 
Who would be fo mock’d with Glory, as to live 
But in a Dream of Friendthip 2 
To have his Pomp, and all what State compounds, 
But only painted like his varnith’d Friends : 
Poor honeft Lord ! brought low by his own Heart, 
Undone by goodnefs: ftrange unufual Blood, 
When Man’s worft Sin isy he does too much good, 
Who then dares to be half fo kind again 2 
For Bounty that makes Gods, does ftill mar Men, 
My deareft Lord, bleft to be moft accurs’d, 
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. Rich only to be wretched ; thy great Fortunes 
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i 2200 Timon of Athens. 
Ba ii 4 Are made thy chief Affli@ions. ‘Alas, kind Lord! ; 
a - He’s flung in a Rage from this ungrateful Seat hig Bla r 
BI Of monftrous Friends: ys ee Ba No 
Nor has he to fupply ‘his Life, oe Hy yi 
Or that which can command it : 5a) Wil ig 
T'll follow andenquire him out. deli Pk 
Ll ever ferve his Mind, with my beft will, mia The 
ai Whilft I have Gold; Dll be his Steward ftill. PExit. ne 
4 MaKe the 
| SCENE Il. The Woods ~~ ne 
Eater Timon. 1 aa shane Goel hoe abe 
Tim. O biefled breeding Sun, draw from theEarth *"* © ff She, W 
Rotten Humidity: ‘Below thy Sifter’s Orb en Wouk 
Infe& the Air. Twin’d Brothersof one Womb, Flot 
Whole Procreation; Refidence, and Birth, Shad aia Thow 
Scarce is dividant, touch them with feveral Fortunes; 9° 9 Amon, 
The greater fcorns the leffer. Not Nature, 5 ie Do thy 
To whom all Sores lay Siege, can beargreat Fortune!) FP Hil a] 
| But by:contempriof Nature. | Cr But yt 
i | Raife me this Beggar, and deny’t that Lord, og OR Wher 
Senn | The Senator fhall beat Contempt Hereditary, A} 8s Nay, f 
| | The Beggar native Honour. ; hee Rue 
| It is the Pafture lards the Beggar's fides, | 
The want that makes him lean. Who dares* who-daress > Al, 
In purity of Manhood, ftand upright, ; Tim, 
And fay, this Man’s a Flatterer ¢ If one be; i 107 For the 
So are they all, for every grize of Fortune st Ale 
Is {mooth’d by that below. The learned Pate © | gt 4 That a 
Ducks to the Golden Fool. All's Obloquy: - oe Se Tim, 
tial There’s nothing level in-our curfed Natures sls 407 For thy 
Hane But dire@ Villany. Therefore be abhorr’d, © ‘oiert Fon} The]: 
a) | All Feafts, Societies, and Throngs of Men. fi At as Ah, 
Tah His femblable, yea himfelf Timon difdains, a ana But jn 
: Lh Tim, 


Deftru@tion phang Mankind, Earth yield me Roots, webge 
[ Digging the Earth. | not de 
nai da We With M 





| Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his Pallate . 

t With thy moft operant Poifon. What is here? = 7 olga Fe Repiog 

| Gold? Yellow, glittering, precious Gold? codw 098E BF Then yp 

H No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, dB Bah in 

4 Roots you clear Heavens. Thus much of this will make * all h 
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Timon of Athens. , 


Black, White; Fowl, Fair; Wrong, Right; 
Bafe, Noble; Old, Young; Coward, Valiant. 
Ha, youGods! why this? what this, you Gods? why, this 
Will lug your Priefts and Servants from your fides : 
Pluck ftout Mens Pillows from below their Heads. 
This yellow Slave | 
Will knit and: break Religions, blefsth’accurs’d; » 
‘Make the hoar Leprofie ador’d, place Thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation 
With Senators on the Bench : This is it 
That makes the wappen’d Widow wed again ; 
She, whom the Spittle-Houfe, and ulccrous Sores, 
Would caft the gorge at; this embalms and {pices 
To th’ 4pril day again, Come, damn’d Earth, 
Thou common Whore of Mankind, that putteft odds 
Among the rout of Nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right Nature, | ALarth afar off. 
Haf a Drum. Fh’art quick, 
But yet Pil bury thee ———. Thou’It go ({trong Thief) 
When gouty Keepers of thee cannot ftand: : 
Nay, ftay thou out for earneft, Se sae 
Enter Alcibiades with Drum and Fife in warlike manner, 
and Phrinia and Timandras : 
Alc. What art-thou there? fpeak, wr 
Tim. A Bealt, as thou arte The Canker-gnaw thy Heart> ~ 
For fhewing me again the Eyes of Man. 
Alc, What is thy Name? is Man fo hateful-to thee; 
That art thy felf a Man 2 
Tim. lam Afifanthroposy and hate Mankind: . 
For thy part, I dowifh thou wert a Dog, 
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_ That I might love thee fomething. 


Alc, I know thee well: 
Burin thy Fortunes am unlearn’d and {trange, 
Tim. I know:-thee too, and more than that l know thee 
I not defire to know; Follow thy Drum, 
With Man’s Blood paint the grotind, Gules, Gules: 
Religious Cannons, civil Laws are cruel, 
Then what thould War be 2: This fell Whore of thine, 
Hath in her more deftrution than thy Swords 
For all her Cherubin look, 
Phri.. Thy Lips rot off, 
Vor. V. 
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Tim. 1 will:notkifs rhee, then the Rot returns 


‘To thine own Lips again. 


Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change ¢ 
Tim. Asthe Moondoes, by wanting Light to give: 
But then.renew 1 could not, like the Moon; 
There were no Suns to borrow of. 
‘Alc. Noble Timon, what Friendfhip may I do thee ¢ 
Tim. None, but to maintain my Opinion. 
Alc. What is it, Timon £ 
Tim. Promife me Friendthip, but perform none. 
1f thou wilt not promife, the Gods plagtie thee, for thou 
arta Man+ if thou: doft perform, confound thee, for thou 
art a Man. 
Alc. Lhave heard in-fome fort of thy Miferies. 
Tim. ‘Thou faw’ft them when I had Profperity. 
Alc. 1 fee them-now, then was a bleffed time. 
Tivew Asthine is now, held with a brace of Harlots. 
Timan. Is this th’ Athenian Minion; whom the World 
Voic'd fo regardfully 2 ee 
Tim. Axt thou Timandra ? 
Timan. Ys 
Tim. Be a Whore ftill, they love thee not that ufe thee, 
give them Difeafes, leaving with thee their Luft. _ Make 
ufe of thy fale Hours, feafon the Slaves for Tubs and Baths, 
bring down Rofe-cheek'd Youth to the Fubfaft, and the 
Diet. ' 
Tinan. Hang thee, Montfter. 
‘Alc, Pardon him, {weet Timandra; for his Wits 
- Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities. 
I have but little Gold of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof, doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious Band. I heard and griev’d, 
How curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth, 
Forgetting thy great Deeds, when neighbour States, 
But for thy-Sword:and Fortune, trod upon them--- 
Tim. Uprithee beat thy Drum, and get thee gone. 
Alc. Y amthy Friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. Wow dof thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble ¢ 
I had rather be.alone. cA 
Alc. Why fare thee well: Tigat : Hee 
Here is fome Gold ‘for thee. 
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Timon of Athens. 22103 
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alc. When have laid proud Arhens on a heap. 
Tim. War'lt thou ’gainft Athens ? 
Ak. Ay, Timon, and have caufe. 
Tim. lhe Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after, when thou haft conquer’d. 
Alc. Why me, Timon ? 
Tim, That by killing of Villains 
Lhou waft born to conquer my Country. 
Put up thy Gold. Go on, here’s Gold, goon; 
Be as a planetary Plague, whome Yove 
Will, o’er fome high-vic’d Ciry, hang his poifon 
In the fick Air: let not thy Sword skip one, 
Pity not honour’d Age for his white Beard, 
He isan Ufurer. Strike me the cousterfeit Matron, 
Itis her Habit only, that is honeft, ~ 3 
Her felf’s a Bawd. — Let not the Virgih’s Cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant Sword; for thofe Milk-Paps 
That through the window Barn bore at Mens Eyes, 
Are not within the Leaf of Pity writ, 
But fet them down horrible Traitors. Spare not the Babe 
Whofe dimpled files from Fools exhauft their Mercy ;. 
Think it a Baftard, whom the Oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, ‘thé Throat thall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft Obje&s, 
Put Armour on thine Ears, and on thine Eyes, 
Whofe proof, nor yells of Mothers, Maids, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Priefts in holy Veftments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot.’ There’s Gold to pay thy Soldiers. 
Make large Confufion ; and thy fury fpent, | 
Confounded be thy felf: Speak not, be gone. 
Alc, Haft thou Gold yer 2 I'll take the Gold thou sivelt 
me, not all thy Counfel. — 
; Tim. Doft thou, or doft thow not, Heav’ns Curfe’ upon 
thee. 
Both, Giveusfome Gold, good Timon, haft thou more? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfwear her Trade, 
And to make Whores, a Bawd.” “Hold up, ‘you Sluts, 
Your Aprons mountant, you are not Othable, 
Although I know you'll fwear, terribly fwear, 
Into ftrong fhudders, and to héavenly Agues 
| K 2 
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2204 Timon of Athens. 
Th’ immortal Gods that hear: you... Spare yout Oaths : 
I'll truft to your Conditions,..be. Whores fill. 
And he whofe pious Breath feeks jto..convert, You, 
Be ftrong in Whore, allure him,..burn him.up- 
Let your clofe Fire predominate his Smoaky ,,.. Fos: 
And be no Turn-costs :.yct may your pains: fx Months, 
Be quite contrary..; And thatch | 
Your poor thin Roofs, with, burthens of the Deady 
(Some that were hang’d.) ;no.matter.+ f 
Wear them, betray with them;. whore fti'l. 
Paint *tilla Horfe may. mire upon your Faces 
A Pox of Wrinkles. | 
Both. Well, more Gold ——. what. thené¢ 
Believe that we'll do. any thing for Gold, 
Tim. Confumptions fow , 
In hollow Bones of Man,. {trike their dharp Shins, 
And mar Mens fpurriag., Crack the Lawyer's Voices 
Fhat he may never more-falfe. Title plead, wat 
Nor found his Quillets fiirilly.; Hoar the Flamen, crt 
That {colds againft the. quality of, Flefh, Mi bith 
And not believes himfelf£:. Dowa withthe. Nofes. ut 
Down with it flat, take the, Budge quite awey 
Of him, ‘that his particular to forefee : (bald3. 
Smelis from the.general, Weal....| Make, cusl’d: Pate Rufhans 
And let the unfcarr'd Braggarts of. the Wear ron 
Derive fome,paindrom -you, |, Plague all, nh 
That your activity, may defeat, \and quell nas 
The fource of all Erection. . There’s more Goid. ue 
Do you Damn others, and,jet this, Damn ‘you, ea 
And Ditches grave,you all. ; Rea us 
Both, More couniel -with,more Mony, bounteous Timon 
Tim. More Whore,’ more Mifchief firft; I-have give” 
you earneft. ) ia met 
Alc. Strike up the Drum towards Arhens; farewel Timon: 
if T thrive well, Ill vifit thee agains wap fe 
Tim. Tf I hope well, Pll never fee thee: mores of 
Alc. I never did thee harm. hy oo 
Tim. Yet, thou fpok ft:well of me. : 3) 


4c. CalPf thou that harm 3. ‘2 it Sanwa i 


Tims. Men daily find it..-Gettheeawayse 6 4) 00 LAL 


And take thy Beagles with thee. 
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Timon of Athens. 22.0% 
Alc, We butoffend bim, ftrike. | Exes at. 


Tim, That Nature being fick of Man’s Unkindneds 
Should yet be hungry: ‘Common Mother, thou 
Whofe Womb unmeafurable;-and infinire’ Breaft 
Teems and feeds all; whofe felf me mettle 
Whereof thy proud Child, arrogant Man, is puft, 
Engenders the black ‘Toad, and Adder blew, 

The gilded Newt, and Eyeléfs venom'’d Worm, 
With all the abhorred Births below crifp Heaven, 
Whereon Hyperions quickning Fire doth fhine; 
Yield him, who all thé Human Sons do’s hate, 
From forth thy plenteous Bofom, one poor Root. 
Enfear thy Fertile, and Conceptious Womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingrateful Man. | 

Go great with Tygers, lragons, Wolves and Bear's, 
Teem with new Monfters, whom thy upward Face - 
Hath to the marbled Manfion all above 

Never prefented. ‘O, a Root dear Thanks : 
Dry up thy Marrowsy Veins, and Plough-torh Leas, 
Whereof ingrateful Man’ with Liquorifh Draughrs 
And Morfels unctious, greafes his pure Mind, 








3 Enter Apemantus. 
More Man? Plagne, Plague: 

Apem, was direted ‘hither.’ Men’ report; 
Thou doft affe& my Manners,’ and doft ufe'them? _ 
Tim. ’Tisthen, becaufe thou doft not keep a Dog 
Whom [ would imitate; Confumption ‘catch thee, 
Apem, Thisisintheé a Nature but affected, 


? 


From changeof Fortune. Why this Spade? this place? , 
This Slave-like Habit, and thefe looks of Care 2 
Thy ‘Flatterers yet wear Silk, drink Wine, lye foft, 
Hug their difeafed Perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Titon was. Shame not thefe Woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 
Be thou a Flatterer now, and *feek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee; hinge thy Knee, 
And let his very Breath whom thowlt obferve 
Biow off thy Cap; praife his moft-vicious Strain, 
And call it exccllent ;thou waft told thus: 

K 3 Thou 


























































2206 Timon Redes 
Thou-gay’ft thine Ears, like ‘Tapfters, that bid welcome; 
To Kaaves, and all Approachers : ’ Its moft juft 
That thou turn Rafcal, hadft thou Wealth again, 


Rafcals fhould hav't. Do not aflume my Likenefs. 
Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my {elf 


Apem, Thou hat caft away thy felf, being like chy felf 


A Mad-man fo long, nowa Fool: What think’ft 
That the bleak Air, thy boifterous Chamberlain, 

Will put thy Shirt on warm ¢ Will thee moift Trees, 

That have out-liv’d the Eagle, page thy Heels, 

And Skip when thou point’ft out ¢ Will the cold Brook 

Candied with Ice, cawdle thy morning tafte 

To cure thy o’er-night’s Surfeit ? Call the Creatures, 

Whofe naked Natures live in all the fpight; 

OF wreekful Heaven, whofe bare unhoufed Trunks, 

To the confli@ing Elements expos’d, 

Anfwer meer Nature ; bid them flatter thee; 

Oh! thou fhalt find 
Tim. A Fool of thee; depart. 
Apem. 1 love thee better now than e’er I did. 
Tim. I hate thee worfe. 

Apem. Why ? 

Tim. Thou flatter’ft Mifery. 

Apem. T flatter not, but fay thou art a Cayti ff. 

Tim. Why doft thou feek me out ¢ 

Apem. To vex thee. ; 

Tim. Always a Villain’s Office, or a Pools. 
Doft pleafe thy felfin’t 2 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What! a Knave too? 

Apem. Tfthou didft put this fowre cold Habit on 
To caftigate thy Pride, *twere well; but thou 
Doft it enforcedly : Thou’dft Courtier be again, 
Wert thou not Beggar ; willing Mifery 
Out-lives incertain Pomp; “is crown’d before: 
The one is filling ftill, never Compleat ; ) 
The other, at high wifh, beft ftate Contentlefs, 
Hath a diftraéted and moft wretched Being, 
Worfe than the worft, Content. 

Thou thouldftdefire to die, being miferable. 
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Tim. Not by his Breath, that is more miferable. 
Thou art a Slaves whom Fortune’s tender Arm 
With Favour never clafpt; but bred.a Dog. | 
Hadft thou like us from our firft {wath proceeded, 
Through fweet Degrees that this brief World affords, 
To fuch as may the paflive Drugs of it 
Freely command; thou wouldft have plung’d thy felf 
In general Riot, melted down thy Youth 
In different Beds of Luft, and never learn’d 
The icy Precepts of Refpe@, but followed 
The. Sugared Game before thee. But my felf, ee 
Who had the World as my Confectionary, 
The Mouths, the Tongues, the Eyes, the Hearts of Men, 
At Duty more than I could frame Employments; . ._ 
That numberlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves - . 
Do on the Oak, have with one Winters brufh 
Fall’n from their Boughs, and left me open bare, 
For every Storm that blows. I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is fome burthen. 
Thy Nature did commence in Sufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’t.. Why fhouldit thou hate Men. ¢ 
They never flatter’d thee. What haft thou given? 
If thou wilt Curfe; thy Father, that poor Rag, 
Mutt be thy Subje& ; who in fpight put ftuff 
To fome She-Beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor Rogue, hereditary. Hence | be gone 
If thou hadft not been born the worft of Men, 
Thou hadft been a Knave and Flatterer. 
Apem, Art thou proud yet ¢ 
Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 
Apem, 1, that I was no Prodigal. 
Tim. 1, that [am one now. , 
Were all the Wealth I have fhut up in_thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone: 
That the whole Life of -dthens were in this, 
Thus would I eat it. | Eating a Root. 
Apem. Here I will mend thy Feaft. 
Tim. Firft mend my Company, take away. thy {elf, 
Apem. So I hall mend mine own, by th’lack of thine, 
Tim. *Tis not well mended fo, it 1s by botcht ; 
If not, I would it were. 
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2208 Timon & Apeos. 


Apem. What wouldft thou have to Athens ? 

Tim. Theethither'in a Whirlwind ;..1f thou wilt, 
Tell them.there [have Gald, look, {oI have... 

Apem. Here is no ule for Gold, 

Tim. ‘The beft.and truelt : 
For here” it fleéps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem, Where ly ita Nights, Timon? 

Tim. Under that’s.above me, | 
Where feed’ft thou a Days, -dpemantus.¢ Riya 

Apem, Where my Stomach finds Mear,, or rather where 
I eat it. eof] 

Tim. Would Poifon were obedient, and knew, my, Mind, 

Apem Where wouldft thou fendit@ | at © 

Tim. To fawce thy Difhes. t udetocn. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft, but 
the extremity of both ends, When thou walt an :thy Gilt, 
and thy Perfume, they mockt thee, for too much, ¢urio- 
fity; in thy Rags thou knoweft none, but art..defpis'd for 
the contrary. There's a Medler for thee, eat, It. 

Tim. Onwhat I hate, [ feed not. 

Apem. Dott hate a Medler 2 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee, 





































have loved thy. felf better now. What Man did’ft thou ever 
know unthrift, that was beloved after his Means? 


thou ever know belov’d 2 
Apem. My felf. ” + ifiw 
Tim, Lunderftand thee, thou _hadft. fome Means. to keep 
a Dog. ig 
Apem. What things in the. World ,canft thou nearcft 
it compare to thy Flatterers ¢ ay uodak 
By Tim. Women neareft; but Men, Men are: the. things 
a themfelves. What wouldft thou do with the World. 4pe- 
ia | | saanies, if it lay in thy Power 2 ; 
Ai Apem. Give it the Beafts, to be rid of the Men.. > 
ie i Tim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion of 
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Men, and remain a Beaft with the Beafts, _ 
Apem. Ay, Timon. See Oe er 
Tim. A bealtly Ambition, which the Gods _grant,. thee 
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Apem. And th’hadft hated Medlers fooner, thou fhouldit 


Tim. Who without thofe Means thou talk’it of, didft: 
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tattain to. If thou wert the Lyon, the Fox would beguilg 
thee; if thou wert the Lamb, the Fox would eat thee; if 
thou wert the Fox; the Lyon would fufpe& thee, when 
peradventure thou weft accusd by the Als; if thou wert 
the Afs, thy dulnefs would torment thee ; and ftill thou 
liv’it but as a'Breakfaft'to the Wolf. If thou wert the 
Wolf, thy greedinefs would affli@ thee, and oft thou 
fhouldft hazard thy Life for thy. Dinner. . Wert. thou the 
Unicorn, Pride and Wrath, would confound thee, and make 
thine’ own felf the Conquelt of thy Fury. Wert thou 3 
Bear, thou wouldft be kill’d by the Horfe; wert thou a 
Horfes' thou wouldft be feized by the Leopard; wert thou 
a Leopard, thou wert German to the Lyon, and the {pots 
of thy Kindred, were Jurors on thy. Life. All thy fafety 
were remotion, and thy Defence abfence. What Beait 


‘couldit thou be, that were not fubjc& to a Beaft ; and what 


a Beaft are thou already, and feeft not thy Lofs in Tranf- 
formation, 
_Apem. IF thou couldft pleafe me 
With {peaking to me thou might 
Have hit upon it here. ' 
The Commonwealth of Athens is become 
A°Foreft' of Beafts, ~ 
Tim. How has the Afs broke the Wall, that thou art 
out of the City. Sages | 
Apem. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter —— 


‘The Plague of Company light upon thee; 


I will fear to catch it, and give way. _ 
When I know not what elfe to do, 
I'll fee thee again, “a 
Tim, When there is nothing liying but thee, 
Thou fhalt be welcome, 
Thad rather be a Beggar’s Dog 
Than’ Apenpantus. ! | 
Apem. Thou art the Cap 
Of all the Fools ‘alive, 
Tim. Would thou, wert clean enough 
To {pit upon. ~~ 
“Apem. A Plague on thee, 
Thou art too bad to Curfe, 
“Tim. All Villains 
on That 
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That do ftand by thee, are pure. 
Apem, There is no Leprofie 
But what thou fpeak’ft. 
Tim. Uf T name thee, I'll beat thee ; 
But I fhould infe& my Hands. 
Apem, 1 would my Tongue 
Could rot them off. 
Tim. Away thou iffue of a mangy Dog: 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alrve; 
I {wound to fee thee. 
Apem. Would thou wouldft burft. 
Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, 


a Stone by thee. 
Apen. Beatt! 
Tim. Slave! 
Apem. Toad! 
Tim. Rogue! Rogue! Rogue! 
I am fick of this falfe World, and will love nought 
But even the meer neceflities upon't: 
Then Timon prefently prepare thy Grave ; 
Lye where the Light Foam of the Sea may beat 


{ am forry I fhall lofe 


Thy Grave-ftone daily ;. make thine Epitaph, 

That Death in me, at others Lives may laugh. 

© thou {weet King-Killer, gad dear Divorce 

Twixt natural Son and Sires thou bright defiler 

Of Hymens pureft Bed, thou valiant AZars, 

Thou ever, young, frefh, loved, and delicate wooer;, 
Whofe Bluth doth thaw the confecrated: Snow, 

That lies on Dians Lap. Thou vifible God, 

That fouldreft clofe Impofhibilities, 

And mak’ft themkifs; that fpeak’ ft with every Tongue 

To every purpofe; O thou touch of Hearts, 

Think thy flave Man Rebels, and by thy Virtue 

Set them into confounding odds, that Beafts 

May have the World in Empire. 

Apem. Would *twere fo, 

But not till Iam dead. ll fay th’hatt Gold ; 8 
"Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly. | Fis sei B+ 
Tim, Throng’d too? — ear | 
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Apem, Ay. 

Tim. Thy Back, I prithee. 

Apem. Live; and love thy Mifery. 

Tim. Long livé fo, and fo die. Iam quit. 

Apem. Mo things like Men- 

Eat, Timon, and abhor them. | Exit Apeman. 
Enter the Banditti. 

1 Band. Where fhould he have this Gold, It is fome poor 
Fragment, fome flender Ort.of his Remainder: The meer 
want of Gold, and the falling from of his. Friends, drove 
him into this Melancholy. 

2 Band. \t is nois’d 
He hath a Mafs of ‘Treafure. 7 

3 Band. Let us make the aflay upon him,.if he care not 
for’t, he will fupply us eafily: Ef he covetoufly referve it, 
how fhall’s get it? 

2 Band. True; for he bears it not about him: 

*Tis hid. 

1 Band. Is not this he? 
All. Where? 

2 Band. ’¥is his Defcription. 

3 Band. He; I know him. 

All, Save thee, Timon. 

Tim, Now Thieves. 

All. Soldiers, not Thives. 

Tim. Both too, end Womens Sons. 

All, We are not Thieves, but Men 
That much do want. at 

Tim. Your greateit want is, you want much of Meat : 
Why fhould you want? Behold, the Earth hath Roots; 
Within this Mile break forth an hundred Springs ; | 
The Oaks bear Maft, the Briers Scarlet Hips, . 

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each Bufh, 
Lays her full Mefs before you. Want? why want? 
1 Band. We cannot live on Grafs, on Berries, Water, 
As Beafts, and Birds, and Fifhes. | 
Tim. Nor on the Beafts themfeves, the Birds and Fithes, 
You muft eat Men. Yet thanks I muft you con, 
That you are Thieves profeft ; that you work not 
In holier Shapes; for there is boundlefs Theft 
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{n limited Profeffions. Rafcal Thieves, 
Here's Gold. Go, fuck the fubtle Blood o’th Grape, 
Till the high Feaver feeth your Blood,to Froth, 

And fo {cape hanging. Truft not the Phyfician, 

His Antidotes are Poifon, and:he flays 

More than you Rob: Take wealth, and live together, 
Do Villainy do, fince-you proteft to do’t, 

Like Workmen, I'll Example you with Thievery: 
The Sun’s.a Thief, and with his great Attraction 
Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon’s'an Arrant Thief, 
And her pale fire fhe fnatches from the Sun. 

The Sea’s a Thief, ‘whofe liquid Surge refolves 

The Moon into Sale Tears. The Earth’s a Thief, 
That feeds and breeds by 2 compofture ftoln 

From gen’ral Excrement : Each things a Thief. 

The Laws, your curband whip, in their rough Power 
Has uncheck’d theft. Love not your felves, away, 
Rob one another, there’s more Gold; Cut Throats} 
All that you meet are Thieves: To Athens go, 
Break open Shops, nothing can you Steal 


But Thieves do lofe it: Steal not lefs, for this T give you, _ 


And Gold confound you howfoe'er: -dmen, [ Exit. 
3 Band. H’as almott charm’d me from my Profeffion, “by 


perfwading me to it. 
1 Band. ’Tis in the malice of Mankind, that he thus ad- 


vifes us, not to have us thrivé in our myftery. 
» Band. Vl believe him as an Enemy, 
And give over my Trade. 


1 Band. Let us firft fee Peace in Athens, there is no time 


fo miferable but a Man may be'true.. [ Exewnt Thieves. 
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A) Gist cM plt§0@ Ba Nv I. 
| SCENE The Woods and Timon’s Cave. 


Enter Flavius to Timon. 


eas you. Gods! 
Is yond defpis’d and ruinous Man my Lord? 


Full of decay and failing? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good. Deeds, evilly beftow’d! | 
What an alteration of honour has defp’rate want made? 
What vilder thing upon the Earth, than Friends, 
Who can bring nobleft Minds to bafeft Ends 
How rarely does it meet with this times guife, 
When Man was witht to loye.his Enemies: 
Grant I may ever love, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe.that do. 
H’as caught me in his Eye, I will prefent my honeft Grief 
Unto him; and; as my Lord, ftill ferve him with my Life. 
My deareft Matter, 
Tim. Away:,What.art thou? 
Flav. Have you forgot me, Sir? 
Tim, Why doft ask that? I have forgot, all Men. 
Then if thou grunt’ft th’ art a Man, 
I have forgot thee. | 
Flav. An honeft poor Servant of yours, 
Tim. Then I know .thee not: 
I ne’er had honeft Man about me, I, all... 
I kept were Knaves, to ferve in meat to Villains. 
Flav. The Gods are witnefs, 
Never did poor Steward wear a truer Grief 
For his undone Lord, than mine Eyes for you. 
Tim. What, doft thou weep ?. Come. nearer, then I 
love thee 
Becaufe thou art a Woman, and difclaim’ft 
Flinty Mankind; whofe Eyes do never give, 
But through Luft and Laughter, Pity’s Sleeping ; 
Strange times that weep with laughing, net with weeping. 


Flav, 
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Flav. \beg of you to know me, eood my Lord, 
T’ accept my Grief, and whilft this poor wealth latts, 
To entertain me as your Steward ftill. 

Tim, Had 1 a Steward 
So true, fo jult, and now fo comfortable ¢ 
Tt almoft turns my dangerous Nature wild. 

Let me behold thy Face : Surely, this Man 
Was born of Woman. 
Forgive my general, and exceptlefs rafhnefs 
You perpetual fober Gods. I do proclaim 

One honeft Man 5 Miftake me not, but one: S 
No more I prays and he’s a Steward. : | 
How fain would I have hated all Mankind, 

And thou redeem’ft thy felf = But all fave thee, 

I fell with Curfes. 

Methinks thou art more honeft now than wife: 

For, by opprefling and betraying me, — 

Thou might’ft have fooner got another Service. 

For many fo arrive at fecond Matters, tu 

Upon their F+{t Lord’s Neck. But tell me true, 

For I mutt ever doubt, though ne’er fo fure, 

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, 

Is't not a ufuring Kindnefs,and.as rich Men deal Gifts, ; 
Expeding in return twenty for ones 4a 

Flay. No, my moft worthy Matter, in whofe Breaft 

Doubt and Sufpect, alas, are plac’d too late; 

You fhould have fear’d falfe times, when you did feaft; | 
Sufpe& {till comes where an Eftate is leaft. 

That which I thew, Heav'n knows, is meerly Love, 

Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched Mind, 

Care of your Food and Living: And believe it, 

My moft honour’d Lord, vA 

For any benefit that points to me; y | 

Hither in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange 

For this one With, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your felf. 

Tim. Look thee, ’tis fo ; thou fingly honeft Man, 

Here take; the Gods ‘out of my milery, 

Have fent thee Treafure. Go, live rich and happy: 

But thus condition’g; thou fhale build from Men: 


Hate 
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, Hate all, Curfe all, fhew Charity to none, 
' But let the famifht Fleth flide from the Bone; 
E’er thou relieve the Beggar, Give to Dogs 
What thou deny’ft to Men. Let Prifons fwallow ‘em, 
Debts wither ’em to nothing, be Men like blafted Woods 
And may Difeafes lick up their falfe Bloods, 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 
Flav. O Ict me ftay and comfort you my Mafter. 
Tim. \f thou hat’ft Curfes, 
Stay not; Fly, whilft thou art bleft and free: 
Ne’er fee thou Man, and let me ne’er fee thee. | Exxennt. 
Enter Poet and Painter. 
Pain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far 


" Where he abides, 
| Poet. What’s to be thought of him? 
; Does the Rumour hold for true, 
That he’s fo full of Gold? 
b Pain. Certain. 
aa Alcibiades reports it : Prrinia and Timandra 
Ue, Had Gold of him, he likewife enrich’d 


| Poor ftragling Soldiers, with great quantity. 
’Tis faid, he gave unto his Steward 


4) Gilt A mighty Sum. ’ 
Poet. ‘Then this breaking of his, 
hofe Breit Has been but a try for his Friends. 
Pain. Nothing elfe: 
ou did fel - You fhall fee him a Palm in Athens again, 
And flourith with the higheft. 
y Love Therefore, ’tis not amifs, we tender our Loves 
To him, in this fuppos’d diftrefs of his: 
sit Tt will fhew honeftly in us, 
ny And is very likely to load our purpofes 
With what they travail for, 
If it be a juft and true Report, that goes 
sth OF his having. | 
Aa. Poet. What have you now 
aN To prefent unto him? 
nell 


Pain. Nothing at this time 

_ But my Vifitation: Only I will promife him 

fp An excellent; Piece, BSR 
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Poet. 1 mufk ferve him fo too ; 
Tell him of an intent that’s coming toward him, 
Pain. Good as the betts 
Promifing is the very Air oth’ Time; 
It opens the Eyes of Expectation. 
Performance is ever the duller for his act, 
And but in the plainer and fimpler kind of Peopies 
The deed of Saying is quite out of ufe. 
To promife, is moft Courtly and Fafhionable; 
Performance is a kind of Will or Teftament, 
Which argues a great Sicknefs in his Judgment 
That makes it. 
Exter Timon from his Caves 
Tim. Excellent Workman, 
Thou canft not paint a Man fo: bad 
As is thy felf. 
Poet. Lam thinking ~ . | 
What I thall fay I have provided for him: 
It muft be a perfonating of himfelf; 
A Satyr agaiaft the foftnefs of Profperity, 
With a Difcovery of the infinite Flatteries . 
That follow Youth and Opulency. 
Tim. Mutt thou needs, 
Stand.for a Villain in chine own Work? 
Wilt thou whip thine own Faults in other Men? 
Do fo, I have Gold for thee. 
Poet. Nay let’s feek him. 
Then do we Sin againft our own Eftate, 
When we may profit meet, and come too late, 
Pain. True: 
When the Day ferves before black corner'd Night; 
Find what thou want’ft, by free and offer’d light. 
Come. 
Tim, Tll meet you. at the turn: 
What a God’s Gold, that he is worfhipt 
In a bafer Temple, than where Swine feed? 
°Tis thou that rigg’ft the Bark, and plow’ft the Fome, 
Setleft admired reverence in a Slave, | e 
To thee be worfhip, and thy Saints for aye: 
Be crown’d with Plagues, ‘that thee alone obeys: « 
wJis fit I meet them, 
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Poet, Hail! worthy Timon, _ 

Pain. Qur late Noble Mailer. 

Zim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honeft Men2 

Poet. Sir, Having often of your Bounty tafted, 
Hearing you were retir’d, your Friends faln off, 
Whofe thanklefs Natures, Oh abhorred Spirits! 
Not all the Whips of Heaven are laige enough——— 
What! to you! | | 
Whofe Star-like Noblenefs gave Life and I: fluence 
To their whole Being! I am rapt, and cannot cover 
The monftrous bulk of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of Words. 

Tim. Let it go, _ | 
Naked Men may {fee’t the better : : 
You that are honeft, by being what you are, 
Make them beft feen and known. 

Pain. He, and my felf, 
Have travell’d in the great Shower of your Gifts, 
And {weetly felt it. 

Zim. Ay, you are honeft Men. 

Pain, We are hither come 
To offer you our Service. 

Tim. Moft honeft Men! 
Why how thall I requite you? eorents 
Can you eat Roots, and drink cold Water ?2 no. 

Both. What we can do, 
We'll do, to do you Service. 
- Tim. Y’are honeft Men; 
You've heard that I have Gold, 
Tam fure you have, fpeak truth, y’are honeft Men. 

Pain. So it is faid, my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend, nor T. | 

Tim. Good honeft Man; thou draw’ft a Counterfeit 
Beit in all Ashens, thou’rt indeed the beft, : 
Thou counterfeit’ moft lively. 

Pain. So, fo, my Lord. 

Tim. E’en fo, Sir, as ¥fay. And for thy FiGion). 
Why thy Verfe fwells with Ru€ fo fine and fmooth, 
That thou art even Natural in thine Art. 


VoL. V. L But 
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Know his grofs p 
Keep him in your 
That he’s a made-up Villain. 
Pain. 1 know none 


Poet. Nor I. 


But for all this, my honeft- 
I muft needs fay you have a little F 
Marry °tiS not mon 
You take much pains to mend. 
Both. Befeech your Honour 
To make it known to US. 
Tim. Youll take it ill. 
Both. Moft thankfully, 
Tim. Will you indeed @ 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy Lord. 
Tim. There’s never a one of yo 
That mightily deceives you. 
Both. Do we, my Lord? 
Tim, Ay, and you hear him cogg, 
atchery, love him, 
Bofom, yet remain aflur'd 


ftrous in you, neit 


Tim. Look you, 


I love you well, 
Rid me thefe Villains fr 
Hang them, 
Confound them b 
\'ll give you Gold enough. 

Both, Namethem, my Lor 


V'll giv 


or {tab them, dr 


ry 


my Lord. 


e you Gold, 


Timon of Athens. 


naturd Friends, 
quit, 


her with f 


ubuttrufts a Knave, — 


fee him diffembles 


feed him, 


fuch, my Lord. 


om your Companies; 


own them in the draught, 
y fome Courfe, and come to me, 


d, let’s*know them. 


Tim. You that way, and you this; 


Yet an arch Vill 
1f where thou art, 
Come not near him. 
But where one Villain ts, 

Hence, pack, there’s Gold, 
You have work for 
You are an Alchymi 


But two in Company : 
iach Man apart, all fingle and alone, 
ain keeps him Company: 
two Villains fhall not be, 
If thou would’ft not refide 
then him abandon. 

ye came for Gold ye 
me; there’s Payment, thences 


ft, make Gold of that 
[ Beating an 


Out Rafeal Dogs. 


Enter Flaviu 


7 . sand two Senators. 
Flav. Ic is in vain that you would {peak with Timon: 
For he is fet fo only to himfelf, 
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That nothing but himfelf, which looks like Man, 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his Cave. 
It is our part and promife to th’ Athenians 
To {peak with Timex. | 

2 Sen. At all times alike 
Menare not {till the fame; ‘twas Time and Griefs 
That fram’d him thus. Time with his fairer Hand, 
Offering the Fortunes of his former Days, 
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The former Man may make him ; bring us to him 


And chance it as it may. 
Flav. Here is his Cave: 
Peace and Content be here, Ti#zon ! Timsox ! 
Look out, and fpeak to Friends - Th’ Athenians 
By two of their moft reverend Senate greet thee; 
Speak to them, Noble 7imoz. 
Enter Timon out of his Cave, 
Tim. Thou Sun that comfort burn, 
Speak and be hang’d: 
For each true Word a Blifter, and each falfe 
Be as a Cauterizing to the root o’th’ Tongue, 
Confuming it with fpeaking. 
1 Sen, Worthy Timon. 
Tim. OF none but fuch as you, 
And you of Timon. 
r Sen, The Senators of Athens greet thee, Timoni 
Tim. I thank them, 
And would fend them back the Plague; 
Could [ but catch it for them. 
1 Sen. O forget 
What we are forry for our felves in thee : 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to .dthens, who have thought 
On {pecial Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beft ufe and wearing. 
2 Sen. They confefs 
Toward thee, forgetfulnefs too general grofs, 
Which now the publick Body, which doth feldom 
Play the Recanter, feeling in it felf 
A lack of Timon's Aid, hath Sence withal 
Of it’s own fall, reftraining Aid to Timon, 


| And 
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And fends forth us to make their forrowed renders 
Together with a Recompence more fruitful 
Than their Offence can weigh down by the Dram, 
Ay, even fuch heaps and fumsof Love and Wealth, 
As (hall to thee blot out what Wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the Figures of their Love, 
Even to read them thine. 
Tim. You witch me init, 
Surprize me to the very brink of Tears; 
Lend mea Fool’s Heart, and a Woman's Eyes, 
And T’ll beweep thefe Comforts, worthy Senators. 
+ Sen. Therefore fo pleafethee to return with us, 
And of our Athens, thine and ours to take 
The Captainfhip, thou fhalt be met with Thanks, 
Allowed with abfolute Power, and thy good Name 
Live with Authority; {0 foon we fhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wild, 
Who like a Boar too favage, doth root up 
His Country’s Peace. 
2 Sen. And fhakes his threatning Sword 
Againft the Walls of Athens. 
1 Sen. Therefore, Timon 
Tim. Well Sir, I will; therefore I will Sir, thus----- 
If Alcibiades kill my Countrymen, 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon; 
That Timon cares not. But if he fack fair Athens, 
And take our goodly aged Men by th’ Beards, 
Giving our Holy Virgins to the ftain 
OF contumelious, beaftly, mad-brain'd War; 
Then let him know, and tell him Timon {peaks it, 
In pity of our Aged, and our Youth, 
I cannot chufe but tell him that I care not, 
And let him take’t at worft; for their Knives care not, 
While you have ‘Throats to anfwer. For my felf, 
There’s not a whittle in th’ unruly Camp, 
But I do prize it at my Love, before 
The reverend’ Throat in Athens, So Lleave you 
To the Proteétion of the profperous Gods, — 
As Thieves to Keepers. 
Flav. Stay not, all’s in-vain- 
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Tim. Why I was writing of my Epitaph, 
Tt will be feento Morrow. My long ficknefs 
Of Health and Living, now begins to mend, 
And nothing brings me allthings. Go, live ftill, 
Be Alcibiades your Plague; you his; 
And laft fo long enough. 
1 Sen. We {peak in vain. 
Tim. But yet I lovemy Country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wrack, 
As common Brute doth put it. | 
1 Sen. That’s well fpoke. 
Zim. Commend me to my loving Countrymen. 
: t Sen. Thefe Words become your Lips, as they pafs thro’ 
them. | : 
_ 2 Sen, And enter into our Ears like great Triumphets 
In their applauding Gates. 
Tim. Commend me to them, 
And tell them, that to eafe them of their Griefs, 
Their fears of Hoftile Strokes, their Aches, Loffes, 
Their pangs of Love, with other incident throws 
That Nature’s fragile Veffel doth fuftain | 
In Life’s uncertain Voyage, I will fome kindnefs do them, 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades Wrath, , 
2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again, 
Tim. I havea Tree which grows here in my Clefe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And thortly muftI fell ic. Tell my Friends, 
Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 
From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe 
To ftop Affliction, let him take his hafte ; | 


_ Come hither e’er my Tree hath felt the Ax, 
_ And hang himfelf. I pray you do my greeting. 


_ Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you ftill thall 


‘ Find him. 


Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his Everlafting Manfion 
Upon the beached Verge of the fale Flood, 
Which once a Day with his emboffed Froth 
The turbulent Surge fhall cover ; thither come, 
And let my Grave-ftone be your Oracle: 
: L 3 Lips, 
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Lips, let four words go by, and Language end: | 


What is amifs, Plague and Infection mend. 
Graves only be Mens Works, and Death their Gain, 


Sun, hide thy Beams, Timox hath done his Reign. 
| Exit Timon, 


1 Sen. His Difcontents are unremoveably coupled to 
Nature. 
2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead; let us return, 
And ftrain what other means is left unto us 
In our dead peril. . 
1 Sen. It requires {wift foot. [ Exennt 
Enter two other Senators, with a Meffenger. 
1 Sen. Thou haft painfully difcover dare his Files . 
As full as they report ¢ : 
Mef, I have {poke the leatt. 
Befides, his Expedition promifes prefent approach. 
> Sen. We ftand much hagard, if they bring not Temon. 
Mef. I met a Courier, one mine ancient Friend, 
Whom though in general part we were oppos'd, 
Yet our old love made a particular force, . 
And made us {peak like Friends, This Man was riding . 
From Alcibiades to Timon’s Cave, 
With Letters of Intreaty, which imported 
His Fellowfhip i’th’ caufe againft your City, 
In part for his fake movd. 
Enter the other Senators. 
1 Sex. Here come our Brothers. | eh 
3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of bim expec, 
The Enemies Drum is heard, and fearful fcouring 
Doth choak the Air with Daft: In,.and prepare, 
Ours is the Fall I fear, our Foes the Snare, [ Ex 
Enter a Soldier in the Woods, feeking Timon, 
Sol. By all Defcription this fhou'd. be the Place. +4 
Who's here? Speak ho,——No anfwer 3 ——What is this?-«= 
Timon is dead, who hath out-ftretcht his Span, 
Some Beaft read this; there does not live a Man. 
Dead fure, and this his Grave, what’s on this Tombé 
I cannot read; the Character I’ take with Wax; 
Our Captain hath in every Figure skill, 
An aged Interpreter, tho’ young, in, Days: 
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Before proud Athens he's fet down by this, | 
Whofe Fall the mark of his Ambition is. [ Exit 


SCENE II. The Walls of. Athens. 
Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with bis Powers. 
Alc. Sound to this coward and lafcivious Town, 


Our terrible approach. 
[Sound a Parley. The Senators appear upon the Walls. 


“Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 


With all licentious Meafure, making your Wills 
The {cope of Juftice, “Till now my felf, and fuch 
As flept within the fhadow of your Power, | 
Have wander’d with our traverft Arms, and breath’d 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is fluth, 
When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries, of it felf, no more: Now breathlels wrong, 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of eafe, 
And purfy Infolence hall break his, Wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 

1 Sen. Noble and young; 
When thy firft Griefs were but a meer Conceit, 
E’er thou hadft Power, or we-had caufe to fear, 
We fent to thee, to give thy Rages Balm, 
To wipe out qur Ingratitude, with Loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sex. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our City’s Love 
By humble Meffage, and by promis’d Means: 


_ We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common ftroke of War. 


1 Sen. Thefe Walls of ours 
Were not erected by their Hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your Grief: Nor are they fuch 
That thefe great Tawers, Trophies, and Schools fhould fall 
For private. Faults in them, 

2 Sex. Nor are they living 
Who were the Motives that you firft went out, 
Shame, that they wanted Cunning in excefs, 
Hath broke their Hearts. March, Noble Lord, 
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Into our City with thy Banners {pred, 
By Decimation and a tithed Death; 
If thy Revenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loaths, take thou the deftin’d tenth, 
And by the hazard of the {potted die, 
Let die the {potted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended: 
For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take, 
On thofethat are, Revenge: Crimés, like Lands; 
Are not inherited. Then dear Countryman, 
Bring in thy Ranks, but leave without thy Rage, 
Spare thy uAtheniaw Cradle, and thofe Kin 
With thofe that have offended, hke a Shepherd, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’ infected forth, 
But kill not all togethér. 

2 Sen. What thou wile, 

Thou rather fhalt enforce it with thy Smile, 
Than hew to’t with thy Swerd. . 

1 Sen, Set but thy Foot ; 
Againft our rampir’d Gates, and they fhall ope : | 
So thon wilt fend thy gentle Heart before, . 
To fay thou'lt enter friendly. . 

2 Sen. Throw thy Glove, 

Or any token of thine Honour elfe, | 
That thou wilt ufe the Wars as thy Redrefs, 
And not as our Confufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our Town, ‘till we 
Have feal’d thy full defire. 

Alc. Then there’s my Glove, | 
Defcend, and open your uncharged Ports, 
Thofe Enemies of Zimon’s, and mine own, 

' Whom you your felves fhall fet out for Reproof, 
ai - Fall and no more ; and to atone your Fears 

ani With my more noble Meaning, not a Man 

Shall pafs-his quarter, ox offend the Stream 

Of regular Juftice in your City’s bounds, 

But fhall be remedied by your publick Laws 
ae At heavieft anfwer. 

a Both. "Vis moft nobly fpoken. 

eit ‘Alc. Defcend, and keep your Words. 
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_ Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. My noble General, Timon is déad, 
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’th’ Sea, 
And on his Graveftone, this Infculpture, which 
With Wax I brought away; whofe foft Impreflion 
Interprets for my poor Ignorance, 


[ Alcibiades reads the Epitaph. | 
Flere lyes a wretched Coar({e, of wretched Soul bereft, . 
Seek not my Name: A Plague confume you Caitiffs left. 
flere lye I Timon, whe all living Aten did hate, 
Pafi by, and curfe thy fill, but 1s not here thy Gate. 


Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter Spirits: 

Tho’ thou abhorred’ft in us our human Griefs, 
Scorn’dft our Brains flow, and thofe our droplets, which 
From niggard Nature fall; yet rich Conceit 

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low Grave; on Faults forgiven. Dead 

Is Noble Timon, of whofe Memory 

Hereafter more. Bring me into your City, 

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword; | 

Make War breed Peace; make Peace ftint War, make each 
Prefcribe to other, as each other’s Leach. 


Let our Drums ftrike. | Exennt. 
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Dramatis Perfonz. »— 


Ulius Cefar. 
Octavius Cefar. 
M. wee 
Brutus, 
Caffius, ky 
Caska, 
Trebonius, = A 
Ligarius, Coreen! againfi Julius 
Decius Brutus, Cefar. 
Metellus Cimber | 
Cinna, + & 
Flavius, 
Murellus, 
Artimedorus, @ Sooth-fayer. 
“sect Friends to Brutus and Gaffius. 
itinius, 
Cinna, the Poet. ; 
Lucius, Servant to Brutus. 
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Exter Flavius, Murellus, and certain Commoners 
over the Stage. 


FOL AF IDO: S, 
ssa] E N CE; Home you idle Creatures, get you 
Z home}; , 
Is this a Holy-day What, know yownor; ° 
Being Mechanical, you ought not’ walk 
Upon a labouring Day, without the Sign 
Of you: Profeflion? Speak, what Trade art thou? 
Car, Why Sir, a Carpenter. 
Mur. Where is thy Leather Apron, and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparel on 2 
You Sir, what Trade are you? 
Cob. Truly Sir, in refpect of a fine Workman, Iam but 
as you fay would fay, a Cobler. 
Mur, But what Trade art thou ¢ anfwer me direélly. 
Cob. A Trade, Sir, that I hope I may ufe with a fafe 
Confcience, which is indeed, Sir, a mender of bad Soals, 
Flav. What Trade, thou Knaye? thou naughty Knave, what 
Trade 2 
Cob. Nay, I befeech you Sir, be not out with me; yer 
if you be out Sir, I can mend you. 
Mur. What mean’ft thou by that? Mend me, thou 
fawcy Fellow ? 
Cob. Why, Sir, Cobble you. 
Flav. Thou art a Cobler, art thou 2 Cob. 
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Cob. Truly Siryall, chat I. live. by; isthe Awl: I meds 
dle with no Tradefman’s. Matters, nor Woman's Matters; 
but withal, I amindeed,. Sir, a Surgeon to old  Shoodes ; 


when they are in great. Danger, I recover them. As pro- 


per Men as ever. trod, upon Neats-Leather, have gone up- 
on my handy work. 

Flay. But whereforeart. not in thy Shop to Day? 

Why doft thou lead thefe Men about the Streets ? 

Cob. Truly Sir, to wear out their Shooes, to get my 
felf into more-wotk, . But indeed Sir, we make Holy-day 
to fee Ce/ary and to.reyoyce tn his Triumph. 

Mur. Wherefore rejoyce § —— What Conqueit brings 

(he home? 
What Tributaries follow him to Rome, 
‘Tograce in Captive Bonds his Chariot Wheels? 
You Blocks, you Stones, you worfe than fenfelefs Things! 
O you hard Hearts ! You cruel Men of Rome ! 
Knew you not Pompey, many a time and oft 2 
Have you climb’d up to Walls and Battlements, 
To Towers and Windows, yea to Chimney tops, 
Your Infants in your Arms, and there have fate 
The live-long Day with patient ExpeGation, 
To fee great Pompey pals the Streets of Rome ? 
And when you:faw his Chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an Univerfal Shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath his Banks ou 
To hear the Replication of your Sounds, 
Made in his Concave Shores 
And do you now put on your beft Attire 2 
And do you now cull out an Holy-day 2 
And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way, 
That comes in Eriumph over Pompey's Blood? 
Be PONE eos 7 wigs ir? Saw 
Run to your Houfes, fall upon your Knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the Plague, 
That needs mutt. light on this Ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good Country men, and for this Fault 
Affemble all the poor-Men of your fort ; 

Draw them:to Jyber Bank, and weep your Tears 
Into the Channel, *till:the loweft Stream 


Dokifsthe moftexalted Shores of all. [| Exennt Commoners. 
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See where their bafeft Mettle be not mov'd, 
They vanifh tongue-ty’d in their Guiltinefs. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This way will I ; Difrobe the Images, 
If you do find them deck’d with Ceremonies. 
Mur. May we do fo 2 
You know it is the Feaft of Lupercal. 
Flav. It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Cez/ar’s Trophies ; Vil about, 
And drive away the Vulgar from the Streets; 
So do you too, where you percéive them thick. 
Thefe growing Feathers pluckt ‘from Ca/ar’s Wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary Pitch, 
Who elfe would foar above the view of Men; . 
And keep us all in fervile Fearfulnefs. [Exennt: 
Enter Czxfar, Antony fer the Courfe, Calphurnia, . Portia, 
ecius, Cicero, Brutus, Caflius, Caska; a Sooth/ayer ; 
after them Murellus a#a Flavius. 
Cef . Calphurnia, 
Cask, Peace ho, Ce/ar {peaks. 
Caf. Calpharuia. 
Calp. Here, my Lord. 
Ce/: Stand you dire@ly in Antonio's way, 
When he doth run his Cotrfe. ——~ Antonio. 
Ant, Cefar, my Lord. 
Ce/: Forget not in your f{peed, Autonio. 
To touch Calphurnia; for our Elders fay, 
The Barren touched in this holy Chafe, 
Shake off their f{teril Curfe. 
Ant, I fhall remember. 
When Cefar fays, Do this ; it is perform’d, 
Cef. Set on, and leave no Ceremony out. 
Sooth. Cafar. 
Czf. Ha! Who calls 2 
Cask, Bid every Noife be ftill; Peace yet again. 
Cef? Who isit.in the Prefs that calls on me ? 
I hear a Tongue, fhriller than all the Mufick, 
Cry, Cefar: Speak; Ce/ar is turn’d to hear. 
Sooth, Beware the Ides of Aferch, 
Cef? What Manis that? = = 


Bra: 
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Bru. A Sooth-fayer bids you beware the Ides of AZarch. 
Caf. Set him before me, let me fee his Face. ; 
Caf: Fellows come from the Throng, look upon Ce/ar. 
Cef. What fay’ft thou. to mé now ¢ Speak once again, 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of Adarch. 
Ce: He is a Dreamer, ict us leave him ; Pafs. 

| | Exennt. Adanent Brutus and Cafhus, 
Caf. Will you go-fee the order of the Courfe ¢ 


Bru. Not I. 

Caf. I pray you'da. 

Bru. 1 ami not Gamefom; I do lack fome part 
Of that quick Spirit that is in Antony: 
Let me not hinder, Caffias, your Delfires; 


I'll leave yous 
Caf. Brutus, 1 do obferve you now of late; 


{ have not from your Eyes that Gentlenefs 
And thew of Love, as 1 was wofit to have; 
You beit too ftubborn, and too ftrange a Hand 
Over your Friends, that love you. 
Bru. Caffins, 
Be not deceiv’d : if I have veil’d my look, 
I turn the Trouble of my Countenance 
Meerly upon my felf. Vexed I am 
Of late, with Paffions of fome Difference; 
Conceptions only proper to my felf, 7 
Which give fome Soil, perhaps, to my Behaviour : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be griev’ds 
Among which Number Caffins be you one; 
Nor conftrue any further my Negled, 
Than that poor Bratws, with himfelf at War, 
Forgets the fhews of Love to other Men. 
Caf. Then Brutus, I have much miftook your Paffion, 
By Means whereof, this Breaftof mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great Value, worthy Cogitations. 
Tell me good Brutus, can you fee your Face ¢ 
Bru. No- Caffins; for the Eye fees not it felf, 
But by Refledtion, by fome other things. | 
Caf: *Tis juft, 
And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 
That you have no fuch mirtorss as will turn 
Your hidden worthinefs into your Bye, : 
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That you might fee your Shadow. 
Where many of the beft Refpect:in Rome, 
Except immortal Cefar, {peaking of Brarus, 
And” groaning underneath this Age*s Yoak, 
Have with’d that noble Brétes had his Eyes, 


Bru. Into what Dangers would you lead me, Ca/ins? 


I have heard 


That you would have me feck into my felf, 


For that which is not in me? 


Caf: Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’dto hear; 


And fince you know you cannot fee your felf 
So well as by Reflection ; I, your Glafs, 
Will modeftly difcover to your felf 
That of your felf, which yet you know not of, 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus; 

Were I a common Laugher, or did ufe 

To {tale with ordinary Oaths my Love 

To every new Proteftor; if you know 

That I do fawn on Men, and hug them hard; 
And after fcandal them; or if you know, 


That I profefs my felf in Banqueting 


To all the Rout, then hold me dangetous. 


_ Bru. What theans this Shouting 2 I 


Chufe Cefar for their King. 
Caf. Ay, do you fear it 2 


Then mutt I think you would not have it fo. 

_ Bra. I would not, Caffius; yet I love him well: 

But wherefore do you hold me here fo long 2 

What is it, that you would impart to me? 

If it be ought toward the general Good, 

Set Honour in one Eye, and Death i’th’ other; 

And I will look on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo {peed me, as I love 

The name of Honour, more thanI fear Death. 
Caf. I know that Virtue to bein you, Bratas, 

As well as I do know your outward Favour ; 


Well, Honour is the fubje@ of my Story: 


I cannot tell, what you and other Men 


Think of this Life; but for my fingle felf, 


I had as lief not bes ag live to be 
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In awe of fuch a Thing as I my felf. 
I was born free as Ce/ar, fo were you, 
We both haye fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters cold, as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and guilty Day, 
The troubled 7yber chafing with his Shores, 
Cefar fays to me, Dar'ft thou Cajias now 
_¢ap in with me into this angry Flood, 
And {wim to yonder Point? Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 
And bad him follow ; fo indeed he did. 
The Torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 
With lufty Sinews, throwing it afidey 
And f{temming it with Hearts of Controverlie. 
But e’er we could arrive the Point propos‘d, 
Cefar cry’d, Help me Caffius, or 1 fink. 
I, as e4neas, our great Anceftor, 
Did from the Flames of roy, upon his Shoulder 
The old -Anchifes bear, fo, from the Waves of 7)ber 
Did I the tired Cefar: And this Man 
Is now become a God, and Ca/fias is 
A wretched Creature, and muit bend his Body, 
If Cefar carelefly but nod on him. 
He had a Feaver when he was in Spain, 
And when the Fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did fhake: *Tis true, this God did fhake, 
His coward Lips did from their Colour fly, 
And that fame Eye, whofe bend doth awe the World, 
Did lofe his Luftre; I did hear him groan: 
Ay, and that Tongue of his that bad the Romans 
Mark him, aid write his Speeches in their Bookss 
Alas! it cryed —— Give me fome drink, Titinins 
Asa fick Girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A Man of fuch a feeble Temper fhould 
So get the Start of ‘the majeftick World, 
And bear the Palm alone. | Shout. Flour if. 
Bra. Another general Shout ? 
Ido believe, that.thefe Applaufes are 
For fome new Honours that are heap’d on Ce/ar. 
Caf. Why Man, he doth beftride the narrow y ONE 
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Like a Coloffus, and. we petty Men 

Walk under his huge Legs, and peep about 

To find our felves difhonourable Graves. 

Men at fome times are Matters of their Fates : 
The Fault, dear Brutus, is not in our Stars, 

But in our felves, that we are Undérlings. 

Brutus and Cefar. What fhould be in that Cafar 2 
Why fhould that name be founded more than yours? 
Write them together; yours is as fair a Name} 
Sound them, it doth become the Mouth as well, 
Weigh them, it.is as heavy; Conjure with em, 
Brutus will {tart a Spirit as foon as Cefar. 

Now in the Names of all the Gods at once, 

Upon what Meat doth this our Ce/far feed, 

That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fham’d; 
Rome, thou hait loft the breed of noble Bloods. 
When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 
But it was fam’d with more than with one Man ? 
When could they fay, ’tillnow, that talk’'d of Rome, 
That her wide Walks incompaft but one Man 2 
Now is it Rome indeed, and Room enough 

When there is in it but one only Man. 

O! you and I have heard our Fathers fay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
Th’ eternal Devil to keep his State in Rome,” 

As eafily asa King. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous; 
What you would work me to, I have fome aim; 
How [ have thought of this, and of thefe times 
I fhall recount hereafter: For this prefent, 

I would not fo (with Love I might intreat you) 
Be any further mov’d. What you have faid, 

I will confider; what you have to fay 

f will with Patience hear, and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high Thing 
’Till then, my noble Friend, chew upon this; 
Brutus had rather be a Villager, 

Than to repute himfelf a Son of Rome 

Under fuch hard Conditions, as this Time 


 “Isdike to lay upon us. 
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Caf: I am glad that my weak Words 
Have ftruck but thus much fhew of Fire from Brutus. 


Enter Celar and his Train. 
Bru. ‘The Games are done, and Cé/ar is returning. 
Caf: As they pafs by, pluck Caska by the Sleeve, 
And he will, after his fowre Fafhion, tell you 
What hath proceeded-woithy Note to day. 
Brz, 1 will do fo: But look you, Cafsus, 
The angry {pot doth blow on Cefar’s Brow, 
And all the reft look like a chidden Train ; 
_ Calphurnia’s Check is pale, and Cicero 
Looks with fuch Ferret, and fuch fiery Eyes 
As we have feen him in the Capitol, 
Being croft in Conference with fome Senatorss 
Caf. Caska will tell us what the Matter is. 
Caf. Antonio. 
Ant, Cafars 
Cz/: Let me have Men about me that are Fat, 
Sleek-headed Men, and fuch as fleep a-Nights : 
Yond Cajfizs has a lean and hungry Look, 
He thinks too much; fuch Men are dangerous. 
Ant. Fear him not, Cefar, he’s not dangerous, 
He is a noble Reman, and-well given. 
Caf: Would he were fatter; but I fear him not: 
Yet if my Naine weré lable to fear, 
I do not know the Man ¥ fhould avoid, 
So foon as that fpare Ce/ius. He reads much, 
He isa great Obferver, and he looks 


Quite through the Deeds of Men. Helovesno Plays, — 


As thou doft, Antony; he hears no Mufick : 
Seldom he fmiles, and {miles in, fuch a fort 
As if he mock’d himfelf, and fcorn’d his Spine 
That could be mov’d to {mile at any thing. 
Such Men as he, be never at Hearts eafe, 
Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves, 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear; for always I am Cé/ar, 
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Come on my right Hand, for this Ear is deaf, 


And tell: me truly, what thou think’it of him, 
| Exeunt Celar and his Train. 


Cask, You pull'd me by the.Cloak, would you {peak with 


We. 
“J 


me 2 
f Bru. Ay Caska, tell us what hath chanc’d to Day, 
4 That Czar looks fo fad. 


Cask. Why you were with him, were you not ? 
Bra. 1 thould not then ask Caska what had chane’d, 
Cask. Why, there was a Crown,offer’d him; and being 
offer’d him, he put it by with the back of his Hand, thus, 
and then the People. fell a Shouting. 
Bru. What was the fecond Noife for 2 
Cask. Why, for that too. 
Caf, They fhouted thrice; what was the laft Cry for 2 
Cask, Why; for that too. 
Bru. Was the Crown offer’d him thrice 2 
Cask. Ay marry was’t, ‘and he putit by thrice, every time 
gentler than other; and at ¢very putting by, mine honeft 
Neighbours fhouted. 
i Caf: Who offer'd him the Crown 2 
Cask, Why, <Autony. 
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casha. 
| Cask, I can as well be hang’d as tell the manner of it: 
It was meer Foolery, I did not mark it. I faw Mark, 
| Antony offer him a Crown, yet “twas not 4 Crown neither, 
nots ‘cwas one of thefe Coroncts; and, as I told’ you, he put it 
by once ; but for all that, to my thinking, he would fain 
have had it. Then he offered it to him again; then he 
puc it by again; burt, to my thinking, he was very loth 
to lay his Fingers off it. And then he offered it the third 
Ys time; he put it the third time by; and ftill.as he refus’d 
it, the Rabblement houted, and clapp’d their. chopt Hands, 
and threw up their fweaty Night-caps,-and_ uttered fuch 
a deal of ftinking Breath, becaufe Cz/ar refus’d the Crown, 
that it had almoft choaked Ce/ar; for he {wooned,-and fel} 
down at it: And for mine own part, I durft not laugh 
for fear of opening my Lips, and receiving the bad Air, - 
Caf. But fofe I pray yous; what, did Ce/ar {woon ? 
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Cask. He fell down in the Market-place, and foam'd 
at Mouth, and was fpeechilefs. 

Bra. Tis very like, he hath the Falling-Sicknefs. 

Caf; No, Cafar hath it not; but you, and I, 

‘And honeft Caska; we have the Falling-Sicknefs. 

Cask, T know not what you mean by that; but I am fure 
Cefar fell down ; if the tag-rag People did not clap him, 
and hifs him, according as he pleas’d, and difpleas’d them, 
as they ufe to do the Players in the Theatre, I am no true 
Man. } ; , 

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf 2 

Cask. Marry, before he fell down, when he perceiv'd the 
common Herd was glad he refus’d the Crown, he plucke' 
me ope his Doublet, and offer’d them his Throat to cut; 
and I had been a Man ‘of any Occupation, if I would not 
have taken him at a word, I would 1 might go to Hell 
among the Rogues; and fo he fell. When he came to him- 
felf again, he faid, If he had done, or faid any thing amifs, 
he defir'd their Worfhips to think it was his Infirmity. 


Three or four Wenches where I ftood, eryed, Alas, goad . 





Soul and forgave him with all their Hearts : But 
there’s no heed to be taken of thems if Cefar had ftabb’d 
their Mothers, they would have done no lefs. | 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away. 

Cask. Ay. 

Caf. Did Cicero fay any thing ¢ 

Cask. Ay, he {poke Greek. 

Caf. To what effect? 

Cask. Nay, and I tell-you that, I'l ne’er look you rth’ 
Face again. But thofe that underftood him, fmil’d at one 
another, and fhook their Heads ; but for mine own part it 
was Greek to me. I could tell you more News too: Mu- 
rellas and Flavius, for pulling Scarfts off Ca/ar's Images, are 

fit to Silence. Fare you well, There was more Foolery 
yet, if I could remember tt. 

Caf: Will you fup with me to Night, Caska? 

Cask. No, I am promis‘d forth. 

Caf. Will you dine with me to Morrow 2 

Cask, Ay, if Ibe alive; and your Mind hold, and your 
Dinner be worth the eating. 

Caf. Good, I will expe you, 

| Cask 
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Cask, Do fo: Farewel both. [ Exit. 
Bru. What a blunt Fellow is this grown to be? 
He was quick Mettel, when he went to School. 
Caf: So is he now, in Execution 
Of any bold or noble Enterprize, 
However he puts on this tardy Form: 
This Rudenefs is a Sawce to his good Wit, 
Which gives Men ftomach to digeft his Words 
With better Appetites. tas! 
Bru. And fo it is: For this time I will leave you. 
To morrow, if you pleafe. to fpeak with me, 
I will come home to you; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 
Caf: I will do fo: ’till then, think of the World. 
| ‘ | Exie Brutus. 
Well Brutus, thou art Noble: Yet I fee 
Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
From that it is difpos’d, therefore ‘tis meet 
That noble Minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc’d? 
Cefar doth bear me hard, but he loves Brgtus. 
If { were Brutus now, and he were Caj/fius, 
He fhould not humour me. [| will this. Night, 
In feveral Hands, in at his Windows throw, 
As if they came from feveral Citizens, 
Writings, all tending to the great Opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name: Wherein obfcurely 
Cefar’s ambition fhall be glanced at. 
And after this, let Ce/ar feat him fure, 
For we will fhake him, or worfe days endure. | Exit. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Caska with his Sword drawn, 
ae and Cicero. 
Cic. Good Even, Caska; brought you Czfar home? 
Why are you breathlefs, and why ftare you fo2 
Cask. Are not you mov’d, when all the {way of Earth 
Shakes, like a thing unfirm? O Gero! 
I have feen Tempefts, when the fcolding Winds 
Have riv’d the knotty*Oaks, and I have feen 
Th’ ambitious Ocean fwell, and rage, and foam, 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: 
M 4 But 
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Whe But never “till to Night, never ‘till now, For 
a, Did I go through a Tempeft dropping Fire. J sub 
eA Either there is a Civil Strife in Heav’n, “T agdth 
ink | Or elfe the World, too fawcy with the Gods, Have b 
ae Incenfes them to fend Deftruction. derful? | Andi 
me Cic. Why, faw you any thing more won ou " | teh 
Bt Cask, A common Slave, you know him wes Lee | Even i 
ie Held up his left Hand, which did fame and ae ae Cu 
a Like twenty Torches join’d; and yet his Fignd, Itist 
faba Not fenfible of Fire, remait’d unfcorch’d. When 
Aa Befides, I ha’ not fince put up my Swords | Such 
Mens Againft the Capitol I met a Lion, : C4 
Le Who glaz’d upon me, and went furly by, - tat 
Coe Without annoying me, And there were drawn ee 
aia Upon a heap, a hundred ghaftly Women, fe | And 
ie ‘Transformed with their fear, who fwore, they faw of 
Ma Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ae | Bar. 
ha "hk And yefterday, the Bird of Night et ity | Why 
a Even at Noop-day, upon the pigs Padi had Why 
ia : Houting and fhrieking. When thefe Proaigies Why 
ia Do fo conjointly meet, let not Men fay, Wh 
ie Thefe are their Reafons, they are Natural: Th 
Saad For I believe, they are portentous things. | To 
| | Unto the Climate, that they point upon. Th 
Cic, Indeed, it isa ftrange difpofed time: - __ | ", 
But Men may conftrue things after their eis aie Un 
Clean fom the purpofe of the things themletves. | Noy 
Comes Cefar to the Capitol to. morrow ¢ Mof 
Cask, He doth: For he did bid -dutonio | That 
Send word to you, he would be there to mae re 
_ Cic, Good Night then, Caska; this difturbe y AY 

Is not to walk in. sie ee 
Cask. Farewel, Cicero. L Exit Cicerds [ Ab 
BA ie Enter Cafhus. C 
§.theree. se | c 

ur Lo ° 
Be ene Night is thisé ) . 
_ Night to honeft Men. = : Oy 
cnew the Fleav’os menace log | t F 
al e 
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Caf, Thofe that have known the Earth fo full of Faults, 
For my part I have walk’d about the Streets, 
Submitting me unto the perillous Night; 
And thus unbraced, Caska, as you fee, 
Have bar’d my Bofom to the Thunder-ftone: 
{ And when the crofs blue Lightning feem’d to open 
eh, The Breaft of Heav’n, I did prefent my felf, — 
} Even in the aim and very flath of ir. 
Cask, But wheretore did you fo much tempt the Heav’ns? 
It is the part of Men to fear and tremble, 
When the moft mighty Gods,’ by tokens, fend 
Such dreadful Heralds, to aftonith us, 
Caf. You are dull, Caska; and thofe {parks of Life 


n That fhould be ina Roman, you do want, 
Or elfe you ufe not; You look pale, and gaze, 

Law And put on fear, and caft your felf in wonder, 

i To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heav’ns: 


But if you would confider the true Caufe, 
Why all thefe Fires, why all thefe gliding Ghofts, 
Why Birds and Beafts, from quality and kind, 
Why old Men, Fools, and Children calculate; 
Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 
‘Their Natures, and pre-formed Faculties, 
To monftrous quality; why, you fhall find, 
That Heav’n hath infus’d them with thefe Spirits, 
To make them inf{truments of fear and warning, 
Lnto fome monftrous State, 
Now could I, Caska, name to,thee a Man, 
Moft like this dreadful Night, 
That Thunders, Lightens, opens Graves, and roars, 
rows As doth the Lion in the Capitol ; 
ad SkY A Man no mightier than thy felf, or me, 
| In perfonal. AGtion; yet prodigious grown, 
[Evie Cth And fearful, as thefe ftrange Eruptions are. 
Cask, ‘Tis Ce/ar that you mean; is itnot, Caffins? 
Caf. Let it be who.it is: For Romans now | 
Have Thewes and Limbs like to their Ancettors; 
| But woe the while, our Fathers Minds are dead, 
Night hi And we are govern’d with our Mothers Spirits, 
Si Our Yoke and Sufferance thew us womani( 
¢ fo’ > Cask. 
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Cask. Indeed, they fay, the Senators, to morrow, 
Mean to eftablifh Ce/ar as a King: 
And he fhall wear his Crown by Sea, and Land, 
In every Place, fave here in /taly. 
Cask. I know where will wear this Dagger then; 
Caffius from Bondage will deliver Caffius. 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft {trong 5 
Therein, ye Gods, you Tyrants do defeat: 
Nor ftony Tower, nor Walls of beaten Brafs, 
Nor airlefs Dungeon, nor ftrong Links of Iron, 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of Spirit: 
But Life, being weary of thefe worldly Bars, 
Never lacks Power to difmifs it felf. 
If I know this, know all the World befides, 
Thac part of Tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can fhake off at pleafure. 
Cask, So can T: 
So every Bondman in his own Hand bears 
The power to cancel his Captivity. 
Caf. Ard why fhould Cé/ar be a Tyrant then? 
Poor Man, I know he would not be a Wolf, 
But that he fees the Romans are but Sheep; 
He were no Lion, were not Romans Finds. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty Fires 
Begin it with weak Straws. What trafh is Rome? 
What Rubbith, and what Offal? when it ferves 
For the bafe Matter, to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Ce/ar. But, oh Grief! 
Where haft thou led me? I, perhaps, fpeak this 
Before a willing Bondman: Then I know 
My anfwer muft be made, ‘But fam arm'd, 
And Dangers areto me indifferent. 

Cask. You {peak to Caska, and to fuch a Man, 
That is no Aearing Tell-tale. Hold, my Hand: 
Be faCtious for redrefs of all thefe Griefs, 

And I will fet this Foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheft. | 

Caf: There’s a Bargain made. 

Now know you, Gaska, I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans, 
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Toundersgo, with me, an Enterprize, 


Of ronourable dangerous Confequence ; 

And I do know, by this they ftay for me 

In Pompey’s Porch; for now this fearful Night, 
There 1s no ftir, or walking in the Streets, 

And the Complexion of the Element 

Is Feav’rous, like the work ‘we have in hand, 
Molt bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 


Enter Cinna, 


Cask. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in hatte. 
Caf. *T is Cinna, 1 do know him by his Gate, 
Heisa Friend. Cinna, where hafte you {02 
Cin. To find out you: Who’s that, AzerellusC mber ? 
Caf. No, it is Caska, one incorporate © 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftatd for, Cinna ? 
Gin. Tam glad on’t, What.a fearful Night is this? 
There's two or three of us have feen ftrange Sights. 
Caf. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me, 
Gu. Yes, you are. 
O Caffius! If you could but win the noble Brusus 
To our’ Party -—__— oe 3 
Caf. Be you content. Good Gunatake this Paper, 
And look you Jay it in the Pretors*Chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this’ 
In at his Window; fet this up. with Wax 
Upon old Brutus Statue: All this done, 
Repair to Pompey’s Porch, where you fhall find us. * 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonins there? 
Cin. All, but Azetellus Gmber, and-he’s gone 
To feek you at your Houfe. Well, I will hie, 
And fo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 
Caf. That done, repair to Pompey’s Theater. 
[ Exit Cinna, 
Come Caska, you and I will, yet, e’er Day, 
Se¢ Brutus at his Houfe; three parts of him 
{s ours already, and the Man entire, 
Upon the next Encounter, yields him ours. 


Cask. 
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Cask. O; he fits high in all the Peoples Hearts: 
And that which would appear Offence in us, 
His Countenance, like richeft Alchymy, 
Will change to Virtue, and to Worthinefs, 
Caf. Him, and his Worth, and our great need of him, 
You have right well conceited; let us go, 
For it is after Mid-night, and e’er Day, 
We will awake him, and be fure of him, | Exeunt, 





AGL W. S:to Bee & 
SCENE A Garden, 


Exuter Brutus. 


HAT Lacius! ho! 
I cannot, by the progrefs of the Stars, 
Give guefs how near to Day———Lucius, I fay! 
I would it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. 
When, Lucias, when? awake, I fay! what, Lucius! 
Enter Lucius. | 
Luc. Call'd you, my Lord ? 
Bru. Get mea Taper in my Study, Lacs: 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 
Luc. 1 will, my Lord, . [ Exit, 
Bru. It mutt be by his Death: And for my part, 
I know no perfonal Caufe tofpurn at him, 
But for the general. He would be crown'd 
How that might change his Nature, there’s the Queftion. 
Tt is the bright Day that brings forth the Adder, 
And that craves. wary walking: Crown him ———thgt-—» 
And then I grant we put a Sting in him, 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
Th’ abufe of Greatnefs, is; when. it disjoins 
Remorfe from Power: And.to fpeak truth of Ce/ar, 
I have not known, when his’ Affections {way'd, 
More than his Reafon: But’tis:a common Proof, 
That Lowlinefs is young Ambition’s Ladder, 
Whereto the Climber upward turns his Faces 
But when he once attains the upmoft Round, 
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He then unto the Ladder turns his Back, 
Looks in the Clouds, {corning the bafe Degrees 
By which he did afcend: So Cefar may: 
Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the Quarrel 
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Fafhion it thus; that what he is augmented, 
Would run to thefe, and thefe Extremities: 
And therefore think him as a Serpent’s Egg, 
Which hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mifchievous, 
And kill him in the Shell. 
Enter Lucius. 
Luc. The Taper burneth in your Clofet, Sir: 
Searching the Window for a Flint, I found 
This Paper, thus feal’d up, and I am fure, 
It did not lye there, when I went to Bed. 
[Gives him the Letter, 
Bra. Get you to Bed again, it is not Day: 
Is not to Morrow, Boy, the firlt of AZarch? 
Luc. I know not, Sir. 
Bru. Look in the Kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. | Exit. 
Bru. The Exhalations, whizzing in the Air, 
Give fo much light ; that I may read by them. 
| Opens the Letter, and reads, 
Brutus, thou fleep’t; awake, and fee thy felf: 
Shall Rome, Speak, ftrike, redrefs. 
Brutus, thou fleep' ft: Aowake. 
Such Inftigations have been often dropt, 
Where I have took them up: 
Shali Rome,——T hus muft I piece it out, 
Shall Rome ftand under one Min’sawe 2 What, Rome? 
My Anceftors did from the Streets of Rome 
The Targuin drive, when he was call’d a King. - 
Speak, ftrike, redrefs Am I entreated 
T’o fpeak, and ftrike? O Rome, I make thee promife, 
If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv’ft 
Thy full Petition at the Hand of Brutus, 
Enter Lucius, 
Luc. Sir, March is wafted fifteen Days. [ Knock within, 
Bra, “Vis good. Go to the Gate, fome body knocks: 
Since Cafins firft did whet me againft Cz/ar, a: 
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L have not flept. - 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 


And the firft motion, all the Interim 1s 
Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream: 
The Genius, and the mortal Inftruments, 
Are then in Council; and the ftate of Man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers then, 
The nature of an InfurreCtion. 
Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, tis your Brother Caffins at the Door, 
Who doth defire to fee you. 

Bru. Is he alone é 

Luc. No, Sir, there are more with him. 


Bru. Do you know them ¢ 
Luc. No, Sir, their Hatsare pluck’d about their Ears, 
And half their Faces buried in their Cloaths, 
That by no means I may difcover them, 
By any mark of favour. 
Bru. Let them enter. ( Exit Lucius. 
They are the Faction. O Confpiracy ! 
Sham’ft thou to fhew thy dang’rous Brow by Night, 
When Evils are moft free?’ O then, by Day 
Where wilt thou find a Cavern dark enough, 
To mask thy monftrous Vifage ? Seek none, Confpiracy, 
Hide it in Smiles and Affability: ; 
Eor if thou path, thy native Semblance on, 
Not Erebus it felf were dim enough, 
To hide thee from Prevention. 
Enter Caflius, Caska, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and 
Trebonius. : 
Caf. 1 think we are too bold upon your Reft ; 
Good Morrow, Bratus, do we trouble you? | 
Bru. have been up this hour, awake all Night : 
Know I thefe Men, that come along with you? 
Caf. Yes, every Man of them; and no Man here. 
But honours you: And every one doth wifh, 
You had but that Opinion of your felf, 
Which every Noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. : 
Bru, He is welcome hither. 
Caf. This, Decins Brutus. - 
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Bru. He ts welcome too. 
Caf. This Caska; this, Cinna; 
And this Adzerellus Cimber. 
Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchiul Cares do interpofe themfelves, 
Betwixt your Eyes and Night? 
Caf: Shall 1 intreat a word? [ They whifper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaft : Doth not the Day break here ¢ 
Cask. No. 
Cin. O: pardon, Sir, it doth, and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, are Meffengers of Day. 
Casks You fhall confefs that you are both deceiv'd: 
Here as I point my Sword, the Sun arifes, 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful Seafon of the Year. 
Some two Months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his fire, and the high Eaft 
Stands as the Capitol, dire@ly here. 
Bre. Give me your Hands all over, one by one. 
Caf. And let us fwear our Refolution. 
Br#z. No, not an Oath: If notthe Face of Men, 
The Sufferanceof our Souls, the Time’s abufe, 
If thefe be Motives weak, break off betimes, 
And ev’ry Man hence, to his idle Bed : 
So let high-fighted Tyranny range on, 
*Tul each Man drop by Lottery. But if thefe, 
As I'am fure they do, bear Fire enough 
To kindle Cowards, and to fteel with Valour 
The melting Spirits of Women; then, Countrymen, 


What need we any fpur, but our own Caufe 


To prick us to redrefs?: What other Bond, 

Than fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word, 
And will not palter 2° And what other Oath, 
Than Honefty to Honefty engag’d, 

That this fhall be, or we will fall for it. 

Swear Priefts, and Cowards, and Men cautelous, 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffering Souls 
That welcome wrongs: Ufito bad Caufes, fwear 
Such Creatures as Men doubt ; but do not ftain 
The even Virtue of our Enterprize, : 
Nor th’ infuppreflive Mettle of our Spirits, 
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To think, that or our Caufe, or our Performance, er 
Did need an Oath. When every drop of Blood 1 Sig 
That every Roman bears, and nobly bers, Anda 
Is guilty of a feveral Baftardy, | Onrp 
If he doth break the {malleft Particle — Which 
Of any Promife, that hath paft from him. We the 
Caf. But whatof Cicero? Shall we found him % And {a 

T think he will ftand very ftrong with 15. | bw he 
Cash. Let us not leave him out. When 
Cin. No, by no means. tp <5 Caf 
Met. O let tis have him, for his Silver Hairs ate 
Will purchafe us a good Opinion, By 
And buy Mens Voices, to commend our Deeds: If he 
Tt fhall be faid, his Judgment rul’d our Hands; : ho 
Our Youths, and Wildnefs, fhall no whit appear, And 
But all be buried in his Gravity. icc. Tos 
Bru. Onamehim not; letus not brak with him; he 
For he will never follow any thing | ae 
That other Men begin. : ms 
Caf: Then leave him out. if 
Cask. Indeéd, he is not fit. | rs Tn 
Det, Shall no Man elfe betouch'd, but only Ce/ar? Uy 
Caf. Decius, well urg’d; I think it 1s not meet, | Whe 
Mark Antony, fo well belov’d of Cafar, Rr 
Should out-live Cefar: we fhall find of him ye D Quit 
A threwd Contriver. And you know, his means; | 1 Off, 
If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far, | ius 
As to annoy us all; which to prevent, ‘a 
Let Antony and Cefar falltogether. And th 
Bru, Our Courfe will feem too bloody, Caius Caffinss | 1 Myty 
To cut the Head off, and then hack the Limbs; Dec 
Like wrath in Death, and Envy afterwards : | ys 
For Antony is but a Limb of Ce/ar. | That 
Let's be Sacrificers, but not Butchers, Caffins : : And B 
We all ftand up againft the Spirit of Cefar, Lone 
And in the Spiritof Men, there 1s no Blood: bis y 
O that we then could come by Céfar’; Spirits, b. - 
And not difmember Cefar! but, alas! Let me 
Cefar mutt bleed for it. - And, gentle Friends, Por. 
Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfuly ; } adr, 


Let’s carve him, as a Dith fit for the Gods, 
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Not hew him asa Carkafs fic for Hounds; 
And let our Hears, as fubrle Mafters do, 
Stir up their Servants to an a& of Rage, 
And after feem to chide them. This fhall make 
Our purpofé necdfary, and not envious : 
Which fo appearing to the common Eyes, 
We fhall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers, 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can.do nomore than Ce/ar’s Arm, 
When Ce/ar’s Hecd is off. 
Caf. Yet I fear him; 
For in the ingrafted Love he bears to Cz/ar-————. 
Bru. Alas, good Caffizs, do not think of him: 
If he love Ce/ar, all that he can do 
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Ce/ar. 
Ard that were much he fhould; for he is giv’n 
To.Sports, to Widnefs, and much Company. 
Treb, There isno fear in him; let him not dye, 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter, [ Clock ferikes: 
Bru. Peace, count the Clock. 
Caf. The Clockhath ftricken three, 
Treb. ’Tis timeto part. 
., Caf. But it is doubtful yet, | 
Whether Ce/ar willcome forth to Day, or no: 
For he is Superftitious grown of late, 
Quite from the main Opinion he held once; 
OF Fantafie, of Dreams, and Ceremonies: 
It may be, thefe apparent Prodigies, 
The unaccuftom’dierror of this Night, 
And the perfuafionof his Augurers,. 
May hold him from the Capitol to Day. 
_ Dec. Never fear that ; if he be fo refolv’d, 
I can o’er-fway him; for he loves to hear, 
That Unicorns may be betray’d with Trees, 
And Bears with Ghffes, Elephants with Holes; 
Lions with Toils, and Men with Flatterers. 
But, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers, 
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He fays, he does; being then mioft flattered. 


Let me work: a3 
For I can give his Humout the true bent ; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 
Vou: Yi N Caf. 
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Caf. Nay, we will all of us be thereto fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermott? 
Gin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius down bear Cefar hatred, 


Who rated him for {peaking well of Pompey; 


> 


I wonder none of you have: thought of /him. 
Bru. Now good Afetellus go along by him: 
He loves me well; and I have giv'n him Reafons, 

Seid him but hither, and I'll fafhion him. 





Caf. The Morning comes upon’s; we'llleave you, Brutus, 


And Friends difperfe your felves; but all remember, 


What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Komans. 


Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily, 
Let not our Looks put on our Purpofes, | 
But bear it asour Roman Actors do, 
With untir'd Spirits, and formal Conftancy ; 


And fo good Morrow to you every one. -— | Exeunt, 


| Manet Brutus. - 
Boy! Lecins! faft afleep? It ts no matter, 
Enjoy the Hony-heavy-dew of Slumber: 
Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafiess 
Which bufie Care draws in the Brains of Men; 
Therefore thou fleep’ft fo found. 
Enter Portia. 


Por. Brutus, my Lord! 


Bru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rife you now ? 


Tr is not for your Health thus to commit 
Your weak Condition to the raw cold Morning. 


Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently, Brutus, — 


Stole from my Bed: And yefternight at Supper 
You fuddenly arofe, and walk’d about, 
Mufing, and fighing, with your Arms a-crofs : 
And when I ask’d you what the matter was, 

You ftard upon me with ungentle Looks. 

I urg’d you further, then you fcratch’d your Head, 
And too impatiently ftamp’d with your Foot: 
Yet I infifted, yet you anf{wer’d not, 

But wich an angry wafture of your Hand 

Gave fign for me to leave you: So I did, 
Fearing to ftrengthen that Impatience, 

Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and withal, 
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Hoping it was but.an effe& of Humour, 
Which fometime hath his Hour with every Man, 
It will not let youveat, nor talk, nor fleep ; 
And could it work fo much upon your Shape, 
As it hath much: prevail’d on your Condition, 
I fhould not know ‘you, Bratus.. Dear, my Lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of Grief, 
Bru. Lam not well in Health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wifes and were he not in Health; 
He.would embrace the means to come by it, 
Bru. Why fo I do: Good Portia, g0 to Bed, 
Pors Is Brutus fick? And is it Phyfical — 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the Humours 
Of the dank Morning? What, is Brutus fick 2 
And will he fteal out of his wholfom Bed, 
To dare the vile Contagion of the Night 2 
And tempt the Rheumy and unpurged Air, 
To add unto his Sicknefs?. No, my Brazus, 
You have fome fick Offence within your Mind, 
Which, by the Right and Vertue of my Place, 
I ought to know of : And upon my Knees, 
I charm you, by my once commended Beauty, 
By all your Vows of Love, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, | 
That you unfold to me, your felf,; your half; 
Why you are heavy, and what Men, to Night, 
Have had refort to you; for here have been 
Some fix or feven, who did hide their Faces 
Even from darknefs, 3 
Bra. Kneel not, gentle Portia, 
‘_ Por. I fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutys, 
Within the Bond of Marriage, tell me, Brarus, 
Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets . 
That appertain to you’? Am I your felf, 
But as it were in fort, or Limitation 2 
To keep with you at Meals, Comfort your Bed, 
And talk to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
OF your good Pleafure? If it be no more, 
Poriia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 
Bre. You are my true and honourable Wife, 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 


N 2 That 
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That vifit my fad Heart. | 
Por, If this were true, then fhould I know this Secrets } FM 
I grant I am a Woman; but withal, 5 iB 
A Woman that Lord Brutus took to Wife: bul 
T grant Lam a Woman; but withal, fll wn 
A Woman well reputed : Cato's Daughter. j fo whoa 
‘Think you, Lam no Rronger than My Sex, pi x 
Being io father d, and fo husbanded? ee 
Tell me your Counfels, L will not difclofe them : Todo [ 
I have made ftrong proof of my Conftancy, | Tht Br 
Giving my flf a volunrary Wound Bra | 
Here, in the Thighs Can 1 bear that with patience: 

And not my Husband’s Secrets 

Bru. O ye Gods! Thunde 

Render me worthy of this Noble Wife. [ Knock. 

Hark, hark, one knocks: Portia, £0 ina while, 

And, by and by, thy Bolom fall partake - . Caf 

The Secrets of my Heart. | 3 Thrice. 

All my Engagements I will conftrae to thee, Hel, he 

All the Charactery. of my fad Brows: | , il 

Leave me with haftes: Exit Portia. Set 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. | (ef 

Lucius, who’s that knocks ¢ And be 
Luc, Here isa fick Manthat would {peak with you. Ser, 

| Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus {pake of. 

Boy, ftand afide. , Caius Ligarius| how’ 7 a 
Cui. Vouchfafe good Morrow from a feeble Tongue. uth 
Bru. O what.a time have you chofe out, brave Caius, eee 

To wear a Kerchief 2 Would‘you were not fick. toe Neer loc 
Cai. I am not fick, if Brats have in hand The Pac 

Any Exploit worthy the name of Honour. t GC 
Bru. Such an Exploit have Tin hand, Ligarius, a= Vet now 

Had you an healthful Ear to hear of it. Deis 
Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before, i Recon 

T here difcard my Sickoefs. Soul of Rome, BA Ling 

Brave Son, deriv’d from honourable Loins, And Gr 

Thou like an Exorcift, halt conjur’d up Fete fe 
My mortified Spirit. Now bid me run, O Ranks 
And I will ftrive with things impoflible, — E Miih 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do | “ni 
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Bra. A piece of work, that will make.fick Men whole. 
Cai. But are not fome whole that we mult make ficke 
Bra. That mult we alfo... What itis, my Cains, 
I fhall unfold to. thee, as; we are going, 
‘To whom it mutt berdone, | 
Cai. Set on your Foot, , 
And with.a Heart new fir’d, Lfcllow you, 
To do I know not:what: But it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on, 
Bru. Follow me ther, - 


SCENE IL. Cefars Palace, 


Thunder and Lightning, . Enter Julius’ Cefar in his Night 
| Gown. 303 1h 


L Thunder. 


ii Eweunts 


Cef- Nor Heav’n, nor Earth, have been at Peace to Night? 
Thrice hath Calphurnia in her Sleep cry’d out; ; 
Help, ho; they murder Ce/ar...Who’s within2 
Enter a Servait. 
Ser. My Lord. | i 
Cz/: Go, bid the Priefts do prefent Sacrifice, 
And bring me their Opinions of Succefs. 
Ser. I will, my Lord; 
Enter Calphurnia. ies 
Cal, What mean you, Cefar? Think you to walk forth? 
You fhall not ftir out of your Houfe to Day. 
Caf. Czfar fhall forth; the things that threatned me, 
Ne’er lookt but on my Back: When they fhall {ee 
The Face of Cefar, they are vanifhed, . « 
Cal, Cefar, 1 never ftood on Ceremonies, 
Yet now they-fright me: There is one within, 
Befides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch, 
A. Lionefs hath whelped in the Streets, 
And Graves have yawn’d and yielded up their dead; 
Fierce fiery Warriors fight upon the Clouds, 
In Ranks and Squadrons, and right. form of War, 
Which drizzled Blood upon the Capirol: | 
The noife of Battel hurried in the Air, 
Horfes did neigh, and dying Men did groan, ; 
And Ghofts did fhriek and fqueal about the Streets, 
” AE pai N 3 = 


| [ Exit, 
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O Cafar! thefe things are beyond all ufes 
And I do. fear them. 
Cafe What can be avoided © 
Whofe end is purpos’d by the mighty Gods? 
Yet Cefar fhall go forth: For thefe Predictions 
Are to the World in general, as to Ca/are 
Cal, When Beggars die there are no Comets feen, 
The Heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the deathof Princess 
Caf. Cowards die many times before their Deaths; 
The Valiant never tafte of Death but once: 
OF all the Wonders that I yet have heard, 
It {eems to me moft ftrange that Men fhould fear; 
Seeing that Death, a neceflary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 
Enter a Servants ~ 
What fay the Augurers? i 
Ser. They would not have youto ftir forth to Day: 
Plucking the Entrails of an Offering forth, 
They could not find a Heart within the Beaft. 
Caf. The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardife* 
Cefar fhould bea Beaft without a Heart, 
If he fhould flay at home to Day for fear: 
No, Czar fliall not; Danger knows full well, 
That Ce/ar is more dangerous than he. 
We heard two Lions litter'd in one Days 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Gafar thall go’ forth. 
Cal. Alas, my Lord, 
Your Wifdom is ¢onfum’d in Confidence : 
Do not go forth to Day; call it my Fear, 
That keeps you inthe Houfe, and not your own, 
We'll fend AZark Antony to the Senate-houfe, 
And he fhall fay you are not well to Day : 
Let me, upon my Knee, prevail in this. 
Caf, Adark Antony fhall fay I am not well, 
And for thy Humour, I will flay’ at homes — 
et Enter Decius. 
Here’s Decius Brutus, he fhall tell them fo. 
_ De. Cafar, all hail ! Good Morrow, worthy Cefars 
i come to fetch you to the Senate-houfey 


~ 








Caf 


Thi 


eet 
ances 
ths, 


eaty 


Day 
aie 


Y 


Julius Cefar. 2265 


Cef: And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my Greeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to Day: 
Cannot is falfe, and that I dare not, falfer ; 
I will not come. to Day; tell. them fo, Decins. 

Cal. Say he is fick. 

Caf. Shall Czfarfend.a Lie ? | 
Have I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Arm fo far, 
To be afraid to tell. Grey-beards the Truth? 
Decius, go tell them Ce/ar will not come. 

Dec, Mott mighty Cé/ar, let me know fome Caufe, 
Left I be laught at when I tell them fo. 

Ce/. The Caufe is in my Will, I will not come; 


_ That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 


But for your private SatisfaGtion, 
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my Wife, ftays me at home: 
She dreamt laft Night the faw my Statue, 
Which like a Fountain, with an hundred Spouts, 
Did run pure Blood; and-many lufty Romanus 
Came {miling, and did-bathe their Hands in it: 
And thefe does the apply, for Warnings and Portents, 
And Evils imminent ; and on her Knee 
Hath bege'd that I will ftay at home to Day. 
Dec. This Dream is all amifs interpreted, 
Tt was a Vifion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue {pouting Blood in many Pipes, 
In which fo many {miling Romans bath’d, 
Signifies that from you great Rome fhall fuck 
Reviving Blood, and that Great Men ‘fhall prefs 
For Tinctures, Stains, Relicks, and Cognifance. 
This, by Calpharnia’s Dream is fignified. 
Caf. And this-way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. Thave, when you have heard what I can fay; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 


_ To give this Day a Crown to mighty Ce/ar. 


If you fhall fend them Word you will not come, 

Their Minds may change. Befides, it were a mock 

Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay, | 

Break up the Senate ’till another time, 

When Cefar’s Wife thall meet with better D:eams: ; 
aS 1 
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If Cefar hide himfelf, fhall they not whifper, 
Lo, Cefar 1s afraid! | 
Pardon me, Ce/ar, for my dear dear Love, 
To your Proceeding, bids me tell you this: 
And Reafon to my. Love is liable, | 
Ce/: How foolith do your Fears feem.now: Calphurniat 
I am afhamed I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I will.go. 
' Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellusy Caska, “Trebonius, 
Cinna, avd Publius. 
‘And look where Publius is come to fetch me. : 
Pub. Good Morrow, Cafar. | 
Cef. Welcome, Publius. 
What, Brutus, are you ftirr’d fo early too’ 
Good Morrow, Caskaz Caius Ligarims, 
Cefar was ne’er fo much your Enemy; 
As that fame Ague which hath. made you lean. 
What is’t a Clock ? = 
Brm Cafar, ‘ris ftrucken eight. 
Cef. Ithank you for your Pains and Courtefie. 
| Enter Antony. 
See Antony, that revels long a-nights, 
Is notwithftanding up. Good Morrow, daion): 
Ant. So to. moft noble Ce/ar. 
Cz{. Bid them prepare within: 
‘J am to blame'to be thus waited for. , 
Now Cinna; now Afetellus; what, Trebonius | 
I have an hour’s talk in ftore for you, 
Remember that you call on me to Day, 
Be near me, that I may. remember you. . 
Treb. Cafar, I will; and fo near will I be, [ Afiae. 
That your beft Friends fhall wifh I had been further. 
Cz{. Good Friends go in, and tafte fome Wine with me, 
And we, like Friends, | will ftraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Cefar, 
The Heart of Bratys earns to think upon 
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SCE NoBolbed The Saree: 


Enter: Artimedortis reading a Paper. 


Cefar, Zeware of Brutus, take heed of ‘Cafus, come not 
near Casks, have van Eye to Cinna, trzff not Trebonius, mark 
well Metellus Cimber, Decius Brutusoves thee nor; thos 
haft wrong’d Caius Ligariuss'“There is but one’ Mind: in all 
thefe Men, and wis bent againft Ca'ar. If thou beeft not Im- 
mortal, look about thee Security givesway to Confpiracy. The 
mighty Gods defend thee, 

| Thy Lover Artemidorus, 


Here will I ftand, “till Ce/ar pafs along, 
And as'a Suitor will I give him this; 
My Heart laments, that Virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. | 
If thou read this, O Ce/ar, thou may’ft-live} 
If not, the Fates with Traitors do contrive. [ Exit. 
Enter Portia. and Lucius. 
Por. 1 prithee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe, 
Stay not to anfwer:me; but get thee gone; 
Why doft thon ftay2 o 
Luc. ‘Yo know my Errand, Madam. | 
Por. 1 would have had thee there; and here again, 
E’er I can tell thee what thou fhould{tdothere 
O Conttancy,bedtrong upon my fide, 
Set a huge Mountain*tween my Heart and Tongue; 
I have a Man’s Mind, but a Woman’s Mighe: 
How hard it is for: Women to: keep:Counfel ! —~— 
Ait thou here yet ? 
iwc. Madam, what fhould I do? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe? 
And fo-return to you; and nothing elfe 2 
Por. Yes, bring me word, Boy, if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fickly forth: And take good note, — 
What Ce/ar doth, what Suitors prefs to him. 
Hark Boy! what noife is that 2 : ‘ 
Luc. I hear none, Madam.’ 
Por. Prithee liften well: ~ 
I heard a buftling Rumour like a Fray, 





/ 
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And the Wind brings it from the Capitol. 
Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 
Exter Artemidorus. 




































Art. At mine own Houfe, good Lady. 

Por. What is’t a Clock? 

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady. 

Por. Is Cefar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Art. Madam, not yet, I goto take my ftand, 
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol. 

Por, Thow haft fome Suit to Ce/ar, haft thou not? 

‘Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe Ce/ar 
To be fo good to Cz/ar, as to hear me: 
I hall beleech him to befriend himfelf. 


him ¢ i 

Art, None that I know will be, 
Much that I fear may chance. 
Good Morrow to you, Here the Street 1s narrow : 
The Throng that follows Ce/ar at the Heets 
OF Senators, of Pretors, common Suitors, 
Will crowd a feeble Man almoft to Death: 
Yl get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Ce/ar as he comes along. 

Por. 1 muft go in 
The Heart of Woman is ! O Bratus! 
The Heav’ns {peed thee in thine Enterprize. 
Sure the Boy heard me: Brutus hath a Suit 
That Ce/ar will not grant. QO, I grow faint: 
Run, Lucius, and commend me tomy Lord, 
Say I am merry; come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 





Pal Re 





Por. Comehither Fellow, which way haft thou been 2 


Por. Why know’ft thou any harm's intended towarcs 
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Exit, 
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A C.7 :liedciien EoN.E. - 
een SCENE The Capitol. 


Flowrifh. Enter Czfar, Brutus, Caffius, Caska, Decius, Me~ 
tellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Artemi- 
dorus, and Popilius. 


, Caf. @ bss. Ides of AdZarch are come. 
Sooth, Ay, Cefar, but not gone. 
not} Art, Hail, Cefar: Read this Schedule. 
far ; Dec. Trebonins doth defire you to o’er-read, 
At your beft leifure, this. his humble Suit. 
Art. © Cefar, read mine firft ; for mine’s a Suit 
nded. tov That touches Ce/ar nearer. Read it,/great Ca/ar. 
Caf: What touches us our felf, fhall be laft ferv’d. 
Art. Delay not, Ce/ar, read it inftantly. 
Cef; What, is the Fellow mad 2 
da’ Pub, Sirrah, give place. 
Caf: What, urge you your Petitions in tg Street 2 
Come to the Capitol. 3 
Pop. X with your Enterprize to Diy. may t thrive. 
Caf. What Enterprize, Popilins? io Sim 
ty Pop. Fare you well, fe Ne 
ba th Bra. What faid Popilius Lena? aris 
wea Ca/. He wifh’dto Day ourEnterprize meh thrive: 
I fear our Purpofe is difcovered. 
: Bru. Leok how he makes to Ce/ar ; mark him. 
! - Caf. Caska, be fudden, for we fear prevention. 


ith Brutus, what fhall be done? If this be known, 
i, Caffius or Cefar never {hall turn back, 

i For I will flay my felf, 
1¢¢ | Ex | Bru. Caffius be conftant: 


Popilius Lena {peaks not of our Purpofes. 

For look he {miles, and Ce/ar doth not change. 
Caf: Trebonius knows his time ; for look you, Brutus, 

He draws Adark Antony out of the Way. 

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Let him gos 
AC And prefently prefer his Suit to Ce/ar, 
Bru. He is addreft; prefs near, and fecond him. 
Cin, Caska, you're the firft that rears your! Hand, / 
Ce/. 
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Caf. Are we.all ready ? What is now amils, 
That Cefar and hts Senate muft redrefs ¢ 
Met. Mott high, moft mighty, and moft p 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy Seat, 
An humble Heart. 
Caf. 1 mult prevent thee, Cimber ; 
Thefe Couchings, and thefe lowly Curtfres 
Might fire the Blood of ordinary Men, 
And turn Pre-Ordinance, and firft Decrees 
Into the lane of Children. _ Be not fond, 
To think, that Cefar bears fuch Rebel Blood, 
That will be thaw’d from the true Quality, 
Withthat which melteth Fools ; I mean fweet Words, 
Low-crooked-curtfies, and bafe Spaniel Fa wning. 
Thy Brother by Decree !s banifhed 5 
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fawn for him,’ 
I fpurn thee like a Cur out of my way.. 
Know, Cefar doth not wrong, not without Caufe 
Will he be fatisfied. 
~~ vner. Ys there no Voice more worthy thanmy own, 
To found more {weetly in great Cefar’s Ear, 
For the repealing of my banifh’d Brother ? 
Bru. 1 kifs thy Hand, but not in flattery, Cefar ; 
Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Have an immediate Freedom of Repeal. 
Cef. What Brutus! 
Caf. Pardon, Cafar, Cafar, Pardon 5 
As low as to thy Foot doth Caffias fall, 
To beg Enfranchifement for Publius Cimber. 
Caf. I could be well mov'd,. uf I were as yous 





If { could pray to move, Prayers would move me? 


But Lam conftant as the Northern Star, 

Of whofe true, fixt, and refting Quality, 

There is no fellow in the Firmament; | 

The Skies are painted with umnumbred {parks, 
They are all Fire, and every one doth fhine, — 
But there’s but one in all doth’ hold his place. 
So, in the World, *tis furniff'd well with Men, 
And Men are Flefh and Blood, and apprehenfive 5 
Yet in the number; I do know but one ; 
That uraffailabléholds-on his Rank, 


uiffant Cefar, 
| Kneeling. 


Unhak'd 






Jntha 
Let mé 
That J 
And co 
Cin, 
Ce), 
Det. 
Caf 
Case. 
Cel. 
Cin, 
Run t 
Caf 
Liber 
Br 
Fyn 


Da 
Bry 
Cin, 
Mi 
Shou 


The 
Nor 
Gi 
Ruf 
By 
But 


¢, 
T: 
Mer 
As; 


Tha 
And 

Ca 
Cut 


So a 








fant Cela, 
| Kweli, 


you 
we mes 


‘S, 

4) 

ce 
vet, 
elit 


val 


“v- S™ 





Julius Ceefar. 226% 
Unfhak’d of Motion : and. that I am he, 


Let me a little fhew it,. even in this ; 
That I was conftant Cimber fhould be banifh’d, 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo, 
Cin, O Cafar 
Caf. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Ce/ar —— 
Cef. Do nots Brutzs, bootlefs kneel. 
Cask. Speak Hands for me. | They ftab Cefar. 
Caf. Er tu Brute———— Then fall Cefar. 
Cin. Liberty ! Freedom! Tyranny is dead —— 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the Streets-—— 
Caf. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry our, 
Liberty, Freedom, and Enfranchifement. _ 
Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted ; 
Fly not, ftand {till, Ambition’s. Debt is paid, 
Cask. Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 
Dec. And Caffius too. 
Brn. Where’s Publius ? 
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this Mutiny. 
Met. Stand faft together, left fome Friend of Cefar’s 
Should chance | Tt 
Bru. ‘Talk not of ftanding. Pxblius, good Cheer, 
There is no harm intended to your Perfon, 
Nor to no Romaz elfe;fo tell them, Publins. 
Caf. And leave us, Publius, lett that the People 
Ruthing on us, fhould do your Age fome Mifchier, 
Brz. Do fo, and let no Man abide. this Deed, 
But we the Doers, 
Enter ‘Vrebonius. 
Caf. Where is Antony ? 
Tre. Fled to his Houfe amaz’d, 
Men, Wives, and‘Children, ftare, cry out, and run, - 
As it were Dooms-day, 
Bru#. Fates, we will know your Pleafures; 
That we fhall die, we know; ’tis but the time 
And drawing Days out, ‘that Men ftand upon. 
Cask, Why he that cuts off twenty Years of Life, 
Cuts off fo many Years of fearing Death. 
Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit. 
So are we Ce/ar’s Friends, that have abridg’d 











His 

















































ou 
4! 


2262 Julius 


tis time of fearing Death. Stoop Romans, {toop, 
And let us bathe our Hands in Ge/ar's Blood, 
Up to the Elbows, and befmear our Swords ; 
Then walk we forth even to the Market-place, 
And waving our red Weapons o’er our Heads, 
Let’s all cry Peace! Freedom! and Liberty ! 

Caf. Stoop then, and wafh How many Ages hence 

| { Dipping their Swords in Cefar’s Blood, 

Shall this our lofty Scene be acted over; 
In States unborn, and Accents yet unknown 2 


Bru. How many times thall Ce/ar bleed-in {ports 


That now on Pompeys Bafis lyes along; 
No worthier than the Duft ¢ | 





Caf. So oft as that {hall be, : a 


So often fhall the Knot of us be call’ds 
The Men that gave their Country Liberty. 
Dec. What, what fhall we forth ? & 
Caf: Ay, every Man away. , | 
Brutus fhall lead, and we will grace his Heels 
With the moft bold, and the beft Hearts of Rome. 
Enter a Servant. 
Bru. Soft, whocomeshere? a Friend of Antony's; 
Ser. Thus, Bratus, did my Matter bid me Kneel ; 
Thus did Alark Antony bid me fall down, "| Kneeling. 
And being proftrate, thus he bad «me fay; 
Brutus is Noble, Wife, Valiant and Honeft 5 
Cefar was Mighty, Bold, Royal and Loving ; is 
Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; “2. 
Say, I fear’d Ca/ar; honour’d him, and lov’d him, 
If Brutus will vouchfafe, that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd 
How Cefar hath deferv’d to lye in Death, 
Mark. Antony hall not love Cefar dead 
So well as Bratus living; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affairs of noble Brat#s, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, ( 
With all true Faith. So fays my Matter dntony. 
Brus. Thy Matter is a wife and valiant Roman, . 
I never thought him worfe. 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place, 
He thall be fatisfied, and by my Honour 
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Depart untouch’d. 

Sere Pll fetch him prefently. | Exit Servant. 

Bru, 1 know that we: fhall have him well to Friend. 

Caf. I with wemay; but yet have I a mind 
That fears him much; and my mifgiving {till 
Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe, 

Enter Antony 

Bru. But here comes Antony; | 
Welcome, Mark, Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cefar ! doft thoulye fo low? 
Are allthy Conquefts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little Meafure¢ Fare thee well. 
I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank; 

If I my felf, there is no Hour fo fit 

As Cefar’s Deaths Hour; norno Inftrument 

Of half that worth, as thofe your Swords, made rich 
With the moft noble Blood of all this World. 

I do befeech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now, whilft your purpled Hands do reek and {moak, 
Fulfil your Pleafure. Live a thoufand Years, 

I fhall not find my felf fo apt to die: 

No Place will pleafe me fo, no mean of Death, 

As here by Ce/ar, and by you cut off, 

The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

Bra. O Antony! Beg not your Death of us; 
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our Hands, and this our prefent AQ, 

You fee we do; yet fee you but our Hands, 
And this, the bleeding Bufinefs they have done. 

Our Hearts you fee not, they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome, 
As Fire drives out Fire, fo Pity, Pity, 

Hath done this deed on Ce/ar. For your part, 

To you, our Swordshave leaden Points, AZark_Antony, / 

Our Arms in ftrength of Malice, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do receive you in, 

With all kind Love, good Thoughts, and Reverence. 

Caf. Your Voice fhall be as ftrong as any Man’s, 
In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

Bra. Only be patient “till we have appeas’d 
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The Multitude, befide themfelves with fears 
And thea, we will deliver you the Caufe, 
Why I, that did love Ca/ar when I ftrook him, 

Have thus: proceeded. 

Ant. L dourt not of your Wifdom. 

‘et each Man render me his bloody Hand; 
Firkt, Adarcus Brutus, willl fhake with you ; 
Next, Cains Caffins, do 1 take your Hand; : 
Now Decias Brutus, youts; now yours, Metelluss 
Yours, Cinna; and my vahant Caska, yours ; 
Though laft, not leaft in love, yours, good Trebonias 5 
Gentlemen all —— alas, what fall f fay, 

My Credit now ftands on {uch flippery Ground, 
‘That one of two bad ways you mult conceit me, 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 

That I did love thee, Cafar, O ‘tis true; 

If then thy Spirit look upon us now, ars 

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy Death, 

To fee thy -Axtony making his Peace, 

Shakine the bloody Fingers of thy Foes, 

Molt Noble! in the prefence of thy Coarfe 2 

Had I as many Eyes, as thou haft Wounds, 
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy Blood: 
It would become me better, than to clofe 

In terms of Friend{hip with thine Enemies. 
Pardon me, Fulins --- here waft thou bay’d, brave Hart, 
Here didft thou fall, and here thy Hunters ftand 
Sien’d in thy {poil, and crimfon’d in thy Lethe. 

© World! thou waft the Foreft to this Hart, 
And this indeed, O World, the Hart of thee. 
How like a Deer, ftricken by many Princes; 
Loft thou here lye ¢ 

Caf. Mark, Antony — sat 
Ant. Pardon me, Cains Caffins ; 

The Enemies of Ce/ar fhall fay this: 

Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modefty. _ 

Caf. I blame you not for praifing Cafar {0 _ 
But what compaa mean you to have with us ¢ 
Will you be prick’d in number of our Friends, 

Or fhall we on; and not depend on you’ e 

Ant. Therefore I took your Hands, but wasindeed ; 
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Sway’d from the Point, by looking down on Cafar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all, 
Upon this hope, that you thall give me Reafons, 
Why, and wherein Ce/ar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elle were tiiis a favage Spectacle. 
Our Reafons are fo full of good regard, 
That were you Antony the Son of Ce/ar, 
You fhould be fatisfied, 

Aut. That's all { feek; 
And am moreover Suitor, that T may 
Produce his Body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a Friend, 
Speak in the Order of his Funeral, 

Bra. You fhall, Adark Antony. 

Caf. Brutus, a word with you ——_ 
You know not what you do; do not confent | Afide, 
That stony {peak in his Funeral : 
Know you how much the People may be mov’d 
By that which he will utter 2 

Bra. By your Pardon, 2 
I will my {elf into the Pulpit firit, 
And thew the Reafon of our Ce/ar’s Death; 
What Antony thall fpeak, I will protett 
He {peaks by leave, and by permiffion; 
And that we are contented Ce/ar thall 
Fave all true Rites, and lawful Ceremonies; 
It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Ca/. 1 know not what may fall, I like it nor, 

Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Ce/ar’s Body} 
You fhall not in your Funeral Speech blame us, 
But {peak all good you can devife of Cefars 


* . And fay you do’t by our Permiffion: 


Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all 

About his Funeral, And you fhall {peak 

In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 

After my Speech is ended. 
Ant. Be it fo; 

Ido defire no more. | | 
Bru. Prepare the Body then, and follow ts,  [Axesar, 
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Manet Antony- 

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of Earth, 
That I am meek and gentle with thefe Butchers. 
Thou art the Ruins of the nobleft Man 
That ever lived in the Tide of Times. 

Woe to the Hand that thed this coftly Blood ! 
Over thy Wounds, now do I prophetic, 
(Which, like dumb Mouths, do ope their ruby Lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my Tongue) 
A Curle fhall light upon the Limbs of Men 3; 
Domeftick Fury, and fierce civil Strife, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy ; 

Blood and Deftruction fhall be {o in ufe, 

And dreadful Objcéts fo-familiar, 
That Mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the Hands of War: 

All Pity choak’d wit Cuftom of fell Deeds, 

And Cefar’s Spirit ranging for Revenge. 

With Ate by his fide, come. hot from Hell, .. 

Shall in thefe Confines, with a Monarch’s Voice, 

Cry havock, and let flip the Dogs of War, 

That this foul Deed thal} fmell atove the Earth 

With Carrion Men, groaning for burial. 

Enter OGavius s Servant. 

You ferve Oftavius Cafar, do you not? 


Ser. 1 do, A4ark Antony. 
Ant. Cafar did write for him to come to Kome. 


Ser. He did receive his Letters, and is coming, 
And bid me fay to you by word of Mouth 
O Cefar! | | Seeing the Body. 

Ant. Thy Heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 

Paffion I fee iscatching, for mine Eyes, ! 
Seeing thofe Beads of Sorrow {tand in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy Mafter coming ¢ 

Ser, He lyesto Night within feven Leagues of Rome. 

Aut. Pott back with {peed, and tell him what 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Kome, 
No Rome of Safety for Octavius yet 3 

_ Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ftay a while, 
Thou fhalt not back, ’till I have born this Coarfe 
Into the Market-place: There thall I try 
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In my Oration, how the People take 

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody Men ; 

According to the which, thou fhale difcourfe 

To young Odavius of the ftate of things, 

Lend me your Hand. [| Exeunt with Cexfar’s Body. 
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Enter Brutus, aed goes into the Pulpit; and Cafhius, with 
the Plebeians. 


Pleb. We will be fatisfied ; let us be fatisfied. 

Bru. Then follow me, and give me Audience; Friends, 
Cuffins, go you into the other Street, 

Aind part the Numbers : 

Vhofe that will hear me fpeak, let *em ftay here ; 
Thofe that will follow Ca/fas, go with him, 

And publick Reafons fhall be rendred 

Of Cefar’s Death. 

t Pleb, I will hear Brutus {peak, 

2 Pleo, I will hear Ca/fins, and compare their Reafons; 
When feverally we hear them rendred. 

| Exit Caflius with fome of the Plebeians, 

3 Pleb. The Noble Brutus is afcended : Silerice. 

Bru. Be Patient ’till the laft. 

Romans, Country-men, and Lovers, hear me for m 
Caufe, and be filent, that you may hear. Believe-me for 
mine Honour, and have refpe& to mine Honour, that you 
may believe. Cenfure me in your Wifdom, and awake 
your Senfes, that you may the better judge. If there be 
any inthis Affembly, any dear Friend of Ce/ar’s, to them 
I fay, That Brutus love to Cefar was no lefs than his, If 
then, that Friend demand, why Brutus rofe againft Cefar, 
this is my Anfwer: Not that I lov’d Ce/ar lefs, but that 
I lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Ce/ar were living, 
and dye all Slaves; than that Ce/ar were dead, to live all 
Free-men? As Ce/ar lov'd me, I weep for him ; as he was 
Fortunate, I rejoyce at it; as he was Valiant, I honour 
him ; but as he was Ambitious, I flew him. There is 
Tears for his Love, Joy for his Fortune, Honour for his 
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The Forum. 


Valour, and Death for his Ambition. Who is here { 


bafe that would be a Bond-man?2 If any, {peak ; for him 
O 2 have 
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have I offended. Who is here fo rude, that would not be 4 
a Roman? Wfany, {peak ; for him have I offended. Who | 1 
is here fo vile, that will not love his Country 2? Ifany, {peak ; Henn 
for him have I offended. —— 1 paufe for a Reply ——— hee 
All. None, Brutus, none. | 1 Ple 
Bru. Then none have l offended. I have done no more 3 Pe 
to Cefar than you fhall do to Brutus. The Queftion of | Weae 
his Death is inroll’d in the Capitol 5 his Glory not extenu- 2 Pl 
ated, wherein he was worthy ; not his Offences enfore’d, Ante 
for which he fuffered Death. 2 All, 
Enter Mark Antony, with Cefar’s Body. At 
Here comes his Body, mourn’d by AZark, Antony; who I come 
though he had no hand in his Death, fhall receive the Be- The E 
nefit of his dying, a Place in the Commonwealth 3 4s The ( 
which of you fhall not ¢ With this I depart, T hat as I } ‘ole 
flew my belt Lover for the good of Rome, I have the fame Fath 
Dagger for my felf, when itfhall pleafe my Country to need Hit y 
my Death. And 0 
All. Live, Brutus, lives live. _ Here, 
1 Pleb, Bring him with Triumph home unto his Houfe. (For B 
2 Pleb. Give him a Statue with his Ancettors. 9 So ate 
; Pleb. Let him be Cefar. | & 
Pleb, Cafar’s better Parts Hey 
Shall be crown'd 1n Brutus. 2 But 
+ Pleb. Well bring him to his Houfe 7 4 And 
With Shouts and Clamors. a 
Bru. My Countrymen —— | Who 
> Pleb. Peace! Silence | Brutus f{peaks. | Did ¢ 
1 Pleb. Peace, Ho! \ Wher 
Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, Sf Anti 
And, for my fake, fay here with Antony m. Ye) 
Do grace to Cafar’s Corps, and grace his Speech | And 
Tending to Cefar’s Glories, which AZark Antony, rs, You 
By our Permiffion, is allow’d to make. a I thr 
| I.do intreat you, not 4 Man depart, F Whi 
ih Save T alone, ’till Antony have {poke. (Exit, Yer ; 
ig t Pled. Stay, Ho, and let us hear Mark Antony. ‘ And. 
2 Pleb, Let him go up into the publick Chair, oa I foeg 
We'll hear him: ‘Noble Antony, gO Ups : | | * ; 
QU 


Ant, For Brutus’s false 1am beholden to yous 
4 Pere 
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4 Pleb.. What does he fay of Brutus ? 
3 Pleb. He fays, for Bru:us’s fake 
He finds himfelt beholden to us all. 
4. Pleb. "T were beft {peak no harm of Bratus here. 
t Pleb, This Cefar was a Tyrant, 
3 Pleo. Nay, that’s certain; 
We are glad that Rome is rid of him, 
2 Pleb, Peace, let us hear what Antony can fay. 
“tnt. You gentle Romans ———__., 
All, Peace, Ho, let us hear him, 
Ant, Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your Ears; 
I come to bury Ce/ar, not to praife him, 
The Evil that Men do lives after them, 
The Good is oft interred with the Bones ; 
So let it be with Ce/ar. The noble Brutus , 
Hath told you, Ce/ar was ambitious ; _ 
If it were fo, it was.a grievous Fault, 
And grievoufly hath Ce/ar anfwer'd ir, 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft, 


{or Brutus is an honourable Man, 


So are they all, all honourable Men) 

Come I to fpeak in Ce/ar’s Funeral. 

Fle was my Friend, faithful and juft to me ; 
But Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 

And Brutus is an honourable Man. 

He hath brought many Captives home to Rome, 
Whofe Ranfoms did the general Coffers fill : 
Did this in Cefar feem ambitious 2 

When that the poor have cry’d, Cz/ar hath wept ; 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner Stuff : ) 
Yet Brutus fays, He was Ambitious, 

And Brutus is an honourable Man. 

You all did fee, that on the Lapercal, 

I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crown, 

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this Ambition? 
Yet Brutus fays, He was ambitious, 

And fure he is an honourable Man. 

I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus {poke, 

But here Iam to fpeak what I do know, 

¥ou all did love him once, not without caufe, 


O 3 What 
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What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for him ? 

O Judgment | thou art fled to brutifh Bealts, 

And Men have loft their Reafon Bear with me, 
My Heart is in the Coffin there with Cz/ar, 

And I muft paufe ‘till it come back to me. 

1 Pleb, Methinks there is much R cafon in his Sayings. 
If thou confider rightly of the matter, 


Cefar has had great wrong. (his place. 
Pleb, Has he, Mafters@ I fear there will'a worfe come in 


4 Pleb. Mark’d ye his words? He would nor take the Crown, 
Therefore “tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
« Pleb. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 
» Pleb, Poor Soul! his Eyes are red as Fire with weeping. 
Pleb. There’s not a nobler Man in Rome than Antony. 
4 Pleb, Now mark him, he begins again to fpeak. 
Ant. But Yelterday the word of Ce/ar might 
Have ftood againft the World; now lyes he there, 
And none fo poor to do him Keverence. 
O Matters! If I were difpos’d to ftir 
Your Hearts and Minds to Mutiny and Rage, 
[ fhould do Brutus wrong, and Caffins wrong ; - 
Who, you all know, are Honourable Men. 
I will not do them wrong: I rather chufe 
To wrong the Dead, to wrong my felf and you, 
Than 1 will wrong fuch Honourable Men. | 
But here’s a Parchment, with the Seal of Cefar, | 
I foundit in his Clofet, *tis his Will, 
Let but the Commons hear this Teftament, 
Which, pardon me, I do not mean to Read, 
And they would go and kifs dead Cafar’s Wounds, 3 
And dip their Napkins in his facred Blood ; ss 
Yea, beg a Hair of him for Memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, | 
Bequeathing it as a rich Legacy 
Unto their Iflue. | 
4 Pleb, We'll hear the Will, read it, AZark Antony. a7 
All. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cafar’s Will, j 
Ant. Have Patience, gentle Friends, I muft not read it, 
It is not meet you know how Ca/ar lov’d you. 
You are not Wood, you are not Stones; but Men: 





And 





And! 
It wil 
Tis £¢ 
For if 
4 Ple 
You fh. 
Abt. 

I have 
I fear | 
Whole 
4 P 
All. 
1/ 
the ¥ 
A 
The 
And 
‘Shall 
y,| 


’ 

j 

4 
I. 

2 
A 
Al 
Ay 
You 7 
The f 
Twas 
That 
Look 
See | 
Thr 
And 
Mar 
As Ii 
If By 


For J 
Jadg 


ngs 


(his pice, 
yrfe come in 
the Chow, 


de tt 

ith weehls. 
than Air 
inca. 

ht 

erty 


Vol! 


ali 


rounds 


v-. Ss” 


Julius. Cefar. 2274 


And being Men, hearing the Will of Ce/ar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad ; 
*Tis good you know not that you are his Heirs, 
For if you fhould O what would come of it? 
4 Pleb. Read the Will, we'll hear it, Aztony : 
You fhall read us the Will, Ce/far’s Will. 
nt. Willyou be Patient? will you ftaya while? 
I have o’er-fhot my felf to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the Honourable Men, 
Whole Daggers have ftabb’d Ce/ar ----I do fear it. 
4. Pleo. They were Traitors Honourable Men! 
All, The Will! the Teftament! 
2 Pleb, They were Villains, Murderers ; the Will! read 
the Will! 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will; 
Then make a Ring about the Corps of Cefar, - 
And let me fhew you him that made the Will. 








“Shall I defcend 2? and will you give me leave 2 


All, Come down. | He comes down from the Pulpit. 
2 Pleb. Defcend. 
3 Pleb. You fhall have leave. 
4 Pleb. A Ring, ftand round. 
1 Pleb, Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 
2 Pleb. Room for Antony moft noble Autony! 
Ant. Nay prefs not fo upon’ me,, ftand far off, 
All, Stand back room bear back 
dnt. If you have Tears, prepare to fhed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, I remember 
The firfe time ever Ce/ar put it on, 
‘Twas on a Summers Evening in his Tent. 
That Day he overcame the Nervii 
Look! in this place, ran Cafias's Dagger through .---- 
See what a Rent the envious Caska made 
Through this, the well beloved Brutus ftab’d, 
And as he pluck’d his curfed Steel away, 
Mark how the Blood of Cefar followed it ——— 
As rufhing out of Doors, to be refolv’d, 
If Brutus {9 unkindly knock’d, or no. 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cefar’s Angel, 
Judge, O youGods ! how dearly Ce/ar lov’d him! 
O 4 Thia 
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This was the moft unki 
For when the Noble Ce/ar faw him ftab, 


Ingratitude, 


Quite vanquifh’d h 
And in his Mantle mu 
Even at the Bafe o 
Which all the while r 
O what a Fall was 
Then TI, and you, 
Whilft bloody Treafo 
O, now you weeps 4 
The dint of Pity; t 
Kind:Souls | what weep yo 
Our Ce/ar’s Velture wound 
Here is himfelf, marr’d as yo 


there, 


Julius C2tart 
adeft Cut of all 5 


f Pompey’s Statue, 
an Blood, great 
my Countrymen \ 


more ftrong than Traitors A 
im; then burtt 


rms. 
his mighty Heart 3 
fling up his Face, 


Cafar fell. 


and all-of us fell down, 


hefe are eracious dr 


5 flourifh’d over us. 


nd-E percerve you feel 
ops. 


u, when you 


but behold 


ed 2 Look yous here, 


1 Pleb, O piteous SpeCracle ¢ 


2 Pleb. @ Noble Cafar'| 
2 Pleb. O woful Day ij 


4 Pleb.O ‘Traitors, Villains ! 
t Plea. O moft bloody fight ! 


4 Pleb. We willbe reveng’d: Revenge ! 


Gre —— kill—— 


About —— feek — DUT = Tir 


Let not a Praitor live. 


Ant, Stay Countrymen = 
+ Pie, Peace there, hear the noble 
We'll hear him, we'll fallow him, we’ 


rH? 


; 
2 I ié?. 


him 





What Driva 


That madethem do it; 





Flood of Mutiny: 
eed, are Honou 
alas, 1 know not, 
fe and honourable; 
{wer you. — 
to fteal away your Hicarts > 


Tam no Orator, as Bratus 1S3 


Bur, as you know n 
Tar love my Prien 
That give me publickl 
For | have’ neither Wit, nor Wo 


ne a 


Antony. 


u fee with Traitors. 


“dot. Good Friends, fweet Friends, let me not fix 


you up 
Fo fuch a fudden 
They that have done this D 
te Griefs they have, 
they are wi 
And will no doubt with Reafons an 


T-come not; Friends, 


], a plain blunt Mar, 
d, and that they know full well, 
eave to fpeak of him; 


rds; not Worth,» ' 


flay { 


i dye with 


ravle ; 







Adion 
To fur 
I telly 
Shew ye 
And bid 
And Bry 
Would r 
In every 
The Sto 
Al, ' 
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3 Pe 
Aut. 
All. 
Ant 
Wher 
Alas y 
Youh 
All. 
Ant 
To ev 
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Action nor Utterance, nor the power of Speech, 
To ftir Mens Blood ; I only {peak right on. 
I tell you that, which you your felves do know, 

Shew you {weet Cz/ar’s Wounds, poor, poor dumb Mouths, 
And bid them fpeak for me ; but were I Brutus, | 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
W ould ruffle up your Spirits, and put a Tongue 
In every Wound of Ce/ar, that fhould move 
The Stones of Rome to rife and mutiny. 

All, We'll mutiny 
1 Pleb, We'll burn the Houfe of Brutus, | 
3 Pleb. Away then, come, feek the Confpirators. 





bold 4nt. Yet hear me, Countrymen, yet hear me {peak, 
: All. Peace ho, hear Antony, moft Noble “Antony. 
M Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what, 


Wherein hath Ce/ar thus deferv’d your Loves? 

Alas you know not; I mutt tell you then: 

You have forgot the Will I told you of. 
All. Mott true----the Will----let’s ftay avd hear the Wilk 
Ant, Here is the Will, and under Ce/ar’s Seal, 

To every Roman Citizen he gives, 


ty ‘To every feveral Man, feventy five Drachma’s. 
a 2 Pleb, Moft Noble Ce/ar! we'll revenge his Death, 
3 Pleb. O Royal Ce/ar! 
Ant. Hear me with patience, 
} at dye We All. Peace ho ! 
W 


Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his Walks; 
i His private Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 

t me 10 On this fide Tiber, he hath left them you, 

And to your Heirs for ever; common Pleafures; 

To walk abroad, and recreate your felves. 


srgule Here was a Ce/ar, when comes fuch another 2 

-n0ty 1 Pleb, Never, never; come, away, away ; 

yyrable We'll burn his Body in the holy Place, 

‘: And with the Brands fire all the Traitors Houfes. 

att} Take up the Body, - 

| 2 Pleb, Go fetch Fire, - ; 

| 3 Pleb. Pluck down Benches, 

citwelh 4 Pleb. Pluck down Forms, Windows, any thing. | 
i [Excunt Plebeians with rhe Body. 
wortly | Aa Aut. 
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Cin. 


Ant. Now let it work; Mifchief thou art a foot, | 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt. 1 Pl 
How now; Fellow ? a. Cin 
i Enter Servant. } 4th 
Ser. Sir, Oftavius is already come to Kome. 1 Verles 
An. Where is he? Cin. 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cafar's Houfe. } 4? 
‘Ant. And thither will I ftraight, to vifit him ¥ | | Name o 
He comes upon a wifh, \ Fortune is merry, | 3 Pet 
And in this mood will give us any thing. | ToBre 
ser. I heard him fay, Brutus and Caffius and fon 
Are rid, like Madmen, through the Gates of Rome. 
Ants Belike they had fome notice of the People, 
How I had mov’d them. Bring me to Offavins. | Exeunt. ars 
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 
Cin. I dreamt to Night, that I did feaft with Ce/ar, 
And things unluckily charge my Fantafie ; 
1 have no will to wander forthof Doors, 
Yet fomething leads me forth. 3 . 
it 


x Pleb, What is your Name? 

2 Pleb. Whither are you going % 

3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ¢ | Le 
Pleb. Are you a married Man, or. a Batchellor ¢ } 06 

> Pleb. Anfwer every Man directly. La 

: Pleb. Ay, and briefly. =a = Who 





4 Pleb. Ay, and wifely. Ay 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft.: .. «Burd, 
Gin. What is my Name? Whither am I going? Where Fetch ¢ 
do I dwell? AmI a married Man, ora Batchellor 2 Then to, How te 
anfwer every Man direétly and_ briefly, wifely and. truly ; In, 
wifely, I fay I am a Batchellor. oa Ot, 
» Pleb. That’s as much as to fay, they are Fools that Marry An 
you'll bear me a bang for that I fear: Proceed directly. Mee 
Cin. Dire&ly, I am going to Ce/ar’s Funeral. | a 

he 


1 Pleb. Asa Friend, or an Enemy ¢ 
Gn. As a Friend. | 

2 Pleb. That matter is anfwered direGly, And: 
4 Pleb. For your Dwelling; briefly. | 
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. _ 

3 Pie, Your Name, Sir, truly. And 


Ih oy 





Mie 


"Rom, 
People, 
suits | Eo, 
ePlebetats 
with Coir, 


archellor 


ie 
5 goine! 
cher 
wilely gat 


Fools that! Mat 
ceed dite 


uneral 
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Cin. Truly my Name is Cinna. 

1 Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he’s a Confpirator, 

Cin. 1 am Cinna the Poet, I am Cizua the Poet. 

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad Verfes, tear him for his bad 
Verfes. 

Cin. IT am not Guna the Confpirator, 

4 Pleb, It is no matter, his Name’s Cinna, pluck but his 
Name out of his Heart, and turn him going. 

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him; Come Brands ho, Firebrands : 
To Brutus, to Caffius, burn all. Some to Decius’s Houfe, 
and fome to Caska’s, fome to fanetias Away, g0. 

| Exeunt all the Plebeians, 





A CUR. © Ss © 2 oe 


S CEN E Rome. 
Enter Antony, Odavius, and Lepidus. 


Ant. Hefe many then fhall die, their Names are prickt. 
O&. Your Brother too muft die; confent you, 

Lep. 1 do confent. (Lepidus 2 

Od. Prick him down, Axtony. 

Lep.. Upon condition Publius fhall not live, 

Who is your Sifter’s Son, Adark Antony. 

Ant. He fhall not live; look, with a fpot, I damn him. 

But Lepidus, go you to Ce/ar’s Houfe ; 
Fetch the Will hither, and we fhall determine 
How to cut off fome Charge in Legacies. 

Lep. What? fhall I find you here? 

Od. Or here, or at the Capitol. 

Ant. This is a flight unmeritable Man, 
Meet to be fent on Errands : Isit fit | 
The three-fold World divided, he fhould ftand 
One of the three to fhare it? 

Of. So you thought him, 

And took his Voice, who fhould be prickt to die, 


| Exit Lepidus, 


- In our black Sentence and Profcription. 


Ant. Oltavins, I have feenmore Days than you; 
And though we lay thefe Honours on this Man, 
_ To 
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To eafe our felves of divers fland’rous Loads, 
He fhall but bear them, as the Afs bears Gold; 
To groan and fweat under the Bufinefs, = * 
Either led or driven, as we print the way, 
And having brought our Treafure, where we will, 
"Then take we down his Load, and turn him off, 
Like tothe empty Afs, to’ fhake his Ears, 
And graze in Commons. 
Oé; You may do your Will; 
But he’s a try’d and valiant Soldier. 
Ant. $0 is my Horfe, Odavins, and for that, 
I do appoint him ftore of Provender. 
It is a Creature that I teach to fight, 
To wind, to ftop, to run directly on, 
His corporal Motion, govern’d by my Spirit; 
And in fome tafte, is Lepidus but fo; 
He muft be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth, 
A barren fpirited Fellow, one that feeds 
On Obdjeéts, Arts, and Imitations. 
Which out of ufe, and ftal’d by other Men, 
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him, 
But asa Property. And now, Octavius, 
Liften great things Brutus and Calfius 
Are levying Powers; we muft ftraight make Head. 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d, 
Our beft Friends made, and our beft Means ftretcht out, 
And let us prefently go fit in Council, 
How covert Matters may be beft difclos’d, 
And open Perils fureft anfwered. 
O&. Let us do fo; for we are at the ftake, 
And bayed about with many Enemies, 
‘And fome that fmile have in their Hearts, I fear, 
Millions of Mifchiefs. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Before Brutus's Tent, in the 
Camp near Sardis. 


Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers: Titinius and 
| Pindarus mecting them. pichcege 
Bru. Stand, ho! 
» Lue. Give the word, ho! and ftand! 
ea Bra. 








Mare 


STTsrom 
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Bru. What now, Lacilius? is Caffius near 2 
Luc. Heis at hand, and Pindarus is come 
_ To do you Salutation from his Matter. 
il, Bru. He greets me well. Your Matter, Pindarus, 
i, In his own change, or by ill Officers, 
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to with 
Things done, undone; but if he be at hand, 
I fhall be fatisfied, 
Pin, Ldonot doubt’ — 
it But that my Noble Mafter will appear 
Such as he is; full of Regard, and Honour. 
Bru. He 1s not doubted. A word, Lucilins, 
How he receiv’d you, let me be refolv’d. 
Luc. With courtefie, and with refpe@ enough, 
But not with fuch familiar Inftances, 
aot Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference, 
As he hath us‘d of old. 
Bra. ‘Thou haft defcrib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling ; ever note, Lucilixs, 
When Love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced Ceremony. 
There are no Tricks in plain and fimple Faith; 
But hollow Men, like Horfes hot at hand, 





¢ Heid Make gallant fhew, and promife of their Mettle; 
| Low March within: 
ftretcht But when they fhould endure the bloody Spur, coe 


4 


They fall their Creft, and like deceitful Jades, 
Sink in the Trial. Comes his Army on¢ 
Luc. They mean this Night in Sardis to be quarter’d ; 


a The greater part, the Horfe in general, 
Are come with Ca/fius. 
fear Enter Caflius and Soldiers. 
| Exh Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d ; 
_ March gently on to meet him. 
hy, Caf: Stand, ho! 


a ee = ! fpeak the word along, 
| thin, otand } 
oss Tie | Within, Stand ! 

. . Within. Stand! 


m Ca if: 
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Caf. Moft Noble Brother! you have done me wrong. 


Bru. Judge me, you Gods ! wrong I mine Enemies? 


And if notfo, how fhould I wrong a Brother 2 { 
Caf. Brutus, this fober form of yours, hides wrongs, | 





And when you do them 
Bru. Caffins, be content, 


Speak your Griets foftly, I do know you well. 


Before the Eyes of both our Armies here, 
(Which (hould perceive nothing but Love from us) 
Let us not wrangle. . Bid them move aways , 
Then in my Tent Cafius enlarge your Griefs, 
And I will give you Audience. 
Caf. Pindarus; : 
Bid our Commanders lead their Charges off 
A little from this Ground. 
Bru. Lucilius, do youthe like, and let no Man 
Cometo our Tent, ’till we have doneour Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our Door. [Exeunt. 
Manent Brutus and Caflius. 
Caf. That you have wrong’d me, doth appear in this, 
You have condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking Bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein, my Letter praying on his fide, 
Becaufe I knew the Man, was flighted off. 
Bra. You wrong’d your felf to write in fucha cafe. 
Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet, 
That every nice Offence fhould bear his Comment. 


Bru. Let me tell you, Caffiws, you your felf 


Are much condemo'd to have:an itching Palm, 
To fell, and mart your Offices for Gold 
To Undefervers. 


Caf. Ay, an itching Palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that {peaks this, 


Or by the Gods, this Speech were elfe your lait. 3 


Bru; Thename of Caffizs honours this Corruption, 
And Chaftifement doth therefore hide his Head. 


Caf. Chaftifement! 
Bru, Remember AZarch, the Ides of ALarch remember ; 


Did not great Fulins bleed for Jultice fake? 





What Villain touch’d his Body, that did ftab, 
: ‘ 


And 


‘ 
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And not for Juflice? What, thall one of Us, 

That {truck the foremoft Man of all this World, 

But for {upporting Robbers, fhall we now 

Contaminate our Fingers with bafe Bribes2 

And fell the mighty {pace of our large Honours 

For fo much trafh, as may be grafped thus?——. 

I had rather be a Dog, and bait the Moon, 

Than fuch a Roman. 

Caf. Brutus, bait not me, 

I'll not endure it; you forget your felf, 

To hedge me in, I am a Soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than your felf 

To make Conditions. 

Bru. Go to; you are not Caffins, 

Ca/- I am. 

Bru. I fay, you are not. 

Caf, Urge me nomore, I fhall forget my felf_— 

Have mind upon your Health---Tempt me no farther. 
Bra. Away; flight Man. 

Caf. Is’t poflible? 
Brn. Hear me, for I will fpeak. 

Muft I give way, and room to your rath Choler ? 

Shall I be frighted, when a mad Man ftares 2 
Caf. O ye Gods! ye Gods! mutt I endure all this2 
Bra. Allthis! Ay more. Fret ’till your proud Heart break, 

Go thew your Slaves how Cholerick you are, 

And make your Bondmentremble. Mutt I budge? 

Muft I obferve you 2? Muft I ftand and crouch 

Under your tefty Humour? By the Gods 

You fhall digeft the venom of your Spleen, 

Tho’ it do fplit you. For from this Day forth, 

Pll ufe you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter, 

When you are wafpith. 
Caf: Is it come to this? 
Brue You fay, you are a better Soldier ; 

Let it appear fo; make your vaunting true, 

And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part, 

I fhall be glad to learn of Noblemen. 

Caf. You wrong me every way---You wrong me, Bratns 3 

I faid, an Elder Soldier, not a Better. | > 

Di 
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Did I fay better?——— | 
Bru. {f you did, I care not. 
Caf; When Czfar liv'd, he durft not thus have mov’d me, 


Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted him, 


Caf. I durft not! 
Bru. No. 
Caf. What? durft not tempt him !|—— 
Bru. For your Life you durft not. 
Caf? Do not prefume too much upon my Love, 
I may do that I fhall be forry for. | 
Brg. You have done that you fhould be forry for, , 
There is no terror, Caffias, in your Threats. 
For I am arm’d fo ftrong in Honefty, 
That they pafs by me, as the idle Wind, 
Which I refpe& not. I did fend to you , 
For certain Sums of Gold, which you deny’d me; 
For I can raife no Mony by vile means, | 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my Heart, 
And drop my Blood for Drachma’s, than to wring 
From the hard Hands of Peafants, their vile trafh 
By any Indire@tion. 1 did fend 
To you for Gold to pay my Legions, 
Which you deny’d me; was that done like Cafixs 3 
Should I have anfwer'd Cains Caffins fo ¢ 
When A/larcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock fuch Rafeal Counters from his Friends; 
Be ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 
Dath him to pieces. 
Caf. 1 deny’d you not. 
Brn. You did. 
Caf: 1 did not He was but a Fool 
That brought my anfwer back-——Brutus hath riv’d my Heart; 
A Friend fhould bear his Friend’s Infirmities, | 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bry. I do not’till you practife them on mes 
Caf. You loye me not. 
Bru. 1 do not like your Faults. : 
Caf, A friendly Eye could never fee fuch Faults: 
Brn, A Flatterer’s would not, tho’ they do appear > 
As huge as high Olympus. OE RRO Ne: 3 
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Caf: Come, Antony, and young Offavins come, 
e mov'd ne Revenge your felves alone on Cafiias, 
note hin, For Cajfias is a weary of the World; 


Hated by one he loves, brav’d by his Brother, 
_ -Check’d like a Bondman, all his Faults obfer¥"d, 

Set in a Note-Book, learn’d, and.conn’d by rote, 
To caft into my Teeth. O I could weep 

y Lory My Spirit from mine Eyes! There is my Dagger, 

And here my naked Breaft. ——— Within, a Heart 

Dearer than Plxro’s Mine, richer than Gold; 

If that thou beeft a Roman, take it forth. 

I that deny’d thee Gold, will give my Heart:; 

Strike as thou didft at Ce/ar, for I know, 

When thou didft hate him worft, thou loy’df{t him better 

Than ever thou loy’dft Ca/fns. | 8 

Bru. Sheath your Dagger ; 

Be angry when you will, it fhall havefcope, 

Do what you will, Difhonour fhall be Humour. 

O, Cafius, you are yoaked with .a.Lamb, 

That carries Anger as the Flint bears Fire, 

Who much inforced, fhews a hafty {park, 

) And ftraight is cold again. 

he Coa Caf. Hath Caffias liv’d : 

: To be but Mirth-and Laughter to his Brnutas,)_. 
When Grief and Blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him? 


orty {on 


ny'd Me} 


fo write 
fe tral 


‘Ho 


Friends Bra. When I {poke that, I was ill-temper’d tod. | .-»-—- 
olts Caf. Do you confefsfo much? Giveme your hand. 


Caf. O Brutus ! 
Brn. What’s the matter ? | 
Caf. Have not you loveenough to bear with mg. _ 


Bru. And my Heart too. | Eaabracing. 


=e 


ol wf | 
thi When that rath Humour which my Mother:gaveme 
ities Makes me forgetful 2 

ft Bra. Yes, Cafias, and from henceforth 

5p 0) When you are over-earneft with your Brutas, 


He'll think your Mother chides, .and (leave -you_ fo. “93 
Enter Lucilius azd Titinius, .and.aTPoet. — 


ach . Poet. .Let-me  go.in.to fee .the:Generals, 

oie There is fome grudge between ’em, ’tis notumeet 

0 ta They be alone. | 
2 a 
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Luc. You fhall not come to them. 
Poet. Nothing but Death thall flay me. 
Caf. How now? What's the matter ¢ 


‘Poet, For fhame you Generals ¢ what do you mean ? 


Love, and be Friends, as two fuch Men fhould be, 
For I have feen more Years I’m fure than ye. 
Caf. Ha, ha---how vilely doth this Cynickrhime! 
Bru. Get you hence, Sirrah; fawcy Fellow, hence. 
Caf. Bear with him, Bratas, *tis his fafhion. 


Bru. Vil know his Humour, when he knows his Time; 


What fhould the’ Wars do with thefe jigging Fools¢ 
Companion, ‘hence. 


Caf. Away, away, be gone. [ Exit Poet 


Bru. Lucilins and Titinias, bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge their Companies to Night. 


Caf: And come your felves, and bring Meffala with you 
Immediately to us. | Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius. 


Bru. Lucius, a Bow] of Wine. 

Caf. I did not think you could have been fo angry. 

Bra. © Caffius, Yam fick of many Griefs. 

Caf. Of your Philofophy you make no ufe, 
If you give place to accidental Evils. 

Bru. No Man bears Sorrow better---Portia is dead. 

Caf. Ha! Portia! —— 

Bru. She is dead. «= 

Caf. How {cap’'d I killing, when I croft you fo? 
O infupportable and touching Lofs! 
Upon what Sicknefs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my abfence; 
And Grief, that young Oéfavias with Mark Antony, 
Have made themfelves fo ‘ftrong : For with her Death 
That tydings came. With this the fell diftract, 
And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow’d Fire. 

Caf. And dy’d fo? 

Bru. Even fo. 

Caf. © ye immortal Gods! 

Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 


Bru. Speak no’ more of her : Give me a Bow] of Wine. 


In this I bury“all unkindnefs, Cafins. - 


~ 
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Caf. My Heart is thirfty for that noble Pledge, 
Fill, Lucias, till the Wine o’er-fwell the Cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Bratas’s Love. 
Exter Titinius, and Meflala. 
Bra. Come in, Zitinins; welcome, good Meffala : 
Now fit we clofe about this Taper here, 
And call in queftion our Neceflities. 
Caf. Portia! art thou gone? 
Bru. No more, I pray you. 
Meffala, \ have here received Letters, 
That young Offavins, and Ad¢ark Antony, 
Come down upon us witha mighty Power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Philippi. 
Mef. My felf have Letters of the felf-fame tenure. 
Bra. With what Addition 2? | 
Me. hat by Profeription, and Bills of Outlawry, 
Ottavins, Antony, and Lepidus, 
Have put to Death an hundred Senators, 
Bra. Therein our Letters do not well agree; 
Mine {peak of feventy Senators, that dy’d 
By their Proferiptions, Cicero being one. 
Caf. Cicero one ?2——— —— 
Mef. Cicero is dead; and by that Order of Profcription: 
Had you your Letters from your Wife, my Lord? 
Bru. No, Meffala. 
Mef. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Ateffala. 
Mef. That, methinks, is ftrange. 
Bru.Why ask you? hear you ought of her, in yours? 
Mef. No, my Lord. 
Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Mef: Then like a Roman, bear the Truth I tell, 
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel, Portia----we mult die, AZeffala, 
With meditating that fhe muft die once; 
I have the patience to endure it now. 
Mef. Even fo great Men, great Loffes fhould endure. 
Caf. I have as much of this in Art as you, 
But yet my Nature could not bear it fo, 


P 2 Bre, 
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Bru. Well, to our Work alive. What do you think 

OF marching to Philippi prefently. 
Caf. 1 do not think it good. 

Bra. Your Reafon ¢ 

Caf. This it is: 
>Tis better that the Enemy feek us, 

So fhall he wafte his means, weary his Soldiers, 
Doing himfelf Offence, whilft we lying ftill, 
Are full of reft, defence and nimblenefs. 

Brx. Good Reafons muft of force give place to better. 
The People *twixt Philippi, and this Ground, 

Do ftand but in a forced Affection ; 

For they have grudg’d ‘us Contribution. 

The Enemy, marching,along by them, 

By them fhall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d 5 
From which Advantage fhall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do face him there, 

Thefe People at our back. 

Caf. Hear me, good Brother 

Bra. Under your Pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we have try’d the utmoft of our Friends; 
Our-Legions are brim full, our Caufe is ripe, 
The Enemy encreafeth every Day, 

We at the height, are ready to decline. 

There is a Tide in the Affairs of Men, 

Which taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ; 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life, 

Is bound in Shallows, and in Mifertes. 

On fuch a full Sea, are we now a-float, 

And we muft take the Current when it ferves, 
Or lofe our Ventures. 

Caf. Then with your will go on; we will along 
Our felves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of Night is crept upon our Talk, 
And Nature muft obey Neceflity, | 
Which ‘we will niggard with a little Reft ; 

There is no more. to fay. 
_. Caf: No more; good Night; —— 
Early to Morrow will we rife, and hence. 
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Enter Lucius. 
Bru. Lucius, my Gown; farewel, good Meffala, 

Good Night, Titizius: Noble, Noble Cafins, 

Good Night, and good Repofe. 

Caf. O my dear Brother ! 

This was an ill beginning of the Night, 

Never came fuch Divifion tween our Souls; 

Let it not, Brutus 

Enter Lucius with the Gown. 
Bra. Every thing is well. 
Caf. Good Night, my Lord. 
bru. Good Night, good Brother. 
Tit. Mela. Good Night, Lord Brutus ! 
Bra. Farewel, every one. 3 [Exeunt, 

Give me the Gown, Where is thy Inftrument 2 

Luc. Here in the Tent. 
Bra. What, thou fpeakeft drowfily 2 

Poor Knave, I blame thee not, thou arto’er-watch’d, 

Call Claudius, and fome other of my Men, 

P'll have them fleep on Cufhions in my. Tent. 

Luc. Varro and Claudius. | 

. Enter Varro and Claudius, 
Var. Calls my Lord ? a 
Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lye in my Tent, and fleep, 

It may be, I fhall raife you by and by, oe 

On Bufinefs to my Brother Cafius. cats 
Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your Pleafure, 
bra. I will not have it fo; lye down, good Sirs, 

It may be I fhall otherwife bethink me. 

Look Lucias, here’s the Book I fought for fo; 

I put inthe Pocket of my Gown. Soe 
Luc. I was {ure your Lordfhip did not giveit me. * 
Bru, Bear with me, good Boy, Lammuch forgetful, 

Canft thou hold up thy heavy Eyes a while, 

And touch thy Inftrument, a ftrainor two? 

Luc. Ay, my Lord, an’t pleafe you. 
Bru. It does, my Boy ; . 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my Duty, Sir. . 
Bru, 1 fhould not urge thy Duty paft thy Might, 
P 3 
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I know young Bloods look for a time of Rett. 
Luc. { have flept, my Lord, already. 
Bru. It waswell done, and thou fhalt fleep again; 
I will not hold thee long. If I dolive, 
I will be good to thee. 
[ Mufickand g Song. 
This is a fleepy Tune © murderous flumber ! 
Lay’ft thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That plays thee Mufick ¢ Gentle Knave, good Night; 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou doft nod, thou break’ft thy Inftrument, | 
[ll take it from thee, ‘and, good Boy; good Night. 
Let me fee, let me fee? is not the Leaf turn’d down 
Where I left reading? Here itis, I think. 
[He fits down to read, 
Eater the Ghoft of Cetar. 
How ill this Taper burns! Ha! Who comes here? 
I think it is the weaknnefs of mine Eyes, | 
That fhapes this mon{ftrous Apparition. 
It comes upon me; Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou fome God, fome Angel, or fome Devil, 
That mak’ft my Blood cold, and my Hair to ftare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art? 
Ghoft.! Thy evil Spirit, Bruras. 
Bru. Why com’ft thou ¢ 
Ghoft, 'To tell thee thou fhalt fee me at Philippi. 
Bre. Well——then I fhall fee thee again-—— 
Ghoft.: Ay, at Philippi. [ Exit Ghoft. 
_ Bra. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then; 
Now I have taken heart, thou vanifhett, 
Ill Spirit ; I would hold more talk with thee. 
Boy! Lucius! Varro! Claudius! Sirs ! awake! 
Claudius! = | 
Luc. The ftrings, my Lord, are falfe. 
Bra. He thinks he is ftill at his [nftrument. 
Lucius ! awake. "ee 
Luc. My Lord! —— . | 
Bra. Didi thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cried{t 
out é 
Lwe; My Lord, I do not know that I did ery, 
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Pra. Yes, that thou didft; didft thou fee any thing 2 
Luc.. Nothing, my Lord. 
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; Sirrah, Claudius, Fellow! 
Thou! awake. 
Var. My Lord-! 
Clan. My: Lord! 
Bru. Why. did youfoccry out, Sirs, in-your fleep? 
Both, Did we,.my Lord? 
Bra. Ay, faw you any thing? 
Var. No,.my Lord, I faw nothings 
Claus Nor I, my Lord. 
Bru. Go, and commend me tomy Brother Ca/fins; 
Bid him fet on his Powers betimes before, 
And we will follow. 
Both, It thall be-done, my Lord... [ Exexnt. 


é 
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SCENE the Fields of Philippi, with the two 
Camps. 


Enter OGavius, Antony; aud their. Army, 


Otta. N O W, Antony, our hopes are anfwered, 
You faid rhe Enemy would not come down, . 
But keep the Hills and upper Regions; | 
It proves not fo; their Battels are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anfwering before we do demand of them. 
nt. Tut I.am in their Bofoms, and I know 
Wherefore they do it ; they could be content 
To vifit other Places, and come down 
With fearful bravery ;. thinking by this Face 
To faften in our thoughts that they have Courage, 
But ’tis not fo. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. Prepare you Generals, — 
The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew ; 
P 4 Their 
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Their bloody Sign’ of Battel is hung out, 
And: fomething to be done immediately. 
Ant. Otavins, lead’ your Battel foftly on y 
Upon the left Hand of the even Field. 
Oéa. Upon the right HandI, keep thou the left. 
Jat. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ¢ 
Oia. Ido not cfofs you; but I will dofo. [ March. 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Caflius, and their Army. 
Bra. They ftand, and would have Parley. 
Caf. Stand fatts. Titizias, we muft out and talk. 
Otta. Mark Antony, thall we give fign of Battel? 
Ant. No,. Cafar, we will anfwer on their Charge. 
Wake forth, the Generals would have fome Words. 
Oa. Stir not until the Signal. 
Bru, Words before Blows: is it fo, Countrymen ¢ 
Oz. Not that we love Words better, as you do. 
Bru, Good Words are better than bad’ Strokes, Ocavins. 
Ant. In your bad Strokes, Brutus, you give good Words. 
Witnefs the hole you made in C¢far’s Hearts 
Crying, Long live, hail Ce/ar. 
Caf. Antony, 
The pofture of your Blows are yet unknown ; 
But for your Words, they rob the Hibla Bees, 
And leave them: Honey-lefs. 
Ant. Not ftringlefs too. 
Brus O yes, and foundlefs too ; 
For you have ftoln their buzzing, Aztony, 
And very wifely threat before you iting. 
Ant. Villains! you did not fo, when your vile Daggers 
Hack one another in the fides of Ce/ar. 
You fhew’d your Teethlike Apes, and fawn’d like Hounds, 
And bow’d like Bond-men, kifling Cé/ar’s Feet 5 
Whilft damned Caska, like a Cur, behind 
Struck Cefar on the Neck. O you Flatterers ! 
Caf. Flatterers ! Now Brutus thank your felf ; 
This Tongue had not offended fo to day, 
If Cafius might have rul’d. 
Offa. Come, comé, the Canfe. If arguing make us {wet. 
The proof of it will turn to redder Drops. | 


Behold, I draw a Sword againft Confpirators; ) 
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Wher think you that the Sword goes up. again? 
Never "till Cz/ar’s three and thirty Wounds 
Be well aveng’d 5 or ’till another Ce/ar 
Have added Slaughter to the Sword of Tirators, 
Bru, Cefar, thou canft not dye by Traitors Hands, 
Unlefs thou bringft them with thee. 
Oa. So I hope ; 


’ I was not born to dye on Bratus Sword. 


Bra. O if thou wert the nobleft of thy ftrain, 
Young Man, thou couldft not dye more Honourable. 
Caf. A peevith School-boy, worthlefs of fuchHonour, 
Join’d with a Masker ard a Reveller. 
Ant. Old Caffius ttill. 
Oita. Come, Antony, away ; 
Defiance, Traitors, hurl we in your Teeth, 
If you dare fight to day, come to the Field, 
If not, when you have Stomachs. 
[Exit Octavius, Antony, and Army, 
Caf. Why now blow Wind, {well Billow, and {wim Bark; 
The Storm is up, and all is on the Hazard. 
Bru. Ho, Lucilius, —— hark a word with you. 
| Lucilius and. Meflala rand forth. 
Luc. My Lord. | Brutus /peaks apart ta Lucilius. 
Caf. Meffala. ; 3 
Mef, What fays my General 2 ) 
Caf. Meffala, this is my Birth-Day ; as this very Day 
Was Cafins born. Give me thy Hand, Adeffala ; | 
Be thou my Witnefs, that againft my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell’d to fer 
Upon one Battel all our Liberties. 
You know that I held Epicurus f{trong, 
And his Opinion; now I change my Mind, 
And partly credit things that do prefage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft Enfign, 
Two mighty Eagles fell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers Hands, 
Who to Philippi-here conforted us: 
This Morning are they fled away, and gone, | 
And in their fteads, do Ravens, Crows and Kites, 
Ply o’er our Heads, and downward look on us 
As 
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As we were fickly Prey; their thadows feem 

A Canopy moft fatal, under which 

Our Army lies, ready to give up the Ghoft. 
Mef. Believe not fo. 
Caf. I but believe it partly ; 

For I am frefh of Spirit, and refolv’d 

To meet all Peril, very conftantly- 

Bru. Even fo, Lacilins. 

Caf. Now'moft Noble Brutus, 

The Gods to Day ftand friendly 5 that we may 
Lovers in Peace, lead on our Days to Age. 
But fince the Affairs of Men reft {till incertain, 
Let’s reafon with the worft that may befall. 

If we do lofe this Battel, then is this 

The very laft time we fhall fpeak together ? 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that Philofophy, 
By which I did blame Caro, forthe Death 
Which he did give himfelf, I know not how ; 
But I do find it cowardly, and vile, 

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 
Thetime of Life, arming my felf with patience, 
To ftay the Providence of fome high Powers, 
That govern us below. 

Caf. Then if we lofe this Battel, 

You are contented to be led in triumph, 
Through the Streets of Reme. 

Bru. NO, Caffins, no; think not thou, Noble Romaz;, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 

He bears too great a Mind. But this fame Day 

Muft end that Work, that Ides of March begun. 

And whether we thallmeet again, 1 know not 5 

Therefore our everlafting farewel take; 

For ever, and for ever, farewel; Caffius ; 

If we do meet again, why, we fhall {mile, 

If not, why then, this parting was well made. 
Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus; 

If we do meet again, we'll {mile indeed ; 

If not; “tis true, this parting was well made. 
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Bru. Why then lead on. O that a Man might know 
The end of this Day’s Bufinefs, eer it come ; 
But it fuficeth, that the Day ‘will end, 
And then the end is known. Come ho, away. —[ Exenat. 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meflala., 
Bru. Ride, ride, AZeffala, ride and give thefé Bills 
Unto the Legions, on the other fide. | Loud Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once; for I perceive 
But cold demeanor in Oéfavio’s Wing ; 
And fudden pufh gives them the overthrow, 
Ride, ride, AZeffala, let them all come down. | Exeunt. 
Alarums. Enter Caffius and Titinius, 
Caf. O look, Titiniws, look, the Villains fly ! 
My felf have to mine own turn’d Enemy; 
This Enfign here of mine was turning back, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 
Tite O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early, 
Who having fome advantage on Offavins 
Took it too eagerly ; his Soldiers fell to {poil, 
Whilft we by dztony are all-inclos’d. 
Enter Pindarus. 
Pind. Fly further off my Lord, fly further off, 
Mark, Antony is in your Tents, my Lord ; 
Fly therefore, Noble Caffizs, fly far off. 
Caf. This Hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinins, 
Are thofe my ‘Tents where I perceive the Fire 2 
Tit. They are, my Lord. 
Caf. Titinius, if thou loveft me, 
Mount thou my Horfe, and hide thy Spurs in him, 
Till he have brought thee up to yonder Troops, 
And here again, that I may reft affur’d, 
Whether yond Troops are Friend or Enemy. 
Tit. I will be here again, evenwithathought, —_|[ Exit. 
Caf: Go, Pindarus, get thither on that Hill, 
My fight was ever thick; regard Titinins, 
And tell me what thou not’ft about the Field. 
This Day I breathed firft, time is come round, 
And where I did begin, there fhall I end, 
My Life is run his Compafs. Sirrah, what News? 


Pind, 
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Pind. above. ©, my Lord! 
Cafe What News 2 
Pind. Titinius is enclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spur, 
Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him; 2 
Now Titinius |. Now fome Light —— © he lights too —— 
He’s ta’en [ Shout. 
And hark, they fhout for Joy. 
Caf; Come down, behold no more 5 
© Coward that Iam, to live fo long, 
To fee my beft Friend ta’en before my Face r 
Enter Pindarus. 
Come hither Sirrah ; in Parthia did I take thee Prifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, faving of thy Life, 
That whatfoever I did bid thee do, ; 
Thou fhouldf attempt it, Come now, keep thine Oath, 
Now bea Freeman, and with this good Sword . 
That ran through Ce/ar’s Bowels, fearch this Bofom, 
Stand not to anfwer; here, take thou the Hilts, _ 
And when my Face is cover’d, as ‘tis now, 
Guide thou the Sword Cefar thou art reveng’d, 
Even with theSword that kilf’dthee. | Kills him, 
Pin. So, am free, yet would not fo have been, 
Durft I have done my Will. O Caffius, 
Far from this Country Pindarus fhall run, 
Where never Roman fhall take Note of him. [ Exit. 
Enter Titinius, and Meffala. | 
Mef. \t is but change, Titinius; for Otlavins 
Is overthrown by Noble Brutus Power, 
As Caffius Legions are by dutony. 
Tit. Thefe Tidings will well comfort Cajfias. 
Mef. Where did you leave him 2 
Tit. All difconfolate, 
With Pindarus his Bondman, on this Hill. 
Mef. Is not that he that lyes upon the Ground 2 
Tit. He lyes not like the Living. O myHeart! 
Mef, Is not that he 2 | | 
Tit. No, this was he, AZeffala, | 
But Caffus is no more. O fetting Sun! 
As in thy red Rays thou doft fink to Night, 
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So in his red Blood Caffins Day is fet; 
The Son of Rome is fet. Our Day is gone, 
Clouds, Dews, and Dangers come ; our Deeds are done ; 
Miftruft of my Succefs hath done this Deed. 
Mef, Miftruft of good Succefs hath done this Deed. 
O hateful Error, Melancholy’s Child! 
Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of Men, 
The things that are not? O Error foon conceiv’d, 
Thou never com’ft unto a happy Birth, 
But kill’{t the Mother that engendred thee. 
Tit. What Pindarus? Where art thou, Pindarus 2 
Mef. Seek him, Titinius, whilft I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thrufting this report 
Into his Ears; I may fay, thrufting it; 
For piercing Steel, and Darts invenomed 
Shall be as welcome to the Ears of Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight. 
Tit. Hye you, Mefala, 
And I-will feek for Pinzdarus the while. 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Cafius? — 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
Put on my Brows this wreath of Vi@tory, “— 
And bid me give it thee?. Didft thou not hear their Shouts? 
Alas, thou haft mifconftrued every thing, 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. Brutus come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius. 
By your leave, Gods. This is a Roman’s art, 
scabs himfelf. 
Come Caffins Sword, and find Titinius Heart. | Dies. 
Alaram, Enter Brutus, Meffala, young Cato, Strato, Vo- 
lumnius, anxd Lucilius, 
Bru. Where, where, Adeffala, doth his Body lye? 
Mef. Lo yonder, and Titizius mourning it. 
Bru. Titivius Face is upward. 
Cato. He is flain. 
Bru. O Fulins Cefar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our Swords 
In our own proper Entrails = Les AMlarums. 
: Cato. 
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Cato. Brave Titinins! 
Look where he have not crown’d dead: Caffias. 
Bru. Are yet two Romans living fuch as thefe® | 
Thou laft of all the Romans, fare thee well; 
It is impoffible that ever Rome 
Should breed thy Fellow. Friends, I owe more T ears 
To this dead Man, than you fhall. fée me pay. 
I thall find time, Caffws, I fhall find time+——— 
Come therefore, and ‘to Tharfus fend his Body; 
Fis Funerals fhall not be in our Camp, 
Left-it difeomfort us.  Lwcilins come, 
And come, young Gato, let us to the Field, 
Labio and Flavius, fet our Battels on; 
Tis three a Clock, and, Romans, yet e’er Night, 


We fhall try Fortune in a fecond fight. 9 | Exennt, 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucilius, and _ 
Flavius. 


Bra. Yet Countrymen, O yet, hold up your Heads. 

Cato. What Baftard doth not?:who will go with me ¢ 
I will proclaim my Name about the Field. 
I am the Son of AZarcus Cato, ho! 
A Foe to Tyrants, and my Country’s Friend. 
1 am the Son of. AZarcus Cato, ho. 

Enter Soldiers and fight. 

Bru. And Lam Brurus, Adarcus Brutus, i. < 
Brutus my Country’s Friend; know me for Bratus. 

Luc. O young and noble Cato, art thou down? 
Why now thou dieft as bravely as Titinius, 
And may’ft be honour’d being Cazo’s Son. 

Sold. Yield, or thou dieft. 

Luc. Only [yield to die; 
There is fomuch, that thou wilt kill me ftraight; 
Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his Death. 

Sold. We mutt not ; a Noble Prifoner. 

Enter. Antony. 

2 Sold. Room ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta’en. 

1 Sold. T'll tell thee News, here comes the General, 
Brutus is ta’en; Brutus is ta’en, my Lord.” 

Ant. Where is he 2 ret : 

Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough, 
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I dare affure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall ever take‘alive the Noble Brutus: 
The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame, 
When you do find him or alive, or dead; 
He will be found like Brut#s, like himfelf., 
Ant. This is not Brutus, Friend, but’ affureyou, 
A prize no lefs in worth; keep this Man fafe, 
Give him all kindnefs.. I had rather have . ~ 
Such Men my Friends, than Enemies. Go on, 
And fee where Brutus be alive or dead, 
And bring us word unto Oéfavins Tent, 
How every thing is chane’d. [Exennt, 
Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, asd Volumnius, 
Bru. Come, poor remains of Friends, reft on this Rocks 
Cli. Statillius fhew’d the Torch-light; but, my Lord, 
He came not back, -he is, or ta’en,: or flain. 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus ; flaying is the word, 
It is a deedin fafhion, Hark thee, Clisus | Whifpering. 
Cli. What J, my Lord? No, nor for all the World. 
Bru. Peace then, no words, 
Cli. Vil rather kill my felf. 
Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius , 
Dar. Shall I do fuch a Deed? 
Cli. O Dardanius ! 
Dar. O Clizus ! 
Cli. What ill requeft did Brwtus make to thee 2 
Dar. To kill him, Clitus; look he meditates. 
Cli. New is that Noble Veffel full of Grief, 
That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
Bru, Come hither, good Volemuius, lift a words 
Vol, What fays my Lord 2 
Bru. Why this, Volamnins; 
The Ghoft of Cz/ar hath appear’d to me 
Two feveral times by Night; at Sardis, once ; 
And this laft Night, here in Philippi-Fields. 
I know my hour is come. 
Vol. Not fo, my Lord. 
Bru. Nay, I am fure itis, Volamuins. 
Thou feeft the World, Volumnius, how it goes, 
Our Enemies have beat us to the Pit: | Low em: 
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It is more worthy, to leap in our felves, 
Than tarry ’till they pufh us. Good Voluminus, 
Thou knoweft that we two went to School togethers 


Even for that, our love of old, I prethee 


Hold thou my Sword’s Hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That’s not an Office for a Friend, my Lord. a 
| Alaram fill. 
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord, there is no tarrying here. 
Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volummnius. 
Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep ; 
Farewel to thee, to Strate, Countrymen ; 
My ‘Heart doth Joy, that yet in .all my Life, 
I found:no’ Man, but he was true to me. 
I thall have Glory by this lofing Day, 
More than Octavius and Jark Antony, 
By this vile Conqueft fhall attain unto. 
So fare you well at once, for Brutus Tongue 
Hath almoft ended his Life’s Hiftory. 
Night hangs upon mine Eyes, my Bones would reft, 
That have but labour’d, to attain this Hour. 
( Alarum, Cry within, Fly, fs fy- 
Cli. Fly, my Lord, fly 
Bru. Hence; I will follow ; 
I prethee, Strate, {tay thou by thy Lord, 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpec ; 
Thy Life hath had fome fmatch of Honour in it. 
Hold then my Sword, and turn away thy Face, 
While I dorun upon it. Wilt thou, Sirate? 
Stra. Give me your Hand firft. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Bra Farewel, good Strato Cefar, now be ftill, 








 [ kill’d not thee with half fo good. a Will. 


| He runs on his Sword and dies. 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, O@avius, Meflala, Lu: 
: cilius, and the Army. 
Offa. What Man is that @ y 
Mef. My Matter’s Man. Strato, where isthy Mafter 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you are in, Adeffala ; 
The Conquerors.can but make a Fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf, 
‘And no‘Man elfe hath Honour by “his Death. 
Lie. 
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Luc. So Brutus fhould be found. I thank thee, Brurss, 
That thou haft prov’d Lacillius faying true. 
Offa. Allthat ferv’d Brutus I willentertain them, 
Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me 2 
Stra. Ay, if Adeffala will prefer me to you. 
Oita. Do fo, good Adeffala. : 
Alef. How died my Lord, Strato ? 
Stra. I held the Sword, and he did run on it. 
Me. Ottavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft Service to my Matter. 
Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all ;) 
All the Confpirators fave only he, 
Did that they did, in envy of great Cé/ar: 
He, only in a general honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His Life was gentle, and the Elements 
So. mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up, 
And fay to all the World; this was a Man. 
Oia. According to his Virtue, let us ufe him, 
With all refpe@, and rites of Burial. 
Within my Tent his Bones to Night fhall lye, 
Moft Jike a Soldier, ordered honourably. , 
So call the Field to reft, and let’s away, 
To part the Glories of this happy Day. [ Exeuui omnes. 


TI KQIRR 
RARIA 
xf, 


Vor V. pe 




















™~ 
~ 


: 
-_—, 


0 OR Reta. 





sah 


A NAVAS 


WSS) WALL = - \ $ hs Ot : . 
SSA, | - : ; — S) 4) PROT ELUNE? a EN . ANG 
yt + LN | Sl TAN 
SS wNS : r Ap ; +) vat \\\ St ee AY ¥ 


ws Wants 


\ 
‘ 
lo) SNE 


MN Sane he ~~ 
Ne ahs ESS iY 
; WY ROAD See SSA) 
: “ ANAS i 
= 


SS IA QO RN eS 
IRE Sra ANNE 
SN. NS SARE 
aN AGN 


A 
A 
Wy 
S 


7 


POS EST RRR LSS | 
UALS 
SS ‘s 





f 


x IM SWE good? 


AAA, 
a) a AT ae 





~ 








Dramatis Perfonz. 


Dyonean, King of Scotland. 


Malcolm, 
Donalbain, ‘ Sons to the King. 


mipheng ‘ Generals of the King’s Army. 
Lenox, 
Macduff, 
Roffe, 
Menteth, 
Angus, 
Cathnefs, J 

Fleance, Sox to Banquo. 

Seyward, General of the Eneglifh Forces. 
Young Seyward his Sox. 

Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth. 
“Son to Macduff. 

Doéttor. 


% WNoblemen of Scotland. 


Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewomen attending on Lady Macbeth. 
Hecate and three other Witches 


Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, and Attendauts. 
The Ghoft of Banquo, and feveral other Apparitions. 


The SCENE inthe End of the Fourth Adt lyes in 
England, through the ref of the Play im Scot- 
land, and chiefly at Macbeth's Cajtle. 


Ma ¢ 








Cie 
alee) 
wy 
Ma 
wy 
fy 
GCs, 


6 


Beniiirercmaes 


Ey 


Th 





Aryenat 


pari 
rib ABH 


Play nt 
aft 


pt! 








oeooaloa\oooa\loc EStsascses 0) NAVAN Savas foe BOC? r 


S92 S97 902 SY. SY. SUSY. SUZ SYS SUSY. SY SSS 


* . s + A - = A o . “ rs ? BS Ze sh wy. AA YOR LAN AN, JANA \ JA 
Das TIS STIS TESTIS AS TASTES IE TARE DETTE ae : a oS VRE ae ie 


WS IAS TAS TAS TAS TAS FAS IS 


ESS ebeScSUS CSc eSB CSE SES eOPCSUSCSESCS CSUSSUS SNES 


Mel CBE TH 


SZ SZ PZ SZ SSN SN SNe S82 SN SY. SY SYS SSSI, SEES SSP Sk SS SS a? Se 
DiI IAIN OIRO ROR ORO 





ACT I SCENES 


SCENE an open Heath. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches. 


1 W1ITC dH. 
HEN fhall we three meet again 2 
In Thunder, Lightning, or in Rain? 
2 Witch. When the Hurly-burly’s done, 
When the Battel’s loft and won. 
3 Witch. That will be e’er the fet of Sun, 
a 1 Witch. Where the place 2 
2 Witch. Upon the Heath. 
3 Witch. There to meet with ALacbeth, 
1 Witch. 1 come, Gray-Malkin. 
All, Padocke calls---- anon ---- Fair is foul, and foul is fair. 
Hover through the fog and filthy Air. 
[They rife from the Stage, and fly away. 


SCEN E Il. A Palace. 


Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, with Attendants, 
: meeting a bleeding Captain. 
King. What bloody Man is that ? He can report, 
As feemeth by his Plight, of the Revolt 
The neweft State. 
| Q3 Mak 
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. Maal. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy Soldier fought 


*Gainft my Captivity ; Hail, hail, brave Friend ! 


Say to the King, the Knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didft leave it. 
Cap. Doubtful it ftood ; 

As two fpent Swimmers, that do cling together, 

And choak their Art: The mercilefs AZacdonnel 

(Worthy to be a Rebel, for to that 

The multiplying Villanies of Nature 

Do fwarm upon him) from the Weftern Ifles 

OF Kernes and Gallow-glafles 1s fupply'd, 

And Fortuné of his damned Quarry {miling, 

Shew’d like a Rebels Whore. But all’s too weak 5 

For brave Macbeth, well he deferves that Name, 

Difdaining Fortune, . with his brandifht Steel, 

Which {moak’d with bloody Execution, 

Like Valours Minion, carv’d out his Paflage, 

Till he fac’d the Slave; - 

Which never fhook Hands, nor bid farewel to him, 

‘Till he unfeam’d him from the Nave to th’ Chops, 

And &x’d his Head upon our Battlements. 

King. O valiant Coufin | worthy Gentleman ! 
Cap. As whence the Sun gins his Reflection, 
hipwracking Storms and direful Thunders breaking 

So from that Spring, whence Comfort feem’d to come, 

Difcomfort fwells:: Mark, King of Scotland, mark ; n 

No fooner Juftice had, with Valour arm’d, 

Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their Heels, 

But the Norweyan Lord furveying Vantage, 

With furbifht Arms and new Supplies of Men, 

Began a frefh aflaule. 
King. Difmaidnott 
Cap. Yes, as Sparrows Eagles; 

Or the Hare the Lion. 

If Ifay footh, I muft report they were 

‘As Cannons overchare’d with double Cracks, 

So they doubly redoubled Stroaks’on the Foe: 

Except they meant to bathe in recking Wounds, 


his our C aptains, Aacheth and Banquo ® 


Or memorize another Golgotna,’ | : 
| | sinks. eaciet. ek. § 
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But I am faint, my Gathes cry for help 
King. So well thy Words become thee, as thy Wounds, 
They fmack of Honour both : Go, get him Surgeons, 
Enter Rofle and Angus. 
Who comes here ? 
Mal, The worthy Thane of Roffe. 
Len. What hafte looks through his Eyes ¢ 
So fhould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange. 
Roffe. God fave the King. 
King. Whence cam’ft thou, worthy Thane? 
Roffe. From Fife, great King, 
Where the Morweyan Banners flout’the Sky, 
And fan our People Cold. 
Norway himfelf, with terrible Numbers, 
Affifted by that moft difloyal Traitor, 
The Thane of Cawdor, began a difmal Conflict, 


Till that Bellona’s Bridegroom, lapt in proof, 


Confronted him with Self-comparifons, 

Point againft Point, rebellious Arm’gainft Arm, 
Curbing his lavith Spirit: And to conclude, : 
The ViGory fell on us. | 

King. Great Happinefs. | 

Roffe. That now Sweno, the Norway’s King, 
Craves Compofition : 

Nor would we deign him burial of his Men, 
Tis he disburfed, at St. Co/mes-hill, 
Ten thoufand Dollars, to our general ufe. 

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor thall deceive 
Our bofom Intereft. Go, pronounce his prefent Death, 
And with his former Title, greet AZacbeth, 

Roffe. I'll fee it done. : 

King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath wore 

| Exeunt, 


SCENE Ill. The Heath. 


Fhandgr, Emer the three Wauches. 


3 Witch. Where haft thou been, Sifter 2 
2 Witch, Killing Swine. Ser 
Ax Q4 03 Wate. 
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3 Wach. Sifter, where thou ? 
+ Witch. ‘A Sailor’sW ite had Cheftnuts in her Lap, 


And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht ; 
Give me, quoth I. 
Aroint thee, Witch, the Rump-fed Ronyon cries. 
Her Husband’s to ieppr gone, Mafter oth’ Ziger : 
But in a Sieve Vil thither fail, 
And like.a Rat withouta Tail, 
I'll do I'l] do 
» Witch. Vik give thee. a Wind, 
1 Witch, Thart kind. 
3 Witch. And Larother. 
1 Witch. I my {elf have all the other, 
And the very Ports they blow, 
All the Quarters that they know, | | 
I'ch’ Shipman’s ‘Card. | | ; 
Pll drain him dry as Hay 5; 
Sicep fhall neither Night nor Day, 
Hang upon his Pent-houfe. Lid ; 
He fhall live a Man forbid ; 
Weary Sev’nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine : 
T hough his Bark «cannot be loft, 
Yet it thall be tempxft-tolf. 
Look what I have, 
2 Witch. Shew me, fhew me. 
1 Witch. Here, Ihave a Pilot's Thumb, 
Wrackt as homeward he did come. [ Drum within. 


and I’! do. 








3 Wich. A Drum, a Drum, | 


Macbeth doth come. an! 
All. The weyward Sifters, Hand in Hand, 


Pofters of the Sea and Land. 4 


Thus do. go about, aocut, 

Thrice to thine, ard thrice to mine, 

And thrice again to make-up nine. 

Peace, the Charm’s wound up. | 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with S oldiers and other Attendants. 
Mach. So foul and fair a Day I have not feen. >, 
Ban. How far is't call’d to Soris $ ---- What.are thefe ¢ 

So wither’d, and fo wild in their attire, 


That look not lke th’ Inhabitants o’th’ Earth, 
’ ~ And 
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And yet are on’t ? Live you, or are you ought 
That Man may queftion ?. You feem to underftand me, 
By each at once her choppy Finger laying 
Upon her skinny Lips. You fhould be Women, 
And yet your Beards forbid me to interpret 
That youare fo. . 
Mach. Speak if you can’; what are you 2 
1 Witch. Allhail, AZacheth! hailto thee, Thane of Glamis! 
2 Witch. All bail, Adacheth! hailto thee, Thane of Cawdor ! 
3 Witch. AN hail, AZacberh! that fhalt be King hereafter. 
Ban. Good Sir, why do-you ftart, and feem to fear 
Things that do found {0 fair? ith’ name of Truth, 
Are ye fantaftical, or that indeed [ To the Witches. 
Which outwardly ye thew? my. noble Partner, 
You greet with prefent Grace, and great Prediction 
Of noble having, and of Royal hope; 
That *he feems wrapt withal; to me you {peak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of Time, 
And fay, which Grain will grow, and which will not, 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
Your Favours, nor your Hate. 
1 Wich, Hail! 
Witch. Hail ! 
Witch, Hail ! 
Witch, Lefler than Afacheth, and greater. 
Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Witch. Thou halt get Kings, though thou benone 5 
So all hail! Adacherh and Banquo. 
1 Witch. Banguo and Macbeth, ail hail ! 
Mach. Stay, you imperfe@ Speakers, tell me more ; 
By Sinel’s Death I know I am Thane of Glamis ; 
But how of Cawdor? The Thane of ‘Cawdor lives, 
A profperous Gentleman; and to be King, 
Stands not within the profpec of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. . Say from whence 
You owe this ftrange Intelligence ?-or why, 
Upon this blafted Heath you ftop our way, 

With fuch Prophetick “Greeting ? | 
Speak, I charge you. [ Witches vani fo. 
Ban. The Earth hath bubbles, as the Water has; 
And thefe are of them : Whither are they vanith’d so - 
e AGVe 
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Mach. Into the Air : and what feem’d corporal; 
Melted, as breath into the Wind. 

Would they had ftaid, 

Ban.. Were fuch things here, as we do fpeak about § 
Or have we eaten of the infane Root, 

That takes the Reafon Prifoner ¢ 

Mach. Your Children fhall be Kings. 

Ban, You fhall be King. 

Mach. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not fo? — 

Ban. To th’ felf-fame tune, and words ; who’s here § 

Exter Roffle and Angus. 

Roffe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 
The News of thy Succefss and when he reads 
Thy perfonal Venture in the Rebels Fight, 

His Wonders and his Praifes do contend, . 
Which fhould be thine or his; Silenc’d with that, 
In viewing o’er the reft o’th’ felf-fame day, 
He finds thee in the ftout Morweyan Ranks; 
Nothing afraid, of what thy felf didft make, 
Strange Images of Death; as thick as Hail 
Came Poft with Poft, and every one did bear 
Thy Praifes in his Kingdom’s great Defence, 
And pour’d them down before him. 

Ang. We are fent, | 
To give thee, from our Royal Mafter, thanks, 
Only to Herald thee into his fight, 

Not pay thee. ; 

Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater Honour, 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor; 
In which Addition, hail, moft worthy Thane | 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the Devil fpeak true ¢ 

Mach. The Thane of Cawdor lives ; 

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed Robes 2 

Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yets Mar 
But under heavy Judgment bears that Life, 
Which he deferves to lofe, 

Whether he was.combin’d with thofe of Norway, 
Or elfe did line the Rebel with hidden help, 
And vantage; of that-with both he labour’d 

In his Country’s wrack, I know not : 
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But Treafons Capital, confefs’d, and prov’d, : in 
Have overthrown him. | 
Mach. Glamis, and Thane of Cawdor! [ Afide. 


The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. [7o Angus, 
Do you not hope your Children fhall be Kings¢ [7o Banquo. 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me , 
Promis’d no lefs to them 2 7 

_ Ban. That trufted home, 

Might yet enkindle you into the Crown, 

Befides the Thane of Cawdor. . But ’tis ftrange : 

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The Inftruments of darknefs tell us Truths, 

Win us with honeft Trifles, to betray’s 


In deepeft Confequence, | 
Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To Rofle and Angus. 
Mach. Two Truths are told, [ Afide. 


As happy Prologues to the fwelling Ac 

Of the imperial Theam. I thank you, Gentlemen———— 
This fupernatural folliciting 

Cannot be ill; cannot be good-——_——-If ill ? 
Why hath it given me earneft of Succefs, 
Commencing in a Truth¢ I am Thane of Cawdor. 
If good? Why do I yield to that Suggeftion, _ 
Whofe horrid Image doth unfix my Hair, 

And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribs, 
Againft the ufe of Nature? Prefent fears 

Are Jefs than horrible imaginings : 

My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical, 
Shakes fo my fingle State of Man, 
That Fun@ion is fmother’d in furmife, 

And nothing is, but what is not. 

Ban. Look how our Partner’s rapt. 

Mach. If Chance will haye me King, why chance may 
crown me Afide. 
Without my ftir. 

Ban. New Honours come upon him, 

Like our ftrange Garments, cleave not to their mould, 
But with the aid of ufe.», 

Mach. Come what.come may, | 
Time and the Hour runs thro’ the roughelt Day. 

7 : Ban. 
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Ban. Worthy AZacbeth, we ftay upon your leifure. : 
Mach. Give me your Favour : F 

My dull Brain was wrought with things forgotten. 

Kind Gentlemen, your Pains are regiftred, : 

Where every Day I turn the Leaf to read them. | 

Let us toward the King ; think upon | Fo Banquo. 

What hath chanc’d, and at more time, | 

The interim having weigh’d it, let us {peak 

Our free Hearts each to other. | | 


Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach. ’Till then enough: 


_ Come, Friends. | Exeunt. 


SCE N E IV. A Palace. 


« Flourifp. Enter King, Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, and 


Attendants. 


King. Is Execution done on Cawdor ? 2 
Are not thofe in Commiffion yet return’'d? 

Mal. My Liege, they are not y= "ne back. 
But I have fpoke with one that fe gy 
Who did report, that very frank 
Confefs'd his Treafons, implor’¢ 
‘And fet forth a deep Repentance 
Nothing in his Life became hin 
Like the leaving it.. He dy’d, 
As one that had been ftudied in 
To throw away the deareft thing 
As *twere acarelefs > 

King. There's nc 





To find the Mind’s | ion if 

He was a Gentlema wm I | 

An abfolute truft. 
Enter Mackbet 


O worthieft Coufin! 
The Sin of my Ingrat 
Was heavy on me. 
That fwifteft Wind : 
To overtake thee.‘ 
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That the Proportion both of Thanks afid Payment, - 
Might have been mine: Only I have left to fay, — 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 
Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays it felf. 
Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties; 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State, 
Children and Servants ; which do but what they fhould, 
By doing every thing fafe toward your Love 
And Honour. 
King. Welcome hither : 
I have begun to planet thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That haft no lefs deferv’d, and muft be known, 
No lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. we 
Ban. There if I grow, 
The Harveft is your own, * 
King. )~lenteous Joys, 
feek to hide themfelves 
Sons, Kinfman, Thanes, 
‘are the neareft, know,, 
vate upon 
m we name hereafter, 
Which Honour muft 
m only. 
itars fhall thine 
ice to Exvernes, 


1ich is not us’d for you ; 
and make joyful 
h your approach, 





erland | that isa ftep, 
or elfe o’er-leap, | Afide. 
hide your Fires, | 
id deep defires; 
yet let that be, 
1 itis done, to fee, _ [Exit 
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Ban. Worthy AZacbeth, we ftay upon’ your leifures — 
Mach. Give me your Favour : 
My dull Brain was wrought with things forgotten. 


Kind Gentlemen, your Pains are regiftred, 
Where every Day I turn the Leaf to read them. 


Let us toward the King ; think upon [Zo Banquo. 
What hath chanc’d, and at more time, 
The interim having weigh’d it, let us {peak 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Ban. Very gladly. 

Mach. Till then enough: 


Come, Friends. 
SCEN E iV. A Palace. 


Flourifo>, Enter Kings Malcolme, Donalbain, Lenox, and 
Attendants. 


| Exeunt. 


King. Is Execution done on Cawdor ? 
Are not thofe in Commiffion yet return’d?2 
Mal. My Liege, they are not yet com back. 
But I have fpoke with one that faw him die: 
Who did report, that very frankly he 
Confefe'd his Treafons, implor’d your Highnefs pardon, 
And fet forth a deep Repentance. 
Nothing in his Life became him, 
Like the leaving it.. He dy’d, 
As one that had been ftudied in his Death, 
To throw away the deareft thing he ow’d, 
As “twere a carelefs trifle. 
King. There's no Art, 
To find the Mind’s Conftru€tion in the Face: 
He was a Gentleman on whom I built 
An abfolute truft. 
Enter Mackbeth, Banquo, Roffe, and Angus. 
O worthieft Coufin! 
The Sin of my Ingratitude even now 
Was heavy onme. Thou art fo far before, 
That fwifteft Wind of Recompence is flow, 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadft lefs deferv'd, 
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That the Proportion both of Thanks afid Payment, 
Might have been mine: Only I have left to lay; © 
More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Mach. The Service and the Loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays it felf. 
Your Highnefs part is to receive our Duties; 
And our Duties are to your Throne and State,. 
Children and Servants ; which do but what they fhould, 
By doing every thing fafe toward your Love 
And Honour. 
King. Welcome hither : 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That haft no lefs deferv’d, and muft be known, 
No lefs to have done fo: Let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my Heart. | 
Ban. There if I grow, 
The Harveft is your own. ~ 
King. My plenteous Joys, 
Wanton in fulnefs, feek to hide themfelves 
In drops of Sorrow. Sons, Kinfman, Thanes, 
And you, whofe Places are the neareft, know, 
We will eftablifh our Eftate upon 
Our eldeft, AZalcolm, whom we name hereafter, 
The Prince of Cumberland: Which Honour muft 
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only. 
But figns of Noblenefs, like Stars fhall thine 
On all Defervers. From hence to Exverzes, 
And bind us further to you. 

Mach. T he reft is labour, which is not us’d for you ; 
Pll be my felf the Harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my Wife with your approach, 

So humbly take my leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Mach. ThePrinceot Cumberland! that isa ftep, 
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o’er-leap, | fide. 
For in my way it lies, Stars hide your Fires, | 
Let not Light fee my black and deep defires; 

The Eye wink at the Hand; yet let that be, 
Which the Eye fears, when itis done, to fee. _ [Exit. 





King 














¢ "4 Macbeth. 


King. True, worthy Banguo ; he is full fo valiant, 
And in his Commendations I am fed; 
Tt is a Banquet tome, let’s after him, 
Whofe care is gone before, to bid us welcome: 
qt is a peerlefs. Kinfman. [ Exeune. 


SCENE V. An Apartment in Mackbeth’s 


Caftle. 


Enter Lady Mackbeth alone with a Letteri 

Lady. They met me in the Day of Succe{s; and I have learn'd 
by the perfett' ft Report, they have more in them, than mortal 
Knowledge. Whenl burnt in defire to queftion them further, 
they made themfeluis Air, into which they vanifh'd. Whiles I 
ftood rapt in the wonder of it, came Adiffives from the King, 
who all, hail’d me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title before, 
thefe wayward Sifters faluted me, and referr d me to the coming 
on of time, with hail King that fhalt be. This have I thought 
good to deliver thee (my deareft partner ef Greatne/s) that thou 
might’ft not lofethe dues of rejoycing by being ignorant of what 
Greatne/s is promisd thee. Lay it to thy Heart, ana farewel, 


3311 The Trage 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor——and fhalt be 
What thou art promis’d. Yet I do fear thy Nature; . 
It is too full oth’ Milk of human Kindnefs, 
To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldft be great, 
Art not without Ambition, but without 
The Illnefs fhould attend it. What thou wouldft highly, 
That wouldft thou holily; wouldft not play falfe, * 
And yet wouldft wrongly win. 
Thow’dft have, gr:at Glamis, that which cries, 
‘Thus thou muft do if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou doft fear to do, 
Than wifheft thould be undone. ' Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my Spirits in thine Ear; 
And chaftife withthe Valour of my Tongue 
Ali that thee hinders from the Golden Round, 
Which Fate and Metaphyfical aid doth feem 
To have thee crown’d withal. ) 
) Enter Meffenger. 
What is your Tidings? >. te 
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Mef. The King comes here to Night, 
Lady. ‘Thou'rt mad to fay it. 
Is not thy Mafter with him? who, wer’t fo, 
Would have inform’d for Preparation, 
Mef. So pleafe you, it is true: Our Thane is coming, 
One of my Fellows had the {peed of him ; 
Who almoft dead for Breath, had {carcely more 
‘Than would make up his Meflage. 
Lady. Give him tending, 
He brings great News, The Raven himfelf is hoarfe, 


[Exit Melfenger, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncay 
Under my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 
‘That tend on morta Thoughts, unfex me here, 
And fill me from the Crown to the Toe, top-full 
Of direft Cruelty; make thick my Blood, 
Stop up the accefs and paflage to Remcrfe, 
That no compun@ious vifitings of Nature 
Shake my fell Purpofe, nor keep Peace between 
‘Th’ effect, and it. Come to my Woman's Breafts, 
And take my Milk for Gall, you murth’ring Minifters, 
Where-ever in your fightlefs Subftance;, 
‘You wait on Nature’s Mifchief. Come,thick Night, 
And pall thee in the dunneft Smoak of Hell, 
That my keen Knife fee not the wound it makes, 
Nor Heav'n peep through the Blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! | Embracing him. 
Greater than both, by the all hail hereafter, 
Thy Letters have tranfported me beyond 
This ignorant Prefent, and I feel now 
The future in the inftant. 

Mach, My deareft Love, 
Duncan comes here to Night. 

Lady. And when goes hence 2 

Mach. To Morrow, as he purpofes, 

Lady. O never, | 
Shall Sun that Morrow fee. 
Your Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where Men 
May read ftrange Matters to beguile the time, 
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Look like the time, bear welcome in your Eye, 
Your Hand, your Tongue ; look like the innocent Flower, 
But be the Serpent under’t. He that’s coming, 
Mutt be provided for ; and you fhall put 
This Night's great Bufinefs into my difpatch, 
Which fhall to all our Nights and Days to come; 
Give folely fovereign Sway and Mafterdom. 
Mach. We will fpeak further. 
Lady, Only look up clear : 
To alter Favour ever is to fear. 
Leave all the reft to me. 


SCENE IV~ The Caftle Gate. 
Hautboys and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, 
Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Rofle, Angus, ana Attendants. 


King. This Caftle hath a’pleafant Seat ; the Air Be 
Nimbly and fweetly recommends it felf ee 
Unto our gentle Senfes. 

Ban. This Gueft of Summer, 

The Temple-haunting Martlet does approve, | 
By his lov’d Manfonry, that the Heav’n's breath, 
Smells wooingly here. No jutty frieze, 

Buttrice, nor Coigne of Vantage, but this Bird | 
Hath made this pendant Bed, and procreant Cradle: 4 
Where they moft breed, and haunt, I have obferv’d, 


The Air is delicate. 


, oe 
» 


| Exeunt. 


Enter Lady. 
King. See! fee, our honour’d Hoftefs / 
The Love that follows us, fometime is our Trouble, 
Which {till we thank as Love. Herein I'teach you, 
How you fhall bid god-eyld us for your Pains, 
And thank us for your Trouble. 3 


Lady, All our Service, 
In every point twice done, and then done double, 


Were poor, and fingle Bufinefs, to contend } 


Againft thofe Honours deep, and broad, 
Wherewith your Majefty loads our Houfe: 
For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 
Heap’d up to them, we'reft your Hermits. 
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King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor. ? 
We courft him at che Heels, and had a purpofe 
To be his Purveyor: But he rides well, 
And hisgreat Love, fharp as his Spur, hath holp hitn 
To his home before us: Fair and noble Hoftefs, 
Weare your Gueft to Night: 
Lady. Your Servants ever, 
Haye theirs, themfelves, and what is theiré in cothpt, 
To make their Audit at your Highnefs Pleafure, 
Still to return your own. | 
King. Give me your Hand ; 
‘Condué meto mine Hoft; we love him highly, 
And ‘thall continue our’ Graces towards him. 
By your leave, Hoftefs; 


2° C° BF N* Ee Vie a Apartment. 
fiautboys, Torches. Enter divers Servants with Difbes and 
Service over the Staze.. Then Macbeth. 


| Exeunts 


Mach. If it were done, when ’tis done, then *twere well, 
It were done quickly ; if the Affaffination 
Could trammel up the Confequence, and’ catch 
With his furceafe, Succefs ; that but this blow 
Might be the be all, and the end al} ———~ Here; 
But here, upon this Bank and School of time ——= 
We'ld jump the Life to come. But in thcfe Cafes; 
We ftill have Judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody Inftru@ions, which being taught, return 
To plague th’ingredience of our poifon’d Chalice 
To our own Lips. He’s here in double truft ; 
Firft, as Iam his Kinfman, and his Subse; 
Strong both againift the Deed; then; as his Hoft; 
Who fhould againft his Murtherer fhut the Door, 
Not bear the Knife my felf, Befides, this Duncan; 
Hath born his Faculty fo meek; hath been 
So clear in his great Office, that his Virtue 
Will plead like Angels, Trumpet tongu’d apainft 
The deep Damnation of his taking off : 
And Pity, like a naked New-born Babe, 
Striding the Blaft, or Heavens Cherubin, hors’d 
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Upon the fightlefs Curriers of the Air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every Eye, 

That Tears fhall drown the Wind. I have no Spur 
“io prick the fides of my Intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o’er-leaps it felf, 





Enter Lady. 





And falls on th’other 
How now 2 What News ¢ 
Lady. He has almoft fup’d; why have you left the Chamber? 
Mach. Hath he ask’d for me ¢ | 
Lady. Know you nor, he has 4 
Mach. We will proceed no further in this Bufinefs.. 
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of People, 
Which would be worn now in their newelt Glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon. | 
Lady. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you-dreft your felf ¢ Hath it flept finceé 
And wakes it now to look fo green and pale; 
At what it did fo freely ¢ From this time, 
Such I account thy love, Art thou afraid 
~ 'To be the fame in thine own Act, and Valour, 
As thou art in defire 2 wouldft chou have that 
Which thou efteem’ft the Ornament of Life, 
And live a Goward in thine own Efieem ? 
Letting I dare nor, wait upon { would, 
Like the poor Cat ith’ Adages 
Mach. Prethee, Peace: 
I dare do all that may become a Man 3 
Who dares do more is none. 
Lady. What Beaft wast then, 
Th:t made you break this enterprize to me ? 
When you durft do ir, then you were a Man; 
And to be more than what you were, you would 
Be fo much more the Man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then adhere, and y<t you would make both : 
They have made themfelves, and thet their fitnefs now 
Do’s unmake you. I have givel Suck, and know 
Klow tender ’tis ta love the Babe that milks me ---- 
© would, while-it was {miliag in my Face, 
Nipple from his bonelefs Gums, 
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And dafhe the Brains out, had I but fo {worn 
As you have done to this, 

Macb. If we fhould fail? ——___.. 

Lady. We fail ! 
But {crew your Courage to the fticking Place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep, 
(Whereto the rather fhall his day’s hard Journey 
Soundly invite him) his two Chamberlains 
Will I with Wine and Waffel, fo convince, 
That Memory, the warder of the Brain, 
Shall be a Fume, and the receipt of Reafon 
A Limbeck only ; when in {winith fleep, 
Their drenched Natures lye as in a Death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th’unguarded Duncan? What, not put upon 
His {pungy Officers 2 Who fhall bear the Guilt 
Of our great Quell ! 

Mac, Bring forth Men-Children only : 
For thy undaunted Metal fhould compofe 
Nothing but Males. Will it not be receiv’d, 
When we have mark’d with Blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own Chamber, and us’dtheir very Daggers, 
That they have don’t 2 | 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 


As we fhall make our Griefs and Clamour roar, 


Upon his Death ? 
Mach. 1 am fetled, and bend up 
Each corporal Agent to this terrible Feat, 
Away, and mock the time with faireft fhow, | 
Falfe Face muft hide what the falfe Heart doth know. 
[ Exeunt. 





ACT Il. SCENE I. 
SCENE a Hall, 


Enter Banquo, and Fleance, with a Torch before him, 
Ban. Ow goes the Night, Boy 2 
H Fle. The Moon is down: | have not heard 


the Clock, 
; R 2 Ban. 
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so | ro 
Ban. And fhe goes down at I weive. 
ee Bae a. 
Fle, I taket “tis later, tr, . | 
Baz, Hold, take my Sword: there’s Husbandry in Heaven, 
___— Take thee that too. 
Lead upon me, 
Merciful, Powers 
yhts, that Nature 


io 


li out. 
A heavy. Summons lyes hke 
Aad yet I would not ilcep + 
Reftrain in me the curfed Thoug 
Gives way to in repole. 
mater Macbeth, 
Give me my Sword: Who's there ¢ 

Macb. A Friend. | iis 

Pan. Whats Sit, not yetat reft ¢ The King’s a-bed, 
He hath been 0 unufual Pleafure. i. | 
And fent forth a great Largels to your Ontcers, 

“4 :< Diamond he greets your Wife withal, 
By the Name of molt kind Hottefs, 
And fhut it up in meafurclefs Content. 

Mach. Being unprepar'ds 
Our Will became the Servant to defect, 
Which elfe fhould free have wrought. © 

Ban. Alls well, eT 
I dreamt left Nightof the three weyward Sifters ; 
To you thry have fhew’d fome Truth. 

Mach. Y think not of chem 3 
Yet when we caa intreat an Hour to ferve 
We would fpend it fome Words upon that Bufinels, 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind Leliure. as 

Mach. If you fhall cleave tomy Confent, when ‘tis, 
{t fhall make Honour for you. 

Ban. So 1 lofe none, 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My Bofom Franchis’d, and Allegiance clear, 
1 thall be counfell’d. 

Mach. Good Repofe the while. 

Ban. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. [ Exit Banquo. 

Mach. Go, bid thy Miftrels, whea my Drink 1s ready; 
She ftrike upon the Bell. Get thee to bed. | Exit Servant. 
[s this a Dagger which I fee before me, 
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I have thee not, and yet I fee thee ftiil, 

Art,thou not, fatal Vition, fenfible ‘= 
To feeling, as to fight ¢ Or art thou but 

A Dagger of the Mind, a falfe Creation, 
Proceeding from the Heat-opprefled Brain 2 

I fee thee yet, an form, as»palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marthal'ft me the way that I was going, 
And fuch an Inftrument I was to ufe. 

Mine-Eyes are made the Fools o’th’ other Senfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft I fee thee {till, 
And on thy Blade, aod Dudgeon, Gouts of Blood, 
Which was not fo before. There’s no fuch thing ---- 
Tr is the bloody Butinefs, which informs 

Thus to mine Eyes. Now o’er the one half world 
Nature feems dead; and wicked Dreams abufe | 
The Curtain’d fleep ; now Witcheraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s Offerings, and wither’d Murther, 
Alarum’d by his Senrinel, the Wolf, 

W hofe howl’s his Watch, thus with his {tealthy pace, 
With Targuin's ravifhing fides, towards his Defign 
Moveslike a Ghoft.. Thou four and firm-fer Earth, 
Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very Stones prate of my where-about, 

And take the prefent Horror trom the time, 

Which now fuits with it. Whilft I threat, he lives; 
Words to the heat of Deeds too cold breath gives. 
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I go, and it is done ; the Bell invites me, 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a Knell, 
That fummons thee to Heaven, or to Hell, [ Exit. 


Enter Lady. | bold : 

Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath made me 

Wheat hath quenchtthem, hathgivenme Fire. Hark! Peace! 
It was the Owl that fhrick’d, the fatal Bell-Man, 


Which gives the ftern’it good Night ---- he is about it ---- 


The Doors are open ; and the furfeited Grooms 
Bo mock their Charge with Snores, I have druge’d their 
 Poffets, | 

R 3 | That 
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That Death and Nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Who’s there ?, What ho 2 
Lady, Alack ! I am afraid they have awak’d, 
And “tis not done; the Attempt, ahd not the Deed 
Confounds us ---- Hark! --- Laid their Daggers ready, 
He could not mifs em. Had he not refembled 
My Father as he flept, I had don’t --- My Husband! 

Mach. 1 have done the deed Didft not thou 

hear a Noife ? 

Lady. 1 heard the Owl fcream, and the Crickets cry. 
Did not you {peak ? | 

Mach, When 2 

Lady. Now. 

Mach. As I defcended ? 

Lady. Ay. 

Mach. Hark !——— who lyes i’th’ fecond Chamber? 

Lady. Denalbaine. 

Mach. This is a forry fight. - 

Lady. Afoolith T hought, to fay a forry fight. 

Nach, There’s one did laugh in’s fleep, and one cry'd 

_ Murther, 3 
That they did wake each other ; I ftood, and heard them; 
But they did fay their Prayers, and addreft them 
' Again to fieep. 

Lady. There are two lode’d together. 

Mach. One cry’d, God blefs us, and Amen the other, 
As they had feen. me with thefe Hangman’s Hands, 
Liftning their Fear; I could not fay Amen, 

When they did fay, God blefs us. 


Lady. Confider it not fo deeply. 
Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce Amea ¢ 








1 had moft need of Bleffing, and Amen ftuck in my Throat. 


Lady. Thefe Deeds muft not be thought, after thefe 


Ways ; 
So, it will make us mad. 


Mach. Methought I heard a Voice cry, Sleep no more } 


Macbeth does murther fleep, the innccent fleep, 
Sleep that knits up the ravell'd Sleeve of Care, 
The Death of each day’s Life, fore Labours Bath, 
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Balm of hurt Minds, great Nature’s fecond Courfe, 
Chief Nourifher in Life’s Feaft. 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

Mach. Still it cry’d, Sleep no more, to all the Houfe ; 
Glamis hath murther’d Sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more ; Adacbeth fhall fleep no more. 

Lady. Who was it that thuscry’d ? Why, worthy Thaze, 
You do unbend your noble Strength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things ; go, get fome Water, 
And wath this filthy Witnefs from your Hand. 
Why did you bring thefe Daggers from the place? 
They muft lye there. Go, carry them, and {mear 
The fleepy Grooms with Blood. 

Mach. Vil go no more ; 
{am afraid, to think what I have done; 
Look on’t again, I dare not. 

Lady, Infirm of purpofe / 
Give me the Daggers; the fleeping and the dead, 
Are but as Pictures; *tis the Eye of Child-hood, 
That fears a painted Devil, If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the Faces of the Grooms withal, 


For it muft feem their Guilt. [ Exit. 
Knock within. 
Mach. Whence is that Knocking ? [ Starting. 


‘How is’t with me, when every Noife appalls me 2 

What Hands are here ? Hah! they pluck out mine Eyes. 
Will all great Meptune’s Ocean was this Blood 

Clean from my Hand? No, this my Hand will rather 
The multitudinous Sea incarnadine, | 
Making the green one red. 


| Enter Lady. 
Lady. My Hands are of your Colour ; but I fhame 
To wear a Heart fo white, | Knock, 


I hear a Knocking at the South Entry ; 

Retire we to our Chamber ; 

A little Water clears us of this deed. 

How eafie is it then? Your Conftancy 

Hath left you unattended. 

Hark, more Knocking, [Knock 
Get on your Night-Gown, left occafion call us, 
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The Tragedy of Macbeth. 2321 
ftand to, and not ftand to; in ConcluGon, equivocates him 
into a fleep, and. giving him the Lic, leaves him. 

Maca, I believe Drink gave thee the Lic laft-Nighr. 

Port. That it did, Sir, i the very Throat on me; but I 
requited him for his Lie, and, E think, being too {trong 
for him, though he took up my Legs fometime, yet I made 
a fhift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Maca. Is thy Matter ftirring 2 
Our Knocking has awak’d him; here he comes. 
_ Len. Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 

Mach, Good Morrow both, 


_ Macd. Vs the King ftirring, worthy Thane ? 


Mach. Not yet. 
Maca.’ He did command me to calltimely on him, 
I have almoft flipt the Hour. ) 
Mach. Il bring you to him. 
Macd, t know this is a joyful trouble to you : 
But yet ’tis one. 
Mach, Thelabour we delight in, Phy fick’s pain ; 
This isthe Door. 
Maca. Vil tnake fo bold to call, for tis my limited Ser- 
vice. | Exit Macduff. 
Len. Goes the King hence to day 2 
Mach. He does; he did appoint fo. 
Len. Vhe Night has been unruly; where we lay 
Our Chimneys were blowndown. And, as they fay, 
Lamentings heardi’th’ Air; ftrange fcreams of Death, 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, 
Of dire Combutftions, and confus’d Events, 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time, 
The obfcure Bird clamor'd the live-long Night, 
Some fay the Earth was-Feaverous, and did fhake. ; 
Mach. *Twas a rough Night. 
Len. My young remembrance cannot para'le] 
A fellow to it, 
Enter Macduff. 
Macd. O horror! horror! horror ! 
Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor neme thee ——— 


Mach. 
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And thew us to be Watchers; be not loft 

So poorly in wr thoughts, 
Mach. To know my ‘dee d, | Kuoc 

’T were beft not know my felf. 

Wake Duncan with this Knocki Ing ; 

¥ would thou could’ ft, [ Exesnt . 





, 


Enter. a Porter. 
: | Knocking within. 

Port. Here's a Knocking indeed: If a Man were Porter 
of Hell-Gate, he fhould have old turning the Key. Kuock. 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there, ith? name vf. Bel- 
zebub ? Erecere a Farmer, that hang’d himfelf on th’ex- 
pecta tion of Plenty : Come in time, have Napkins enough 
aout you, here you'll fweat fort. Knock. Knock, knock, 
Who’s there in th’ other Devils Wame ? Faith, here's an 
Equivocator, that could fwear in both the. Scales, a- 
gainft either Scale, who commited Treafon enough for 
God's fake, yet could not equivocate to Heaven: Oh come 
in, Equiyocator. Knock. Knock, knock, knock. Who’s 
there ? “Faith; hhere’s. an Engli/h Tay? or come hither for 
{tealing out of'a French Hole: Come in, Taylor, here you 
ma yroat your Goole. Kuock. Knock, knock, never at quieg ! 
What are you ¢ But this fare is too cold for Hell. Tl 
Devil-Porter it no further: I had thought to have let in 
fome of all Profeffions, a go the Primrofe way to th’ 
eveilafting Bonfire, Knock, Anon anon, 1 pray you ice 
member the Porter. , 

Exter Macduff, and Lenox. 

Adac.l. Was it fo late, Friend, e’cr you -went to bec, 
That you do tye fo late? | 

Port. Faith, Sir, weowere caroufing till the fecond Cock: 
And Drivk. Sir, 38 a great Provoker “of three things. 

Macd. What three things does Drink efpe cially prc- 
voke ¢ | 

Ports Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleep, ‘and Urine. 
Letchery, Sir, it provokes, and unprevokes; it provokes the 
Defire, but it takes away the Performance. Therefore much 
Drink may be faid to be an Equivocator with Letchery ; 
it miskes him, and it mars him ; it fets him on, and it takes 
him off ; ipperfwades him, and difheartens him; makes him 
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ftand to, and not ftand to; in ConcluGon, equivocates him 
into a fleep, and. giving him the Lic, leaves him, 

Maca. I believe Drink gave thee the Lie la Night. 

Port. That it did, Sir, ithe very Throat on me; but I 
requited him for his Lic, and, I think, being too {trong 
for him, though he. took up my Legs fometime; yet I made 
a fhift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Maca. Is thy Matter ftirring 2 
Our Knocking has awak’d him; here he comes. 
_ Lex. Good Morrow, Noble Sir. 

Mach. Good Morrow both, 

Maca, \s the King ftirring, worthy Thane ? 

Mach. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 
I have almoft flipt the Hour. 

Aiach. I'll bring you to him. 

Maca, i know this is a joyful trouble to you ¢ 
But yet “tis one. 

4d4ach. Thelabour we delight in, Phyfick’s pain ; 
This isthe Door. 

Ad4acad. Vil thake fo bold to call, for ’tis my limited Ser- 


vice. : | Exit Macduff. 


Len. Goes the King hence_to day ? 

Mach. He does; he did appoint fo. 

Len. The Night has been unruly; where we lay 
Our Chimneys were blowndown. And, as they fay, 
Lamentings heardi'th’ Air; {trange {creams of Deatl 
And Prophefying, with Accents terrible, 

Of dire Combutftions, and confus’d Events,- 
New hatch’d to th’ woful time, 

The obfcure Bird clamor’d the live-long Night, 
Some fay the Earth was: Feaverous, and did thake. 

Mach. Twas a rough Night. | 

Len. My young remembrance cannot para’lel 
A fellow to it, 


ly 


Enter Macduff, _ 
Maca. O horror! horror! horror ! 


Tongue nor Heart cannot conceive, nor name thee ——— 
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Mach. 
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Mach. and Len. What's the Matter? 

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-piece. 
Moft facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lord’s anointed ‘Temple, and ftole thence 


The Life o’th’ Buildings 
Mach, What is’t you fay 2 the Life? 
Len. Mean you his Majefty? 
‘ Macb. Approach the Chamber, and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgex. Do not bid me {peak; 
See, and then fpeak your felves: Awake ! awake! ‘ 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox. 
Macd. Ring the Alarum-Bell.---Murther ! and Treafon !--~ 
Banguo, and Donalbaine! Malcolme! awake! 
Shake off this downy Sleep, Death’s Counterfeit, 
And look on Death 1t felf up, up, and fee 
The great Doom’s Image! Adalcome ! Banquo! 
As from your Graves rife up, a walk like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell——. 
Bell Rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. ' 
Lady. What's the Bufinefs 
That fuch a hideous Trumpet calls to Parley, 
The Sleepers of the Houfe? Speak, {peak. 
Macd. O gentle Lady, 
*Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak ; 
The Repetition in a Woman’s Ear, 
Would murther as it fell, 
| Enter Banquo. 
O Seugue Banquo, our Royal Mafter’s murther'd, 
Lady. Woe, alas! 
What, in our Houfe2 
Ban. Too cruel, any where. 
Dear Duff, I prichee contradi@ thy (elf, 
And fay, it is not fo. 
Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roffe, 
Mach. Had I but dy’ dan hour before this chance, 
I had liv’d_a bleffed time: For from this inftant, ; 
There’s nothing ferious in Mortality ; 
All is but Toys; Renown and Grace is dead ; 
The Wine of Life is drawn, and the mere Lees 
Is left this Vault to brag of. i 
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Enter Malcolme, aud Donalbaine. 

Don. What is amifs 2 

Mach. You are, and do not know’t; 

The Sprivg, the Head, the Fountain of your Blood 
Is ftopt; the very Source of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your Royal Father’s murder’d. 

Mal. Oh, by whom? 

Len. Thofe of his Chamber, as it feem’d, had don’t; 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with Blood, 
So were their Daggers, which unwip’d, we found 
Upon their Pillows; they ftar’d, and were diftraéted 5 
No Man’s Life was to be trufted with them. 

Macd. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That Idid kill them 

Mach, Wherefore did you fo 2 

Mach. Who canbe wife, amaz’d, temp’rate, and furious, 
Loyal, and Neutral, in a moment? No Man. 

Th’ expedition of my violent Love 

Out-run the paufer, Reafon, Here lay Duscan, 
His filver Skin, lac’d with his golden Blood, 

And his gafh’d Stabs, look’d like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruins waftful entrance; there the Murtherers, 
Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore: Who could refrain, 
That had a Heart to love, and in that Heart, 
Courage, to make’s Love known ? 

Lady. Help me hence, ho !—— 

Macd. Look to the Lady. 

Mal, Why do we hold our Tongues, 
That moft may claim this Argument for ours? 

Don. What fhould be fpoken here, 

Where our Fate hid within an awger-hole, 
May rufh, and feize us 2? Let’s away, 
Our Tears are not yet brew’d. 

Mal. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Upon the foot of Motion. | 

Ban. Look to the Lady 3 [Lady Macbeth is carried ont. 
And when we have our naked Frailties hid, 3 
That fuffer in expofure: let us meet, 

And queftion this moft bloody piece of Work, 
To know it furthers Fears and Scruples hake us: 





[ Seeming to faint, 
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In the great Hand of God I ftand, and thence, 
Againft the un-divulg’d pretence I hight 
Of treafonous Malice. 
Macb. And fo do I, 

All. So all. 

Mach. Let's briefly put on manly readinefs, 
And meet i’th’ Hall cogether. 

All, Well contented. [ Exeunt, 

dal, What will you do? Let’s not confort with them; 

To thew an unfelt Sorrow, is an Office 
Which the falfe Man does eafie. I to England. 

Don. Yo Ireland, 1; our feparated Fortune, 
Shall keep us both the fafer; where we are, 
There’s Daggeis in Mens Smiles; thé near in Blood, 
‘The nearer bloody. 

Mal. Vhis. murtherous fhaft that’s fhot, 
Hath not yet lighted; and our fafeft way, 
Is to avoid theatm. Therefore to Horfe, 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But fhifes away ; there’s warrant in that Theft, 
Which fteals it felf, when there’s no Mercy left. 

| Exeune. 


ee Oi Cig, OA es ca | 
Bater Rolle, with aw Old Man. 


Old A4.. Threefcore and ten I-can remember well, 
Withinthe Volume of which time, I have feen 
Hours dreadful, and things ftrange ; but this fore Night 
Hath trfled former knowings. 

Roffe. Ah, good Father, 
Thou feeft the Heavens, as troubled with Man’s Act, 
Threaten his bloody Stage: By th’ Clock ’tis Day, 
And yet dark Night tran gies the travelling Lamp; 
Is’e Night’s pr Pedesanih ance, or the Day’s fhame, 
That darknefs does the face of Earth intomb, 
Wen living: Light fhould kifs it? 

“Old MM. *Tis unnatural, 
Even like the Deed that’s done. On Tuefday latt, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of Place, 
as by a moufing Ow! hay ke ats and kill'd. | 

Rofle, 
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Roffe. And Duncan’s Horfes, 
A thing molt f{trange and certain? 
Beauteous and fwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wild in Nature, broke their Stalls, flung our, 
Contending ‘gainft Obedience, as they would © 
Make War with Mankind. 
Old M4. ‘Tis faid, they eat each other. 
Rofe. They did fo; | | 
To th’ amazement of mine Eyes, that look’d upon’t. 
Enter Macduff, 
Here comes the good AZacduff. . 
How goes the World, Sir, now 2 
Macd. Why fee you not? 
Roffe. Ist known who did this more than bloody Deed? 
Macd, Thofe that AzZacherh hath flain. 
Roffé. Alas the Day ! 
What good could they pretend? 
Macd. They were fubornd ; 
Malcolm, and Donalbain, the King’s two Sons, : 
Are ftoln away and fled, which puts upon them 
Sufpicion of the Deed. | 
Roffe. ’Gainft Nature ftill; | 
Thriftlefs Ambition! that will raven upon 
Thine own lives means; then ’tis moft like 
The Sovereignty will fall upon AZacheth. 
Macd. He is already nam’d, and gone to Scone 
To be invefted. 
Roffe, Where is Duncan's Body 2 
Macd. Carried to Colme fhill, 
The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predecefforss 
And Guardian of their Bones. 
Roffe. Will you to Scone ? 
Macd. No, Coufin, I'll to Fife. 
Roffe. Well, I will thither. | 
Maca. Well may you fee, things well done there; adieu. 
Left our old Robes fit eafier than our new. 
Roffe. Farewel, Father. 
Old 44. God's benifon go with you, Sir, and with thofe 
That would make good of bad, and Friends of Foes, | Exenut, 
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A fend oA. S.C. E NB 4. 
SCENE A Royal Apartment. 


Enter Banquo, 


Ban, "F7HO.U haft it now, King, Cawdor, Glamis, all; 
As the weyward Women promis’d, and I fear 
Thou plaid'ft moft foully for’c: Yet it was faid 
It fhould not ftand in thy Pofterity, 
But that my felf fhould be the Root, and Father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As upon thee, AZacbeth, their Speeches fhine, 
Why by the Verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And fet me up inhope? But hufh, no more. 
Trumpets found, Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth} 
Lenox, Rofle, Lords and Attendants. ~~ 
Mach. Here’s our chief Gueft. 
‘Lady. *1f he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaft, 
And all things unbecoming. 
Mach. To Night we hold a folemn Supper, Sir; 
And I'll requeft your prefence: 
Ban. Lay your Highnefs’s 
Command upon me, tothe which, my Duties 
Are with a moft indiffoluble tye 
For ever knit. 
Mach. Ride you this Afternoon? 
Ban. Ay, my good Lord, Seer 
Mach. We fhould have elfe defir’d your good Advice} 
Which ftill hath been both grave and profperous, = 
In this Day’s Council ; but we'll take to Morrow, 
Is’t far you ride ? 
Ban. As far, my Lord, as wil fill up the time 
*T wixt thisand Supper. Go not my Horfe the better; 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a dark hour or twain. 
Mach, Fail not our Feat; 
Ban. My Lord, I will not, 
Mach. We hear, our bloody Coufins are beftow'd 
In England, and in Jreland, not confefling me 
ae Their 
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i Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 

" With ftrange Invention, but of that to Morrow, 
When therewithal we fhall have caufe of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to Horfe: 
Adieu, “till you return at Night. 








mis, al, Goes Fleance with you? 
Lear Ban. Ay, my good Lord} our time does call upon’s, 
Mach. Iwith your Horfes fwift, and fure of Foot: 
And fo I do commend you to their Backs. 3 
Farewel. [Exit Banquo. 
My Let every Man be mafter of his Time, 


Till feven at Night, to make Society 
The fweeter welcome: We will keep our felf 
’Till Supper time alone: While then, God be with yous 
[ Exennt Lady Macbeth, and Lords. 
acheth Sirrah, aword with you: Attend thofeMen | To 4 Servant. 
Our pleafure? 
Ser. They are, my Lord, without the Palace Gate. 
Mach. Bring them before us. | Exit Servant. 
To be thus, is nothing, 
But to be fafely thus: Our fears in Banguo 
Stick deep, and in his Royalty of Nature 
Reigns that which would be fear’d. °Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his Mind, 
He hath a Wifdom that doth guide his Walour, 
‘To a& in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whofe Being I do fear: And under him, 
My Genius is rebuk’d; as it is faid 
Mark Anthony’s was by Cafar; he chid the Sifters, 
We When firft they put the Name of King upon me, 
Adit And bad them fpeak to him; then Prophet like, 
| They hail’d him Father to aline of Kings: 
[ Upon my Head, they plac’d a fruitlefs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrench’d with an unlineal Hand, 
et No Son of mine fucceeding : Ife be fo, 
For Banguo’s {fue have I fil’d my Mind, 
For them, the gracious Duxcan have I murther’d, 
Put Rancors in the Veffel of my Peace 
Only for them, and mine Eternal Jewel 
4 7 Given to the common Enemy of Man, 
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To make them Kings, the Seeds of Banquo Kings! 
Rather than:fo, come Fate inrv the Lift, 
And Champion me to th’ utteratce-————_—— 


Who's there 2 
Enter Servant, and two Murthereys. 


Now go to the Door, and ftay there ’till we call. 
| Exit Servant. 

Was it not Yefterday we fpoke together 2 

Mur. \t was, fo pleafe your Highnefs. 

Mach. Well then, 
Now you have confider’d of iny Speeches? know 
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you 
So under Fortune, which you thought had been 
Our innocent felf, this I made good to you, 


In our laft Conference, paft in probation with you : 


How you were born in Hand, how croft, the Inftruments, 


Who wrought with them: ‘And all things elfe that might 
To half a Soul, and to a Notion craz’d, 
Say, thus did Banquo: 
1 AZur. You made it known to us. 
Macb. 1 did fo; and went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. -Do you find 
Your patience fo predominant in your Nature, | 
That you can let this go? Are you fo Gofpell’d 
‘Vo pray for this good Man, and for his Iffue, 
Whofe heavy Hand hath bow’d you tot 
And beggar’d yours for evér2 
1 Mur. We are Mer, my Liege. 
Mach, Ay, in the Catalogue ye go for Men, 
As Hounds, and Greyhounds, Mungrels, Spaniels, Curs,’ 
Showghes, Water-Rugs, and Demy-Wolves are clipt 
All by the Name of Dogs ; the yalued file 
Diftinguithes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle, 
The Houfe-Keeper, the Hunter, every one 
According to the Gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath tn him clos’d2 whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, fromthe Bill, ~ ~~ 
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That writes them all alike: and fo of Men. 
Now, if you have a ftation in the file, 

And not in the worft rank of Manhood, fay it; 
And I will put the bufinefs in your Bofoms, 
Whofe Execution takes your Enemy off; 
Grapples you to the Heart, and love of us, 
Who wear our Health but fickly in his Life, 
Which in his Death were perfec. 

2 Méwr. I am one, my Liege, 

Whom the vile Blows and Buffets of the World 
Have fo incens’d that I am recklefs what 
I do, to fpitethe World, 

1 Maur. And [ another, 

So weary with Difafters, tuge’d with Fortune, 
That I would fet my Life on any Chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on’t. 

Mach. Both of you 
Know Banquo was your Enemy. 

Mur. True, my Lord, 

Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance, ~ 
That every Minute of his being, thrufts | 
Againft my near’ft of Life; and though I could 
With bare-fac’d Power f weep him ‘from my fight, 
And bid my will avouch it; yer I muft not, — 
For certain Friends that are both his, and mine, 
Whofe loves I may not drop, but wail his fall,’ 
Who I my felf ftruck down: and thence it is, 
That I to your afliftance do make love, 
Masking the bufinefs from the common Eye, 
For fundry weighty Reafons, 

2 Mur. We thall, my Lord, 
Perform what you command us, 

1 Mur. Though our Lives 

Macb, Your Spirits thine through you, 
Within this Hour, at moft, 

I will advife you where to plant your felves, 
Acquaint you with the perfe@ Spy o’th’ time, 
The moment on’t, for’e muft be done to Night; 
And fomething from the Palace: always thoughr, 
That I require a clearnefs; and with him, 

To leave no Rubs nor Botehes in the Work; | 

Vor. V. S Fleance, 
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Fleance, his Son, that keeps him company, 
Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me, 
Than is his Father’s, muft. embrace the fate 
Of that dark Hour. Refolve your felves a-part, 
I'l] come to you anon. 
Mur. We are refolv’d,. my. Lord. 
Mach. Vi call upon you ftraight; abide within, 
It isconcluded: Banquo, thy Soul’s flight, 
If it find Heav’n, muft find it out to Night. [ Exeupt. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant, | 
Lady. 1s Banquo gone from Court? 
Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns againto Night. 
Lady, Say to the King, I would attend his leifure, 
For a few words, 
Serv. Madam, I will, | Exite 
_ Lady. Nought’s hed, all’s {pents 
Where our defire is got without content : 
Tis afer, to be that which we-deftroy, 
Than by deftru@ion dwell in doubtful joy. 
Enter .Macbeth. 
How now, my Lord, why do you keep alone? 


- OF forrieft Faheies your Companions making, 


Ufing thofe Thoughts, which fhould indeed have dy'd 
With them they think on; things without. all remedy 
Should be without,regard;. what's done, is done. .. 

Mach. We have fcorch’d. the Snake, not killf'd it: 
She'll clofe, and-be her felf, whilft our poor Malice 
Remains in danger of her former Tooth. 
But let the frame of things,disjoint, 
Both the Worlds fuffer, 
E’er we will eat our Meal in fear, and fleep 
In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams, 
That fhake us Nightly : Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have fent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the Mind to lie 
In reftlefs ecftafie. Duncan is in his Grave 3 
After Life’s fitful Fever, he fleeps well, 
Treafon has done his worft; nor Steel nor Poifor, 
Malice Domeftick,. Foreign. Levy, nothing 
Can touch him further. 

Lady. Come on; 

ah Gentle; 
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Gentle, my Lord, fleek o’er your rugged Looks, 
Be bright and jovial ‘mong your Guefts to Night. 
Mach. So fhall I, Love, and fo I pray be you; 
Let your remembrance ftill apply to Banguo, 
Prefent him Eminence, both with Eye and ‘Tongue; 
Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our Honours 
In thefe fo flattering ftreams, 2 
And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 
Lady, You mutt leave this. 
Mach, O, full of Scorpions is my Mind, dear Wife! 
Thou know’ft, that Banguo and his Fleanee lives, 
Lady. But inthem, Nature’s Copy’s not eterne, 
Mach. There's comfort yet, they are affailable, 


“Then be thou jocund : eer the Bat hath flown 


His Cloyfter’d flight, e’er to black Hecaz’s Summons 
The thard-born Beetle, with his drowfie hums, 
Hath rung Night’s yawning Peal, there fliall be dotie_ 
A deed of dreadful note. 
Lady. What’s to be done? 
Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft Chuck, 
“Till thou applaud the deed: Comic, fealing Night, 
Skarf up the tender Eye of pitiful Day, 
And with thy bloody and invifible Hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great Bond, 
Which keeps. me pale. Light thickens, andthe Crow 
Makes Wing to th’ Rooky Wood: 
Good things of Day begin to droop, and drowze,- 
Whiles Night’s black Agents to their Preys do rowze, 
Thou marvell’ft at my words; but hold thee ftill; 
Things bad begun, make {trong themfelves by il! : 
So prithee go with me. | Exennt, 


2 ee Neg J} 
SCENE APark, the Caftle at a Diftance. 


Enter three ALurtherers. 


1 Mar. But who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur. Macbeth. 


S 3 2 Afar. He 
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2 Mur. He needs not our miftruft, fince hedelivers 
Our Offices, and what we have to do, 
To the diretion jutt. 

t Mur. Then ftand with us. 
Th Welt yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of Day. 
Now fpurs the lateft Traveller apace, 
To gain the timely Inn, and near approaches 
The fubje& of our Watch, 

2 Mur. Hark, I hear Horfes. 

Ba 19 within. Give us a Light there, ho. 

iMar.s: hen *tis: he - 
- reft, that are within the note of expectation, 

Already are 1th’ Court, 7) 

1 Muar. His Horfes go about. 

3 Mar. Almoft a Mile : but he does ufually, 
So all Men do, from hence to th’ Palace. Gate, 
Make it their walk, 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch. 

Mar. A Light, a Light. 
Mur. ’Vis he. 
Mur. Stand to’t. 

Ban. It will be rain to Night. : 
| They fall upon Banquo and kill him; inthe {cuffle Fleance efcapes. 

1 Mur. Let it come down. | 

Ban. O, Treachery ! 
Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 


m Ve NW 


Thou may’ft revenge. O Slave! | Dies. 


3 Maur. Who did ftrike out the Light? 
1 Mur, Was’t not the way 2 


3 Mur. There’s but one down; theSon is fled. 
2 Mur. We have loft 
Beft half of our Affair. 


1 Mur.Well, let’s away, and fay how muchis done. [ Exennt. 


SCENE HE A Room of State. 


“4 Banquet prepar'd. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roffe, Lenox; 
? Lords, aud Attendants. | 
Mach. You know your own Degrces, fit down : 
At firft and laft, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Majefty. ‘ 
Méach. Our {elf will mingle with Society, And 
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_ And play the humble Hoft : . 
me Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in the beft time 

We will require her welcome, [ They fit. 


Lady, Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our Friends. 
For my Heart fpeaks, they are welcome. 
| Enter firft Murtherer. 
Mach. See they encounter thee with their Hearts thanks, 
Both fides are even : here [’!] fic i’th’ mid’ft, 
Be large in Mirth, anon we'll drink a Meafure 
The Tableround. There’s Blood upon thy Face.| To the AZar. 
Mur. *Tis Banguo’s then. 
Mach. ’Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Or, Is he difpatch’d? 
Mur. My Lord, his Throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mach. Thou art the beft o’th’ Cut-throats; yet he’s good, 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou did’f{t1t, 
Thou art the Non-pareil. 
Mur. Moft Royal Sir, 
f Fleance is*{cap’d. 
Mach. Then comes my Fit again: 
I had elfe been perfe@ ;__ 
Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rock, 
As broad, and general, as the cafing Air : 
But now I am cabin’d, crib’d, confin’d, bound in 
Tofawcy doubts and fears. But Bazquo’s fate@——— 
Mur. Ay, my good Lord : fafe in a Ditch he bides, 
| With twenty trenched gathes on his Head ; | 
Die, The leaft a Death to Nature. 
. Mach. Thanks for that 
There the grown Serpentlyes, the Worm that’s fled 
‘Hath Nature, that in time will Venom breed, 


ance e oath 


a | No Teeth for th’prefent. Get theegone, tomorrow) 
We'll hear our felves again. [ Exit Murtherer. 
ie Lady..My Royal Lord, 
ones) You donot give the Cheer; the Feaft is fold 
Y That is not often vouched, while ‘tis making: | 
f 5M "Tis given with welcome; to feed were beft at home; 
oft From thence, the Sawce to Meat is Ceremony; 


Meeting were bare*without ir. 
The Ghoft of Banquo rifes, and fits ix Macbeth’s place. 
oy Afach. Sweet Remembrancer ! 
Now good Digeftion wait on Appetite, . And 
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And Health on both. 
Len. NMay’t pleafe your Highnefs, fir. 
facb. Here had we now our Country’s Honour, roofd, 
Were the grac’d Perfon of our Baxguo prefent; 
Who may I rather challenge for Unkindnefs, 
Than pity for Mifchancee 
Roffe. His abfence, Sirs 
Lays blame uponhis promife. Pleas’t your Highnefs 
To grace us with your Royal Company 2 _ 
Mach. The Table’s full. | Starting. 
Len. Here is a bias referv’d, Sir. 
4 aco. Where 2 
. Here, my good Lord: 
t that moves your Highnefs¢ 
Which of you havedone this? 
W hat, my good Lord 2 
Maco, Thou canft not fay I did its never fhake 
thy 4 goary Locks at me. 
i offe. Gentlemen rife, his ese is not well. 
E ady. Sit, worthy rahe my Lord is oftenthus, 
And hat Gre en from his you Pray you keep feats 
Th * fit is momentary, upon a Thought 


He will again be wells If much you ‘note him 
You fhail offend him,‘ and extend ie Paflion, 
dregard him not. Are youaMan?. [To Macbeth, 


si an 
Much... Ay,and aboldone, that dare look on that 
W rh ich might appall the Devil. 
Lady. O; proper ftuff! 
This is the very painting of your fear ; 
This is the acest oF which you faid 
Led you to Duncans O, thefe flaws and ftarts, 
Impottors to true fear, would well become 
A Woman’s ftory at a Winter’s Fire 
Authoriz’d by her Grandam: fhame it felf! 
_ Why do you make fuch Faces? when all’s done 
You look but on a ftool. 
Mach. Prithee fee there : 
Behold! look! loe! how fay you! ania tothe Ghoft. 
Why, what care I, if thou canft nod, {peak too. 
If Charnel-Houfes, and our Graves muft fend 
Thofe that we bury, back ; our Monuments 
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Shall be the Maws of Kites. [The Ghoft vani [hes 
Lady. What? quite unmann’d in Folly? 
Mach. Vf 1 ftand here, I faw him. 


|. Lady. Fie for fhame. 


Mach. Blood hath been thed e’er now, i’th’ olde time 
E’er humane Statue purg’d the gentle Weal; 
Ay, and fince too, Murthers have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the Ear: the times have been, 
That when the Brains were out, the Man would die, 
And there an end; But now they.rife again 
With twenty mortal Murthers on their Crowns, 
And puth us from our Stools; ‘this is more ftrange 
Than fuch a Murther is. 
Lady. My worthy Lord, 
Your Noble Friends do lack you, 
Mach. I do forget 
Do not mufe at me, my molt worthy Friends, 
I have a ftrange Infirmity, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. “Come, Love and Health to all, 
Then I'll fitdown : Give me fome Wine, fill full 
[As he-is drinking, the Ghoft rifes again juft before him 
I drink to th’ general joy of the whole Table, 
And to our dear Friend Bangue, whom we milfs, 
Would he were here; to all, andzhim, we thirit, 
And all to all. 
Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 
Mach. Avant, and quit my fight, let the Earth hide thee ; 
Thy Bones are marrowlefs; thy Blood:is cold ; 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe Eyes, 
Which thou doft glare with. 
Lady, Think of this; good Peers, 
But as a thing of Cuftom; ’tis no other, 
Only it fpot's the pleafure of the-time. 
Mach. What Man dare, I dares 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian Bear, 
The arm'd Rhinoceros, or th’ Hyrcan.-Tyger, 
Take any fhape but that, and my firm Nerves 
Shall never tremble. Or bealive again, 
And dare me to the Defart with thy Sword; 
If trembling I inhabit, then proteft me 
The Baby of a'Girl, Hence horrible Shadow, 7 
S 4 . Un- 
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Unreal Mock’ry hence. Why fo,_——be gone- La 
(The Ghoft vani fhes. | : 
Tam a Man again: pray you fit ftill. | The Lords rife, am 
Lady. You have difplaic’d the Mirth, broke the good Wea 
Meeting, 
With moft admird diforder. 

Adaco. Can {uch things be, 1 

And overcome us like a Summer's Cloud 
Without our fpecial wonder? You make me ftrange, : 1} 
Even to the difpofition that I owe, | He 
When now [think you can behold fuch fights, | Swe 
And keep the natural Ruby of your-Cheeks, : oe 
When mine is blanch’d with fear. | In 
Roffe. What fights, my Lord 2 And 
a Lady. I pray you (peak not; he grows worfe and worfe, Thi 
ay | Queition enrages him: at once, Good-night. Wis 
oF Stand not upon the order of your going, Or! 
ab But go at once. . And 
nM Len. Good-night, and better Health | Heth 
iy Attend his Majefty. | Spigh 
ol Lady. A kind Good-night to all, | Exeunt Lords. * | Lov 
‘il Mach. Xt will have Blood they fay ; Blood will have Blood: 1 Bar 
tf Stones have beeh known to move, and Trees to {peak ; And 
4 Augures, that underftood Relations, have | | Mea 
By Maggot-Pyes, and Choughs, and Rooks brought forth : Wil 
The fecret’{t Man of Blood, What is the Night? } You 
Lady. Almoft at odds with Morning, which is which, | Your 
Mach. How fay’ft thou, that ALacduff denies his Perfon, Jam 
Ar our great bidding 2 | Unto 
Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir 2 a Great 
Mach. 1 hear it by the way; but I will fend: : Unon 
There’s not a one of them; but in- his Houfe 4 Ther 
I keep aServant Fee’d. I will to Morrow le 
(And betimes I will) to the wizard Sifters. | And 
More fhall they fpeak; for now I am bent to know Shall 
By the worft means, the worft, for mine own good; | As} 
All Caufes fhall:give way, Iam in Blood — Shall 
Spent in fo far, that fhould I wade no more, ea 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er : His h 
Strange things I have in Head, that will to Hand, And 
Which =, be ated, e’er they may be feann'd Is Me 


Lady. 
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Lady. You lack the Seafon of all Natures, Sleep, 

Mach. Come, we'll to Sleep; My ftrange and felf-abufe 
Is the initiate Fear, that wants hard ufe : 
We are yet but young indeed, [Exennt. 


SCEN E lV. The Heath. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches; meeting Hecate. 


1. Wit, Why how now, Hecate, you look angerly 2 
Hlec. Have I not reafon, Beldams, as you are? 
Sawcy, and over-bold, how did you dare 
To trade and traffick with AZacheth, 
In Riddles, and Affairs of Death ; 
And I the Miftrefs of your Charms,, 
The clofe ¢ontriver of all harms, 
Was never call’d to bear my part, 
Or fhew the glory of our Art 2 
And which is worfe, all you have done 
Hath been but for 2 wayward Son, 
Spightful, and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now; Get you gon, 
And at the Pit of Acheron 
Meet me i’th’ Morning ; thither he 
Will come, to know his Deftiny; 
Your Veflels, and your Spells provide, 
Your Charms, and every thing befide; 
Tam for th’ Air: this Night I'll fpend 
Unto a difmal, and a fatal End. 
Great bufinefs muft be wrought e’er Noon, 
Upon the Corner of the Moon 
There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 
I'll catch it e’er it come to ground ; 
And that diftill’d by Magick flights, 
Shall raife fuch Artificial Sprights, 
As by the ftrength of their Illufion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confufion, 
He fhall {pura Fate, feorn Death, and bear 
His hopes *bove Wifdom, Grace; and Fear : 
And you all know, Security 
Is Mortal’s chiefeft Enemy, [ Mdufick, anda Song. 


Hark, 
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Hark, I am call’ds; my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a foggy Cloud, and ftays for me. ; 
[Sing within. Come away, come away, &C 
1 Wit. Come, let’s make hafte, fhe’ll foon be 
Back again. | Exeunt. 


SC Bade ho 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord. 


Len. My former Speeches have but hit your Thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther: Only I fay 
Things have been ftrangely born. The gracious Dancax 
Was pitied of Adacheth marry he was dead: 
And the right valiant Banguo walk’d too late. 
Whom you may fay, if’t pleafe you, Fleance kill'd, 
For Fleance fled; Men muft not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monftrous 
It was for A4alcolm, and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa&!- . 
How it did grieve AZacbeth? Did he not ftraight 
In pious Rage, the two Delinquents tear, 
That were the Slaves of Drink, and Thralls of Sleep? 
Was that not nobly done? ay, and wifely too; 
For ’twould have anger’d any Heart alive 
To hear the Men deny’t. So that I fay, : 
He has born all things well, and I do think, 3 
That had he Duncan's Sons under the Key, 
(As, and’t pleafe Heav’n he fhall not,) they fhall find 
What ’twere to killa Father: So fhould Fleance. 
But Peace; for from broad words, and caufe he fail’d 
His prefence at the Tyrant’s Feaft, I hear 
Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beftows himfelf 

Lord. The Sons of Duxcan, 
From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth, 
Live in the Exglifh Court, and are receiv'd 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the Malevolence of Fortune, nothing — 
Takes from his high refpe&.-* Thither Adacduff 
Ts gone, to pray the Holy King, upon his aid 
To wake NMorthamberland, and warlike Seyward, 
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That by the help of thefé, with him above 
| To ratifie the Work, we may again 
ui) = Give to our Tables Meat, Sleep to our Nights; 
Free from our Feafts, and Banquets bloody Knives 
| Exe, Do faithful Homage, and receive free Honours, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Fath fo exafperate their King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of War, 
Len. Sent he to Macduff ? 
Lord. He did; and with an abfolute, Sir, not I, 
The cloudy Meffenger turns me his Back, 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time 
‘That clogs me with this Anfwer. 
Len. And that well might, 
d, Advife him to a caution, vhold what diftance 
His Wifdom can provide. Some Holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of Exzgland, and unfold 
His Meffage e’er he come, that a fwift Blefling 
May foon return to this our fuffering Country, 
Under a Hand accurs’d, | 
Lord. Vil fend my Prayers with him, | Exeunt. 


houphts 


Duncan 





ACT Wiis CE NEY 
SCENE @ dark Cave, in the middle a great 


Cauldron burning. 
Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 
: 1 Wit. Hrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d,. 


2 Wit. Thrice, and once the Hedges Pig whin’d. 
3 Wit. Harpier crys, ’tis time, ’tis time. 3 
1 Wit. Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the poifon’d Entrails throw. , 
; | They march round the Cauldron, and throw in the feveral 


Ingredients as for the Preparation of their Charm. 
Toad, that under cold Stone, 


Days and Nights, has thirty one: 
Sweltred Venom fleeping gor, _ 
Boil thou firft ’th’ charmed Pot. 
am ©. 5; | = 3 dll, 
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All. Double, double, toil and trouble ; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 
> Wit. Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 
In the Cauldron boil and bake; 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frog; 
Wool of Bat, and Tongue of Dog; 
Adders Fork, and Blind-worms Sting, 
Lizards Leg, and Howlet’s Wing: 
For a Charm of powerful Trouble, 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble. 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. 
3 Wit. Scale of Dragon, Tooth of Wolf, 
Witches Mummy, Maw, and Gulf 
Of the ravin’d falt Sea Shark; 
Root of Hemlock, dige’d i’th* dark; 
Liver of Blafpheming few: 
Gall of Goat, and Slips of Yew, 
Sliver'd in the Moon’s Eclipfes 
Nofe of Turk, and Tartar’s Lips; 
Finger of Birth-ftrangled Babe, 
Ditch deliver’d by a Drab, 
Make the Gruel thick, and flab. 
Add thereto a Tyger's Chawdron,  _ 
For th’ Ingredients of our Cauldron. — 
All, Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble. ) 
>» Wit. Cool it with a Baboon’s Blood, 
Then the Charm is firm and good. 
Enter Hecate, and other three Witches. 
Hec. O! well done! I commend your pains,j 
And every one fhall fhare i'th’ gains: 
And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Elves and Fairies in a Ring, 
Inchanting all that you put in. 
Mufick and a Song. 
Black Spirits and White, 
Blue Spirits ana Grays 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
You that mingle may. 


2 Wit, By the pricking of my Thumbs, 
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Something wicked this way comes : 
Open Locks, whoever knocks, 
| Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. How now, you fecret, black, and midnight Hags? 
What is’t you do? 7 
All, A deed without a Name. 
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profefs, 
How e’er you come to know it, anfwer me, | 
Though you untie the Winds, and let them fight 
Againtt the Churches; though the yefty Waves 
Confound and {wallow Navigation up; 
Though bladed Corn be lodg’d, and Trees blown down, 
Though Caftles topple on their Warders Heads; ~ 
Though Palaces, and Pyramids do flope 
Their Heads to their Foundations; though the Treafure 
Of Natures Germain, tumble altogether, 
Even ’till deftru@tion ficken; anfwer me, 
Te what I ask you. 
1 Wit. Speak. 
2 Wit. Demand. 
3 Wit. We'll anfwer. | | 
1 Wit. Say, if th’ hadft rather hear it from our Mouths, 
Or from our Mafters. 
Mach. Call em: Let me fee ‘em. 
1 Wit. Pour in Sowes Blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow : Greace that’s fweaten 
From the Murtherers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 
All. Come high or/low: 
Thy felf and Office deftly fhow. | Thunder. 
Apparition of an armed Head rifes. 
_ Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Power 
1 Wit. He knows thy thought; 
Hear his Speech, but fay thou nought. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff !-- 
Beware the Thane of Fife---difmifs me——Enough. | De/cends. 
Mach. What-e’er thou art, for thy good Caution, Thanks. 
Thou haft harp’d my fear aright. But one word more—— 
1 Wit. He will not be commanded; here’s another 3 
More potent than the firft. [ Thunder. 
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Apparition of a bloody Child rifés. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Mach. Had I three Ears, I'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, ‘and refolute; laugh to fcorn 
The power of Man ; for none of Woman born 
Shall harm Adacbeth. | Defends. 
Mach. Then live Macduff: What need I fear of thee2 
But yet I'll make affurance, double fure, 
And take a Bond of Fate; thou fhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted Fear, it lyes; 
And fleep in fpight of Thunder. | - | Thunder. 
Apparition of a Child crowned, with aTree in bis Hand, rifes 
W hat is this, 
That rifes like the iffue of a King,, 
And. wears upon, his Baby-brow, the round 
And top of Soveraignty-? 
Ail, Liften, but {peak not to’. 
“pp. Be Lion metled, proud, and take no care, 
Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirers are: 
Macbeth fhall never vanquifh’d be, until 
Great Birnam Wood, to high Dunfinane Hill, 
Shall come againft hrm. [ Defcends. 
Mach. That will never be: 
Who can imprefs the Foreft, bid the Tree 
Unfix his Earth-bound Root? Sweet Boadments! good! 
Rebellious dead, rife never *till the Wood 
Of Birnam rife, and our high-plac’d AZacbeth 
Shall live the Leafe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal Cuftom. Yet my Heart 
Throbs:to know one thing; tell'me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much: Shall Bazqno’s [flue ever 
Reign in this Kingdom? 
All, Seek to know no more. 
[ The Cauldron fiaks into the Growrd. 
Mach. 1 will be fatished. Deny me this, 
And an eternal Curfe fall on you: Let-'me know, 
Why finks that Cauldron? and wba noife is this? [Hobe 
1 Wit. Shew! 5 7 
2 Wit. Shew! 
3 Wits Shew ! 


All. 
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Ail, Shew his Eyes, and grieve his Heart, 
Come like Shadows, fo depart. 
| Eight: Kings appear and pafs over in order, and Banquo 
laft, with a Glaf3 in his Hand. 
Mach. Thow art too like the Spirit of Baxguo; Down! 
Thy Crown do’s fear mine Eye-Balls.. And thy Hair 





A third, is like the former-——filthy Hags! 
Why do you fhew me this?——A fourth?——Start Eye! | 
What, will the Line ftretch out ‘to th’ crack of Deom? 
Another yet?————A feventh!——I’ll fee no more 
And yet the eighth appears, who. bears a Glafs, 
Which fhews me many more; and fote I fee, 
That twofold. Balls, and treble Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight! Now I fee ’tis true, | 
For the Blood-bolter’d Banquo {miles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What is this fo? 
1 Wit. Ay Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands AZacheth thus amazedly ¢ 
Come Sifters, cheer we up his Sprights, 
And fhew the beft of our Delights. 
Pll charm the Air to give a found, 
While you perform your Antique round: 
That this great King may kindly fay; 
Our Duties did his welcome pay. [ AMufick. 
| The Witches dance, and vanifh. 
Mach, Where are they? Gone?---Let this pernicious hour, 
Stand ay accurfed in the Kalender. 
Come in, without there. 
Enter Lenox. 
Len. What’s your Grace's Will 2 
Mach. Saw you.the Wizard Sifters 2 
Len. No, my Lord. 
Mach. Came they not by you? 
Len. No indeed, my Lord. 
Mach, Infected be the Air whereon they ride, 
And damn’d all thofe that truft them. I did hear 
The gallopping of Horfe. Who: was’t came by? 
| Len. ’Tis twoor three, my Lord, that bring you word, 
Adacduff is fled to England. | 








Mach. 
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Mach. Fled to England? 

Len. Ay, my good Lord. 

Mach. ‘Time, thou anticipat’ft my dread Exploits; 
The flighty purpofe never is o’er-took 
Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firftling of my Heart fhall be 
The firftlingsof my Hand. . And even now 


To Crown my Thoughts with A@s, be it thought and done :: 


The Caftle of Adacduff I will furprize, 

Seize upon Fife; give to th’ edge o’th’ Sword 

His Wife, his Babes, and all unfortunate Souls, 

That trace him in his Line. No boafting like a Fool, 

This deed I'l! do, before this purpofe cool, 

But no more fights. Where are thefe Gentlemen? 

Come, bring me where they are. | [ Exewnt, 


SCENE Il. Macduff’s Calle. 


Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rofte. 


L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the Land? 

Roffe. You mutt have patien¢es Madam. 

L. “acd. He had none; 
His flight was Madnefs; when our A@ions do not, 
Our Fears do make. us Traitors. : 

Roffe. You know:not, 
Whether it was his Wifdom, or his Fear. 

L. Macd. Wifdom? to.leave his Wife, to leave his Babes; 
His Manfion, and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelf does fly? He loves us not, 
He wants the natural Touch; for the poor Wren, 
The moft diminutive of Birds, will fight, 
Her young Ones in her Neft, againft the Owl: 
All is the Fear,. and nothing is the Love; 
As little isthe Wifdom, where the flight 
So runs againf all reafon. 

Roffe. My: deareft Coz, 
I pray you School your felf; but for your Husband; 
He ts Noble, Wife, Judicious, and beft knows 
The fits o’th’ Seafon. ‘I dare not fpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, whea we are Traitors, . 
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And do not know our felves: When we hold Rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 
But float upon a wild and violent Sea 
Each way, and move, I take my leave of you; 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worft will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before, my. Preeypeaeee 
Bleffing upon you. 
L. Macd, Father’d he is, and yet he? $ Fatherlefs: 
Roffe. 1 am fo much a Fool, fhould I ftay longer, 
Tt would be my Difgrace,. and your Difcomforr. . 
I take my leave at once. | Exit Roffe. 
L. Maca. Sirrah, your Father’s dead, © 
And what will you do now? How will you live? 
Son. As Birds do, Mother, 
L. Macd. What, with Worms and Flies? 
Son. With what-f{ get, and fo do they. 
L.Macd. Poor Bird! 
Thoud’ft never fear the Net, nor Line, 
The Pit fall, nor the Gin, 
Son. Why fhould I, Mother? © 
Poor Birds they are not fet for: — 
My Father is not dead for all your faying: 
L. Macd. Yes, heisdead; how wilt thou do fora Father? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a Husband? 
L. Macd, Why, I can buy metwenty at any Market. 
Son. Then you'll -buy ’em to fell again. 
L, Macd. Thou {peak’ft with all thy wit, 
And yet i’faith with wit enough for thee. 
Son, Was my Father a Traitor, Mother? 
L, Macd. Ay, thathe was. 
Sex, What isa Traitor ?-. Lae 
L. Macd. Why, one that {wears sia lies, 
Son. And be all Traitors that do fo? 
L, Macd. Every one that does fo is a. Traitor; 
And-muft be hang’d. 
Son, And muft they all be hang’d that {wear and lie? 
L. Macd. Every one. 
Son. Who-muft hang them 2 
L.Macd. Why, honeft Men. 3 | 
Vou. V, eS Son. 
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Son. Then the Liars and Swearers are Fools; for there are 
Liars and Swearers enow, to beat the honeft Men, and hang 
up them. ) ; 

L. Macd, Gold help thee, poor Monkey: 

But how wilt thou do for a Father? 

Son. Uf he were dead; you'd weep forhim: If you would 
not, it were a good Sign, that I fhould quickly havea new 
Father. ; 

L; Macd. Poot Pratler, how thou talk'ft. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
 Mef. Biefs yous fair Dame, I am not to you knowns 
Though im your State of Honour I am perfect; , 
I doubt fome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely Man’s advice; 
Be not found here; hence with your little, Ones 
To fright you‘thtis, methinks I am too favage; 
To do worfe to you, were fell Cruelty, 3 
Which is too nigh your Perfon.  Heav'n preferve you, 
I dare abide no longer. [Exit Meffenger. 
L. Maca. Whither fhould I fly?’ | | 
I have done no harm; Bat I remember now 
I am in this earthly World: where to do harm 
Is often laudable: to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous Folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put up‘that womanly Defence, ; 
To fay I had.done-no harm? What are thefe Faces? 
Enter Murtherets. «. - 2h 
Mur. Where is your Husband?, . - i 
L. Macd. 1 hope’in'no :place fo. unfanGified, 
Where fuch as thou may’ft find him. 
Mur. He’s'a Traitor. 
Son. Thou ly’ft, thou thag-eard Villain. 7 
Mur, What-you Egg? [ Stabbing hime 
Young fry of ‘Treachery ? | a 
Son. He has kill’d me, Mother; 
Runaway, I pray you. 





J Exit, ¢rying Mur ther. 
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SCENE Ill. The King of England's 


Palace. 


Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 


Mal. Let us feck out fome defolate Shade, and there 
Weep our fad Bofoms empty. y yt 

acd. Let us rather Sey 
Hold faft the mortal Sword; and like good Men; 
Beftride our downfal Birth-dome: Each new Morn, > 


_ New Widows howl, new Orphans cry, new Sorrows 


Strike Heaven on the Face, that ic refounds | 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d our ean Sah, 
Like Syllable of Dolour. : | BS Se ee me 

Mal. What Ubelieve, I'll wails : 
What know, believe; and what L can redrefs; 
As T fhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have fpoke, it may be fo perchance 
This Tyrant, whofe fole Name blifters our Tongties; | 
W:$ once thought honeft: You have loy’d him well; 
He hath not touch’d. you yer. I am young, but fomething 
You may difcern of him through me, and wifdom. 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent Lamb, — uo 4p 
T” appeafe an angry God. o> es 

Macd. I am not treacherous, 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous Narure may recoil a 
in an imperial Charge; But I fhall crave your Pardons: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe; _ 
Angels are bright {till, though the brighteft fell, - 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of Grace; 
Yet Grace mutt ftill look fo, 

acd. I have loft my hopes, wre | 

Mal, Perchance,. even there, where I did find my doubts; 
Why in that rawnefs left you Wife and Children2 
Thofe precious Motives, thofe ftrong knots of Love, 
Without leave taking. I pray you, 
Let not my Jedloufies, be your Dithofiours, | 
But mine own Safeties? You miay be rizhily juft, 
Whatever I fhall think. 
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Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country, 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure, 





For Goodnefs dares not check thee: wear thou thy wrongsy: 


The Title is afraid. Fare thee well, Lord, 
I would not be the. Villain that .thou think’ft, 
For the whole fpace that’s in the Tyrant’s Grafp, 
And the'rith-Eaft to boot. 
Mal. Be not offended; 

I fpeak not as in abfolute fear of you: 

I think our Country finks beneath the Yoke, 

It weeps. it bleeds, and each new Day. a Gath 
Is added. to her Wounds. I think withal, 
There would be hands up-lifted in my right : 
And here from gracious England have.I offer 
Of goodly thoufands, Burt for all this, 

When I fhall tread upon the. TF yrant’s Head, 

Or wear it on my. ‘Sword ;, yet my poor Country 
Shall have more Vices, than.it had before, 


_ More fuffer, and-more fuindry ways than ever, 
By him that fhall fueceed. 


Macd, What.thould he: be? 

Mal,.1b.is.my {elf ¥ mean, .in-whom. I know 
All the pagticulars of Vice.fo grafted, 
That when they fhall be open’d, black AZacbeth 
Will feem as pure as Snow, and the, poor State 
Efteem him as a Lamb, being compar’d 
With my confinelefs harms. 

Macd. Not in the, Legions 
Of horrid, Hell; ¢can.come a Devil more damn’d 
In Evils, to top AZacherp, 

Mal. 1 grant him’ Bloody, 
Luxurious, Avaricious, ; Falf, Deceitful, 
Sudden, Malicious, {fmoaking of every Sin | 
That has’a Name... But there’s’ no bottom, none 


In. my. Voluptuoufnefs: Your Wives, your Daughters, 
Your Matrons, and your Maids, could not fill up 


The Ciftern.of my Luft, and my Defire 

All continent Impediments would o’er-bear 
That did oppofe my, Will, - Better AZacberh, | 
Than fuchean: one to reignyq. 5 se © 
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Macd. Boundlefs Intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny; It hath been 
Th’ untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings, But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: You may 
Convey your Pleafures in a {pacious Plenty, 
And yet feem cold. “The time you may fo Hoodwink, 
We have wiiling Dames enough, there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to devour fo many 
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves, 
Finding it fo inclin’d. 
Mal. With this, there grows 
In my moft ill-compos’d AffeGion, fuch 
A ftanchlefs Avarice, that were I King, 
I fhould cut off the Nobles for their Lands; 
Defire his Jewels, and this others Houfe, 
And my more-having would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more; that I fhould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againft the Good and Loyal, 
Deftroying them for wealth. 
Macd. This Avarice 
Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious Root 
Than Summer-feeming Luft; and it hath been 
The Sword of our flain Kings: Yet do.not fear, 
Scotland hath Foyfons to fill up your Will 
Of your mere Own, All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh’d. | 
Mal. But I have none, the King-becoming Graces, 
As Jultice, Verity, Temp’rance, Stablenefs, | 
Bounty, Perfeverance, Mercy, Lowlinefs, 
Devotion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude; 
I have no relifh of them, but 2bound 


In the Divifion of each feveral Crime, 


Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I fhould 
Pour the fweet Milk of Concord, into Hell, 
Uproar the univerfal Peace, confound 
All unity on Earth. | 
Macd. O Scotland! Scotland! 
Mal. If fuch a one be fit to govern, {peak: 
Tam asI have fpoken. | 
| T 3 | Macds 
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Mucd. Fittogovern? Nonot tolive. O Nation miferable! 
With an untitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, | 
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By. his own Interdicuon ftands accuift, 
And do’s blafpheme his Breed? thy Royal Father 
Ws q moft fainted King;.the Queen that bore thees 
Ojtoer upon her Knees, than on her Feet, 

Dyd every Day fhe liv’d.... Fare thee well, 

Thefe Evils thou repeat ft upon. thy felf, 

Have banith’d me from Scotland. O my Breall, 
Thy hope ends here. 

Mul. Macduff, this noble Pafhion 

Child of Integrity, hath from my Soul 

Wip’d the black Scruples, reconcil’d. my, Thoughts 
To thy good truth, and honour... Devillith Macbeth, 


Into his Powers and modcft Wifdom plucks me 
From over-credulous hafte; but God above 
D eal between thee and me; for even. bow 
I pur my felf to thy direction, and 
Unfpeak mine own detraction, here abjure 
The taints, and blames I laid upon my fclf, 
For ftrangers tomy Nature, 1 am yet 
Unknown to Women, never was for{worn, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no time broke my Faith, would not betsay 
The Devil to his Fellow, and delight 
No lefs in Truth than: Life. My. farlt falfe fpeakirg 
Was this upon my felf; what I am truly 
Is thine, and my poor Country's to command ¢ 
Whither indeed, before thy here approach, qa 
Old Seywara with ten thoufand warlike Men, ae 
All ready at a point, wes fering forth, | 
Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs 
Be like our warranted Quarrel. Why are you filent? 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things, at ON¢e;\:. 
Tis hard to reconcile. ay 
| Enter a Dottor. i ar eV 
Mal. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth, I pray 
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Dott. Ay Sir; there are a Crew of wretched Souls 
That {tay his Cure; their Malady convinces 
The great Affay of Art. But at his touch, 
Such fanétity hath Heay’n given his Hand, 


They prefently amend, {| Beit: 


Mal. 1 thank you, Door. 
Macd, What's the Difeafe he means? 
Mul, *Tis call'd the Evil, | 
A moft miraculous work in this good King; 
Which often fince my here remain in England, 
I have feen him do. “How he folicits Heav’n, 
Himfelf beft knows ;. but ftrangely vifited People, 
All {woln and Ulcerous, pitiful to the Eve, < 
The mere defpair of Surgery, he cures, 
Hanging a Golden Scamp about their Necks, 
Put oa with Holy Prayers, and ‘tis fpoken 
To the fucceeding ‘Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedi@ion; ‘with this ftrange Virtue; 
He hath a Heavenly Gift of Prophecy, | 
And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That {peak him full of G-ace. oa 
Enter Rofle. 
AMicd. See, who comes here, 
Maul. My Country-man; but yet [know him not. 
Mucd. My ever gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 
Mil, I know him now. Good God betimes remoye 
The means, the means that makes us Strangers, 
Roffe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd,. Stands Scotland where it did? 
Roffe. Alas poor Country, 
Almoft afraid to know it felf. It cannot 
B: call’d our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile: 
Where Sighs and Groans, and Shrieks that rend the Air 
Are made, not mark’d; where violent Sorrow feems 
A modern ecftafie: the Dead-man’s Kne'l, : 
Is there fcarce ask'd, for who; and good Mens lives 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 
Dying, or e’er they ficken. yes 
Mcd. Ob Relation! too nice, and yet too true; 
Mal. What’s the neweft Grief 2 as 
es T 4 Roffe. 
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Roffe. That of an hours Agedoth hifs the Speaker, 


- Each minute teems a new one. . 


Macd. How does my Wife? 
Rofe. Why, well, 
Macd, And all my Children? 
_ Roffe. Well too. 
Mucd. The Tyrant has not batter’d at ther peacet 
Roffe. No, they were well at peace when I did leave “em. 
Macd. Be not a niggard of your Speech: how goes itt: 
Roffee When I came hither to tran{port the ‘Tidings 
Which I have heavily born, there ran a Rumour 
Of many. worthy Fellows, that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneft the rather 
For that I faw the Tyrant’s Power a-foot; 
Now is the time of help; your Eve in Scorland 
Would create Soldiers, make our Women fight, : 
To doff their dire.diftrefles. gerald i ; 
Mal. Be’t their comfort , 
Weare coming thither : Gracious Exgland hath 
Lent us good Seyward, and ten thoufand Men, 
An older, and a better Soldier, none 
That Chrificndom gives out. 
Roffe. Would I could anfwer 
This. comfort with the like. But I have words 
That would be howl’d ont in the defart air, 
Where hearing fhould not catch them. 
Macd. What? concern they 
The general Caufe? oris ita Fee-grief 
Due to fome fingle Breaft? 
Roffe. No Mind that’s honeft 
But in it thares fome woe, though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
Macd. If it be mine 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roffe. Letnot your Ears defpife my Tongue for evel, © 
Which fhall poflefs them with the heavieft found, 


That ever yet they heard. 
Macd. Hum ! 1 guefs at it. 


Roffe. Your Caftle is furpriz’d, ‘your Wife and Babes 


‘Savagely flaughter’d; to relate the manner, 
Were, on the Quarry of thefe murther’d Deer, 
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To add the Death of you. 
Mal. Merciful Heaven ! 


~ "What Man ne’er pull your Hat upon your brows ; 


Give forrow words; the grief that does not {peak, 
Whifpers the o’er-fraught Heart, and. bids it break. 
Macd. My Children too ! | 

Riffe.’ Wike, Children, Servants, all that could be found. 

Macd.. And I muft be from thence! my Wife kill’d too! 

Roffe.. I have faid. 

Mal.,.Be comforted. 

Let’s make us Med’cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He hasnoChildren, Allmy pretty ones? 
Did you fay All? O Hell Kage! Alle 
What, All my pretty Chick#ns, and their Dam, 
At one fell fwoop? 

Mal. Difpute it like a Man. 

Macd. 1 thall do fo; but I muft alfo feel it as a Man. 

I cannot but remember fuch things were, | 
That were moft precious to me: Did Heav’n look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 

They were all ftruck for thee: Naught that 1 am, 

Not for their own demerits, but for mine | 

Fel] (laughter on their Souls: Heav’n reft them now. | 

Mal. Be this the Whetftone of your Sword, let grief 
Convert to anger : blunt not the Heart, enrage it. 

Macd. OJ could play the Woman with mine Eyes, 
And Braggart with my Tongue, But gentle Heav'ns, 
Cut fhort all intermiffion : Front to Front, 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my {elf, 
Within my Sword’s length fet him, ‘if he “fcape, 
Heav’n forgive him too. ' 
_ Mal, This time goes manly : 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready, 
Our leck is nothing but our leave, Macbeth 
Is ripe for fhaking, and the Powers above 
Put on their Inftruments: Receive what cheer you may, 
The Night is long that never finds the Day. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE 4p Anti-chamber in Macbeth’s Cafile.:. 


Enter a Dottor of Phyfickh,; and a Gentlewoman. 


Dot. Have two Nights watch’d with you, but can‘per=\’ 
ceive no truth in your report, When was: it the’ 


laft walk’d 2 


Gent. Since his Majefty went into the Field, I have feen> ’ 


her rife from her Bed, throw her Night-Gown upon her; 


unlock her Clofet, take forth: Paper, fold it, write upon’t,” 
read it, afterwards Seal it, and {ain return’ to Bed; yet all 


this while in a moft faft fleep. ~ 
Dott. A great perturbation in Nature ! to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep, and do the effects of watching, 


In this flumbry Agitation, befides her walking, and other 


_ performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her fay 2 
Gent. That Sir, which I will not report after her. 
Dott, You may to me, and ’tis moft meet you fhould. 
Gest. Neither to you, norany one, having no witnefs to 


confirm my Speech, | Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 
Lo you! here the comes: This is her very guife, and ‘Uup- 


on my Life faft afleep; obferve her, ftand clofe. 
Dott. How ‘came fhe by that light? 


Gent. Why, it ftood by her: fhe has light by her con- 


tinually, ‘tis her command. 
Dott. You fee her Eyes are open. 
Gent. Ay; but their fenfe are fhut. 
Dott, What is it the do’s now? 
Look how fhe rubs her hands, : 
Gent. It is an accuftom’d a@ion with her; to feem thus 
wafhing: her hands: I have known her Continue in this @ 
quarter of an hour. | | ME 
Lady. Yer here’s a {pot. ; fle nast ae 
Dott. Hark, the fpeaks, I will fet down what comes from 
her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. : 
© ae BURQGN Sige C20) a6?) EN: 
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Lady, Out damned fpot; out I fay One; Two; 
why then ’tis time to do’t~— Hell is murky. Fie, my 
Lord, Fie, a Soldier, and afraid? what need we fear? who 
knows it, when none can call our Power to account——-yet 
whd would have thought the old Man to have had fo much 
Blood in him? | 

Do, Do you mark that 2 

Lady. The Thane of Fife, had a Wife; where is fhe now? 
What wall thefe Hands ne’er be clean? ——~+ No more o’ that, 
my. Lord, no more o’ that : you marr all with ftarting, 

Det. Go to, go to; 

You have known what you fhould not, 

Gent. She has {poke what the fhould not, I am fure of thats 
Heaven knows what fhe has known. | 

Lady. Here's the fmell of Blood ftill: allthe Perfumes of 
Arabia will not {weeten this little Hand, 

Oh! oh! oh! 

Dod, What a figh is there?. The Heart is forely charg’d. 

Gent. I would not have fuch a Heart inmy Bofome, for ~ 
Dignity of the whole Body. 

Doét. Well, well, well 

Gent. Pray God it bey Sir. 

Dott, This Difeafe-is beyond my Practice: yet I have 
known thofe which have walkt in their flecp, who have died 
holily.in their Beds. ; 

Lady. Wath your Hands, put on your Night-Gown, look 
not fo Pale—— I tell you yet again, Banguo’s buried; he 
cannot come out on’s Grave. 

Doél.. Even fo 

Lady. To Bed, to Bed; there’s knocking at the Gate: 
Come, come, come, come, give me your Hand: what's 
done, cannot be undone, . To bed, to bed, to bed. 
| Exit Lady, 








Doé. Will fhe go now to Bed? 
Gent. DireGlly. bi | 
Doét. Foul whifperings are abroad; unnatural deeds 

Do breed unnatural Troubles. Infe&ted Minds 

To their deaf Pillows will difcharge their fecrets; 

More needs fhe. the Divine than.the Phyfician: 

God, God forgive us all, _ Look after her, 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance, re 

n 


4 














ny of Macbeth. 
And ftill keep Eyes upon her; fo good Night. 
My mind fhe has mated, and amaz’d my fight. 
I think, but dare not {peak. 

Gent. Good Night, Good Doétor. 


S’;C’E N E A Fiéld with a Wood at- 


Enter Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 
Power is near, led on by AZalcolm, 


Ment. The Englifh 
His Uncle Seyward, and the good 
Revenges burn in them: For their 
Excite the mortified Man. 

Near Birnam Wood 
Shall we meet them, that way 
Cath. Who knows if Dozal 
Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Seywara's Son, 
And many uoruff Youths, that even now 
Proteft their firft of Manhood. 
Ment. What does the Tyrant ¢ 
Cath, Great Dunfinane he ftrongly fortifies ; 
Some fay he’s mad: Others, that leffer hate him, 
Do call it valiant Fury, but, for certain, —_ 
He cannot buckle his diftemper’d Caufe 
Within the belt of Rule. 
Ang. Now do’s he feel . 
His fecret Murthers fticking 
Now minutely Revolts uprai 
Thofe he commands move on 
Nothing in love: 
oofe about him, 
4 Dwarfith Thief. 
t. Who then fhall blame 
His pefter’d Senfes to recoyl, and ftart, 
When all that is within him do’s condernn 
It felf for being there. 
Cath. Well, march we_on, 
To give Obedien 
Meet we the Med’ct 


-are they coming. _ 
baine be with his Brother? 
E-have a File 
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And with him pour we, in our Country’s purge, 
Each drop of us. 
Lens: Or fo much as it needs, 
To dew the Sovereign Flower, and drown the Weeds. 
Make we our march towards Birnam. [Exennt, 


SCENE Il. The Cafle. 
Enter Macbeth, Dottor, and Attendants, 


Mach. Bring me no more Reports, Jet them fly all: 
“Till Birnam Wood remove to Dunfimane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What’s the Boy,. JZalcolme ? 
Was he not born of Woman? The Spirits that know 
All mortal Confequences, have pronounc’d me thus: 
Fear not, Adacbeth, no Man that’s born of Woman 
Shall e’er have power upon thee. Then fly falfe Thanes, 
And mingle with the Exgli/h Epicures, 
Ihe mind I fway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shalt never fag with doubt, nor fhake, with fear. 

Enter a Servant. Sater i 

The Devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d Lown : 
Where gor’ft thou that Goofe-Look? 

Ser. There are ten thoufand——— 

Mach. Geefe, Villain 2 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 4 

Mach. Go, prick thy Face, and over-red thy fear; 
Thou Lilly-liver’d Boy. What Soldiers, Patch 2 
Death of thy Soul, thofe Linnen Cheeks of thine 
Are Counfellours to fear. What Soldiers; Whay-face 2 

Ser. The Englifh Force, fo pleafe you. | 

Mach. Take thy Face hence---=Seyton ! ---=1’m fick at heart, 
When I behold-— Seyton, I fay! this pufh 
Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 
I have liv’d long enough :. My way of Life 
Is fali’n into the Sear, the yellow Leaf, : 
And that which fhould accompany old Age, 
As Honour, Love, Obedience, Troops of Friends, 
I muft not look to have: But-in their. ftead, | 
Curfes, not loud but deep, ,Mouth-honour breath, 
Which the poor Heart would fain deny, and dare nor, 





Exter 












CHa 
Pi tie sh ih 


2358 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Enter Seyton. 
Sey. What's your Gracious pleafure ¢ 
Mach, What News more ¢_ : 
Sey. All is confirm’d, my Lord, which was reported. 
Mach. Vii fight, *cill from my Bones my Flefh is hacke. 
Give me my Armour. 
Sey. "Tis not needed yeti | 
Mach, Vi putit on: | 
Send out more Horfes, skir.the Country round, 
Hang thofe that ftand in fear, Give me mine Armour, 
Now do’s your Patient, DoGtor? 
Doét, Not fo fick, my Lord, 
As the is troubled with thick-coming Fancies; 
That keep her from her reft. 
— Mach, Cure her from that: c 
Canft thou not minifter to. a Mind difeas’ds 
Pluck from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, | 
Raife out the written troubles of the Brain, 
And with fome {weet oblivious Antidote, _ 
Cleanfe the ftuft Bofome of that perillous ftu ff; 
Which weighs upon the Hearté 
Do. Therein. the Patient 
Mutt mioifter unto himfelf. apa 
Mach. Throw Phyfickto:the Dogs; Pil noneof its, \’ 
Come, put my Armouron,. give-me my Staff. 
Seyton, Send out- Doétor, the Thanes fly. from. me—— 
Come, Sir, difpatch—— If thou could’, Dotors..catt 
The water of my Land, find her Difeale, AF 
And purgeit to a found and priftine Health, 
I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 
That fhould applaud again, Pull’t.off, I fay-—— 
What Rubarb, Senna, or what Purgative Drug,» 










































“Would {cour thefe Englifh hence: Hear’ft thou of them 2 


Dof. Ay, my good Lord; Your Royalpreparation 
Makes us hear fomething. 3 
» Mach. Bring it after me; 
I will not be afraid of Death and Bane, 
‘Till Biraam Forelt come to Danfinane. | 
Do&t. Were l from Dunjfinane away, and cleats’ 4 
Profit again thould hardly draw me heres © [Exennt. 
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oC Es: No Rcd Vo und wed 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, Seyward’s Son, Menteth, 
Cathnefs, Angus, and. Soldiers marching. 


Mal, Coufin, I hope the days are’nea? at Hand, 
That Chambers will be fafé. 

Ment, We doubt it nothing. 

Seyw.. What Wood is this before us2 - 

Ment. The Wood of Birnam. 

Mal, Let every Soldier hew him down a Bough, 
And bear’t before him, thereby fhall we fhadow 
The numbers of ‘our Hoft, and make difcov’ry 
Err in report of ts. 3 ; 

Sold, It thall be done, 

Seyw. We learn no other, but the confident Tyrant; 
Keeps ftill in Dunjinane, and will endure 
Our fetting down before’r. 

Mal. *Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given, 

Both more and defs have given him the Revolt; 
And none ferve with him, but conftrained things, 
Whofe Hearts are abfent too. 

Macd. Set our beft Cenfures 
Before the true event, and put we on 
Induftrious Soldierfhip. 

Seyw. The time approaches, 

That will with due decifion make -us know 

What we fhall fay we have, and what’ we owe = 
Thoughts fpeculative, their unfare Hopes relate, 
But certain iffue, ftrokes muft arbitrate, 
Towards-which, advatice the War. 


“SCE N’E V. The Caflle. 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with Drums and-Colonrs, 


Mach. Hang out.our Banners on.the outward Walls, 
The Cry is ftill, they, comes, Our Caftle’s ftrength 
Will laugh a Siege.to fcorn, .. Here let them lye, 


[ Exeunt marching 
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2360 The Tragedy of Macbeth. 
Were they not fore’d with thofe that fhould be ourss 


We might have met them dareful, Beard to Beard, 
And beat them backward home. W hat is that noife ? 


[ A cry within of Womens 


Sey. It-is the cry of Women, my good Lord. 
Mach. 1 have almolt forgot the tafte of Fears = 
The time has been, my Senfes would have cool’d 
To hear a Night-fhriek, and my Fell of Hair 
Would at adifmal, Treatife rouze, and ftir 
As Life were int. I have fupt full with horrors; 
Direnefs familiar to my flaughterous Thoughts | 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that cry $ 
Sey. The Queen (my Lord ) is dead. 
Mach. She fhould have dy’d hereafter; 
There would have been a time for fuch a word, 
To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft Syllable of Recorded time: 
And all our yefterdays have lighted Fools 
The way to ftudy death. Out, out, brief Candle, 
Life’s but a walking Shadow, a poor Player, 
That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no-more. It isa Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. 
ee : Enter a Meffenger. - 
Thou com’ft to ufe thy Tongue: thy ftory quickly? 
Mef: My Gracious Lord, 
I fhould report that which I fay I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 
Mach. Well, fay, Sire 
Mf; As I did itand my Watch upon the Hill; 
1 look’d toward Birnam, and anon methought 
The Wood began to moves | 
Mach. Liar, and Slave.’ [ Striking hime 
 Mef; Let me endure your wrath, iffe be not fo: 
Within this three mile you may fee it coming. 
I fav, a moving Grove. 
Mach. Tf thou fpeak’ft falfe, 
Upon the next Tree fhalt thou hang alive 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy Speeelt be footy 
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I care not if thou do’ft for me as much.* 

I pull in Refolution, and begin 

To doubt the Equivocation of the Fiend, 

That lies like truth. Fear not, ’cill Birzam Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane, and now a Wood 

Comes toward Daufizane. Arm, arm, ‘and out; 
If this which he avouches do’s appear, - 

There is no flying hence, nor tarrying here ; 

I ‘gin to be a weary of the Sun, | 
And with th’ eftate o’ th’ World were now undone. 
Ring the alarum Bell, blow Wind, come wrack, 
At leaft we'll die with Harnefs on our back. | Exeunt. 


SCENE VI.” Before Macbeth’s Caftle. 


Enter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduff, and their Army, 
with Boughs. 


Mal. Now nearenough: your Leavy Screens throw down, 
And thew like thofe you are: You (worthy Uncle) 
Shall with my Coufin, your right Noble Son, 
Lead our firft Battel. Worthy AZacduff, and we 
Shall take upon’s what elfe remains to do 
According to our order. 
Seyw. Fare you well: 
Do we but find the Tyrant’s power to Night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 
Macd. Make all our Trumpets fpeak, give them all breath, 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers of Blood and Death. { Exennt. 
- | Alarums continued, 
Eater Macbeth. 
Mach. They have ty’d meto a ftake, I cannot fly, 
But Bear-like I muft fight the courfe. What's he 
That was not bornof Woman? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. | 
Enter Young Seyward. 
Yo. Seyw. What is thy Name ? 
Mach. Thoul’t be afraid to hear it. 
Yo. Seyw. No: though thou call’ft thy felf a hotter Name 
Than any is in Hell. | 
Mach, My Name’s Macbeth.’ 
Vou. V.~. U Te. 
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2362 The Tragedy of Macbeth: 
Yo. Seyw. The Devil himfelf could not pronounce a Title 
More hateful to mine Ear. 
Mach. No, nor more fearful. 
Y. Seyw. Thou lieft, thou abhorred Tyrant, with my 
Sword I'll prove the lie thou fpeak’ft. 
[ Fight, and Young Seyward’s flain. 
Mach. Thou waft born of Woman; : 
But Swords I {mile at, Weapons laugh to fcorn, 
Brandifh’d by Man that’s of a Woman born. . [ Exit 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. | 
Macd. That way the noife is: Tyrant, thew thy Faces 
If thou be’ft flain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill: 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kerzes, whofe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their Staves; either thou, Adacbeth, 
Or elfe my Sword with an unbatter’d edge 
I fheath again undeeded. Therethou fhould’{t be 
By this great clatter, one of greateft note 
Scems bruited. Let me find him, Fortune, 
And more I beg not. | Exit. Alarums. 
Enter Malcolme and Seyward. 
Seyw. This way, my Lord, the Caftle’s gently rendered : 
The Tyrant’s People, on both fides do fight, 
The noble Thanes do bravely in the War, 
The day almoft it felf profefles yours, : 
And little is to do. 
Mal. We have met with Foes 
That ftrike befide us, | | 
_ Seyw. Enter, Sit, the Coftle.  [Exeant. Alarum 
Enter Macbeth. : 
Mach, Why fhould 1 play the Roman Fool, and die 
On mine own Sword? whilft I fee lives, the gathes 
Do better upon them. | 
Enter Macduff. 
Maca. Turn Hell-hound, turn. 
Mach. OF all Men elfe I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my Soul is too much charg'd 
With Blood of thine already. 
Macd. 1 have no words, 
My Voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villain 
Than terms can give thee onte =| Figo Ml ar uns 


/ Maco. 
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Mach, Thou lofeft labour, 
AAs eafie may’ft thou the intrenchant Air 
With thy keen Sword imprefs, as makeme bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Cretts, 
a I bear a charmed Life, which muft not yield 
Wat To one of Woman born. 
| Macd. Defpair thy Charm, 
By 3:3(' And let the Angel whom thou ftill haft ferv’d 
Eri Lell thee, A¢acduff was from his Mother’s Womb 
Untimely rip’d. 
1 thy ace 4facb, Accurfed be that tongue that tells me (0; 
, For it hath Cow’d my better part of Man: 
efi: | And be thefe Jugling Fiends no more believ’d; 
5 That palter with us in 4 double fenfe, 
litt = That keep the word of promife to our Ear, 
| And break it toour Hope. [’ll not fight with thee, 
Abe _ dacd. Then yield thee, Coward, 
And live to be the thew, and gaze o’th’ time, 
: We'll have thee, as our Rarer-Monfters are 
+, Alarms: Painted upon a Pole, and under-writ, 
| Here may you fee the Tyrant. 
ely reer _ Mach. 1 will not yield 
To kifs the ground before young AZalcolm’s Feet; 
And to be baited with the Rabbles Curfe, ~ 
Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunjfinane, 
And thou oppos'd, being of no Woman born, 
Yet I will try the lait. Before my Body, 
I throw my Warlike Shield : Lay on Macduff, 
Alt And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold, enough, 
i [E xeunt fighting. Alaryms, 
vl anit | | Enter fighting, and Macbeth is flain, 
‘00 ' | Retreat and Flourifh, Enter with Drum and Coloms, 
ee Malcolme, Seyward, Roffe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 
Mal. I would the Friends we mifs; were {afe arriv’d, 
Seyw. Some muft go off: and yet by thefe I fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought, 
thee Mal. Macduff is miffing, aod your noble Son, 
pag ‘ Roffé. Your Son, my Lord, has paid a Soldier’s Debt, 
| He only liv’d but ’till he was a Man, | 
| The which no fooner had his Prowefs confirm’d, 
yi if In the unfhrinking ftation where he fought, 
[Fig ‘ = Ee But 
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But like a Man he dy’d. 
Seyw. Then he is dead? 
Roffe. Ay, and brought off the Field: your caufe of forrow 
Mutt not be meafur’d by his worth, for then 
Ir hath no end. 
Seyw. Had he his hurts before? 
Roffe. Ay, on the Front. 
Seyw. Why then, God's Soldier be he : 
Had I as many Sons as I have Hairs, 
1 would not wifh them to a fairer death: 
And fo his Knell is knoll’d. 
Mal. He’s worth more forrow, 
And that I'll fpend for him. 
Seyw. He’s worth no more, 
They fay he parted well, and paid his fcore, 
And fo God be with him. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduff sith Macbeth’s Head. 
Maced. Hail, King! for fothou art. Behold, where ftands 
Th’ Ufurper’s Curfed Head; the timeis free : 
1 fee thee compaft with thy Kingdom’s Peers, 
That fpeak my falutation in their Minds: 
Whofe Voices I defire aloud with mine. 
Hail King of Scotland. 
All, Hail, King of Scotland. [ Flouri fb. 
Mal. We fhall not {pend alarge expence of time, 
Before we reckon with your feveral loves, 
And make useven with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland 
In fuch an Honournam’d : What's more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad, 
That fled the Snares of watchful Tyranny, 
Producing forth the cruel Minifters 
Of this dead Butcher, and his Fiend-like Queen; 
Who (as ’tis thought ) by felf and violent hands, 
Took off her Life; This, and what needful elfe 
That calls upon us, by the Grace of Grace, 
We will perform in Meafure, Time and Place: 
So Thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite, to fee us Crown’d at Scone. 


[ Flonrifh. Exeunt omnes 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


Laudius, King of Denmark. 

| Fortinbras, ‘Prince of Norway. 

Hamlet, Son to the former, and Nephew to the 
prefent King. 


Polonius, Lord Chamberlain. 


Horatio, Friend to Hamlet, ‘ 
Laertes, Soz to Polonius. 2 
V oltimand, 
Cornelius, 

ir eae Courtiers. 
Rofeneraus, EACEEN 
Guildenftern, J 


Ofrick, a Fop. 
Marcellus, az Officer. 


Bernardo 
Py two. Soldiers. 
Francifco, 


Reynoldo, Servant to Polonius, 


Ghoft of Hamlet’s Father. 


Gertrude, Queen of Denmark, and Mother to Hamlet. 
Ophelia, Daughter to Polonius, de/ov'd by Hamlet. 
Ladies attending on the Queen. | 


Players, Grave-makers, Sailors, Meffengers, ang , 
other Attendants. 
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SCENE An open Place before the Palace, 
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Enter Bernardo and F rancifco, two Centinels. 


BERNARDO. 
waa tlo’s there 2 i 
fal Fran. Nay, anfwer me: Stand and unfold 
your felf, . 
Ber. Long live the King. 
Fran. Bernardo? 
: = . Ber. He. 
Fran. You come moft carefully upon your hour. 
Ber. "Tis now ftruck Twelve, get thee to Bed, Francifco. 
fran. For this relief, much thanks ’tis bitter cold, - 
And I am fick at Heart. | 
Ber. Haye you had quiet Guard 2 
fran, Not a Moufe ftirring. 


Ber. Well, good Night. If you do meet Horatio and 
Marcellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make hafte. 
Enter Horatio azd Marcellus. | 
fran, I think I hear them. Stand; who's thera? 
ffor, Friends to this Ground. 5) Ta 
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Mar, And Liege-men to the Dane, 

Fran, Give you good Night. | 

Mar. O, farewel, honeft Soldier, who hath‘reliev’d you? 

Fran, Bernardo has my place: give you good Night. : 
| Exit Francifco. 


einfe of Denmark. 


Mar. Holla, Bernardo. 
Ber. Say, what is Horatio there? 


Flor. A piece of him. "" 


Ber. Welcome, Horatio, welcome, good Marcellus. 

Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to Night? 

Ber. I have feen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio fays, *tis but our Phantafie, 

And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feen of us, 
Therefore I have intreated him along, 

With us, to watch the minutes of this Night, 
That if again this Apparition come, 

He may approve our Eyes, and {peak to it. 

Hor. Tuth, tuth, *ewill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down a while, 
And let us once again affail your Ears, 3 
That are fo fortified againft our ftory, 

What we two Nights have feen. 

Hor. Well, fit we down, 

And let us hear Bernardo {peak of this. 

Ber, Laft Night of all, | 
When yon fame Star, that’s Weftward fromthe Pole, 
Had made his courfe t’illume that part of Heav’n 
Where now it burns, AZarcellus and my felf, — 
The Bell then beating one 2 

Mar. Peace, break thee off ; 

Enter the Ghoft. 
Look where it comes again. 

Ber. In the fame figure like the King that's dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, {peak to it, Horatio. 

Ber. Looks it not like rhe King? Markit, Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like: It harrows me with fear and wonder. 

Ber, It would be fpoke to. he 

Mar, Queftion it; Horatio. . ae es 

Hor. What art thou that ufurp’ft this timé of Night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form, i 
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In which, the Majefty of buried Denmark 
Did fometimes march? by Heav’n, I charge thee, {peak. 











eV you ah Mar. It is offended. 
Night, | Ber. See! it {talks away. 
Franciey, fior. Stay; {peak; fpeak: I charge thee, fpeak, 
| | Exit Ghoft. 





Mar. ’Tis gone, and will not anfwer. 
= Ber, How now, Horatio? you tremble and look pale: 
cel, Is not this fomething more than Phantafie 2 
ight’ What think you on’t2 
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own Eyes. | 
Mar. Is it not like the King? 
for. As thou art to thy felf, 
Such was the very Armour he had on, 
When he th’ ambitious Norway combated : 
| ; So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle, 
He {mote the fledded Pole-axe on the Ice, 
’Fis ftrange -—___. . 
; Mar. Thus twice before, and juft at this fame Hour, 
With Martial ftalk, hath he gone by our. Watch. 
ffor. In what particular thought to work, I know not: 
But in the grofs and fcope of my opinion, atthe | 
This boads fome ftrange eruption to our State, 
Mar. Good now fit down, and tell me, he that knows, 
Why this fame {tri@ and moft obfervant Watch, 
So nightly toils the fubje@ of the Land: 
And why fuch daily caft of Brazen Cannon 
And foreign Mart for Implements of War: 
Why fuch Imprefs of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task 
Does not divide the Sunday from:the Week. 
What might betoward, that this fweaty hafte 
Doth make the Night joint-labourer with the day ; 
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ids | Who is’t that can inform’ me 2 

i Hor. That ¢an I,‘ 

il : At leaft the Whifper goes fo, Our. laft) King, 
| onde Whofe Image even but now appear’d.to us, 
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Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
; ( Thereto prick’d on by amoft emulate pride) 
Nigh Dar'dto the combat.. In which, our valiant Hamlet, 
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(For fo this fide of our known World efteem’d him) 

Did flay this Fortinbras : who by a feal’d Compa, 

Well ratified by Law, and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his Life, all thofe his Lands 

Which he ftood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror : 

Againft the which, a Moiety competent 

Was gaged by our King; which had return’d 

To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been Vanquifher, as by the fame Cov’nant 

And carriage of the Article defign’d, 

His fell to Hamlet. Now Sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved Mettle hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there, 

Shark’d up a Lift of Landlefs Refolutes, 

For Food and Dyet; to fome enterprize 

That hath a Stomach in’t: which is no other, 

And it doth well appear unto our State, | 

But to recover of us by {trong Hand 

And terms compulfative, thofe forefaid Lands 

So by his Father loft: and this, I take ir, 

Js the main motive of our Preparations, 

The fource of this our Watch, and the chief head 

Of this Poft-hafte, and Romage inthe Land. __ 
Ber. I think it be no other, but even fo: 

Well may it fort that this portentous Figure 

Comes armed through our Watch fo like the King, 

That was, and is the Queftion of thefe Wars. / 
Hor. A Mote it is to trouble the Mind’s Eye, 

Yn the moft high and flourifhing State of Rome, — 

A little e’er the mightielt Fwlins fell, 

The Graves ftood Tenantlefs, and the fheeted Dead 

Did fqueak and gibber in the Roman Streets, 

Stars fhon with Trains of Fire, Dews of Blood fell, 

Difafters veil’d the Sun, and the moift Star, . 

Upon whofe Influence Neptune's Empire ftands, 

Was fick almoft to Doom’s-day with Eclipfe;__ 

And even the like Precurfe of fierce Events, 

As Harbingers preceding {till the Fates, 

And Prologue to the Omen coming on, | 

Have Heav’n and Earth together demonfirated 

Unto our Climatures and Country-men. 
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Enter Ghoft again. 
But foft, behold! Lo, where it comes again! 
Pll crofs it, though it blaft me, Stay, Ilufion! 
| Spreading his Arms, 
If thou haft any found, or ufe of Voice, | 
Speak to me, If there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to’me ; {peak to me. 
If thou art privy to thy Country’s Fate, 
Which happily fore-knowing may avoid, Oh {peak ! ——_ 
Or, if thou haft uphoorded in thy Life 
Extorted Treafure in the womb of Earth, [Cock Crows, 
For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walk in Death, 
Speak of it. Stay, and fpeak——Stop it, Marcellus —— 

Mar. Shall I ftrike at it with my Partizan? 

Flor. Do, if it will not ftand. 

Ber. > Tis here. 

Hor, Tis here. 

Mar. ’Tis gone, [Exit Ghoft. 
We do it wrong, being fo Majeftical, 

To offer it the thew of Violence; 
For it is as the Air, invulnerable, 
And our vain blows, malicious mockery; 

Ber. It wasabout to fpeak, when the. Cock crew. 

Hor. And then it ftarted like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard, 

The Cock thatis the Trumpet to the day, 
Doth with his lofty and fhrill-founding throat 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning, 
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth, or Air, 
Th’ extravagant and erring Spirit hyes 

To his Confine. And of the truth herein, 
This prefent Obje& made probation. 

Mar, It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 
Some fay, that ever *gainft that feafon comes — 
Wherein our Saviour’s Birth is celebrated, 

The Bird of Dawning fingeth all Night long : 
And then, they fay, no Spirit dares walk abroad, 
The Nights are wholfome, then no Planets ftrike, 
No Pairy takes, no Witch hath power to charm; 
So hallow’d, and fo graciousis the time, 
Hor, So have I heard, and go in part believe it’ — 
+e | U 
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But look, the Morn in Ruffet-Mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the Dew of yon high Eaftern Hill, 
Break we our Watch up, and by my advice | 
Let us impart what we have feen to Night - 
Unto young Hamlet. For upon my life, 
This Spirit, dumb to us, will {peak to him: 
Do you confent we thall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our Loves, fitting our duty ¢ 
Mar. Let’s do’t, Ipray, and I chis Morning know 
Where we fhall find him moft conveniently. ( Exeunt, 


S-OV/E'N E£ .. Tl. 7 Ibe Palace. 


Enter the King, Queen, Ophelia, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, 
Voltimand, Cornélius, Lords and Attendants. 


King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear Brother’s Death, 
The Memory be green; and that it us befitted x: 
To bear our Hearts in grief, and our whole Kingdom 
To be contra@ed in one brow of woe; — | 
Yet fo far hath Difcretion fought with Nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow think on him, 
Together with remembrance of our felves. 
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’ Imperial Jointrefs of this warlike State, 
Have we, as’twere, with a defeated joy, 

With one Aufpicious, and one dropping Eye, 
With Mirth in Funeral, and with Dirge in Marriage, 
In equal Scale weighing Delight and Dole, 
“Taken to Wife. ‘Nor have we herein barr’d 
Your better wifdoms, which have freely gone 
With this Affair along, for all our thanks. 

Now follows, that you know young Fortixbras, 
Holding a weak fuppofal of our worth ; 

Or thinking by our late dear Brother’s death, 
Our State to be disjoint, and out of frame, 
Colleagued with this Dream of his Advantage; 
He hath not fail’d to pefter us with Meflage, 
‘Importing the furrender of thofe Lands 

Loft by his Father, with all Bonds of Law 

To our moft valiant Brother... So much for him. 
Now for our felf, and for this time of meeting; 
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Thus much the Bufinefs is. We have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbras, 
Who impotent and bedrid, fcarcely hears 
Of this his Nephew’s Purpofe, to fupprefs 
His further Gate herein. In that the Levies, 
The Lifts, and full Proportions are all made 
Out of his Subje@s; and we here difpatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you Voltimand, 
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 
Giving to you no further perfonal Power 
Of Treaty with the King, more than the {cope 
OF thefe dilated Articles allow. 
Farewel, and let your hafte commend your Duty. 
Vol. In that, and all things, will we thew ou; Duty: 
King. We doubt in nothing, heartily farewel, 
[ Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius, 
And now Laertes, what’s the News with you? | 
You told us of fome Suit. What is’t, Laertes? | : 
You cannot {peak of Reafon to the Dane, 
And lofe your Voice. What wouldft thou be 
That hall not be my Offer, not thy Asking? 
‘The Head is not more native to the Heart, 
The Hand more Inftrumental to the Mouth, ; 
Than is the Throne of Denmark to thy Father, 
What wouldft thou have, Laertes? 
Laer. Dread my Lord, 
Your leave and favour to return to France: 
From whence, though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To thew my Duty in your Coronation, 
Yet now I muft confefs, that Dury: done, 
My Thoughts and Withes bend again towards France, 
And bow them to your gracious Leave and Pardon, 
King. Have you your Father’s leave? what fays Polonins? 
Pol. He hath, my Lord, by labourfome Petition, 
Wrung from me my flow Leave; and at laft 
Upon his Will I feal’d my hard Confent; 
I do befeech you give him leave to go. 
King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, time be thine, 
And thy beft graces} {pend it at thy Will. 
But now, my Coufin Hamlet, and my Son——___. 
Ham. A little more than kin, and lefs than kind. 
King. How is it that the Clouds ftill hang on you? 


&, Laertes, 
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Ham, Not fo, my Lord, I am too much ith’ Sun. 
Queen, Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off, 
And let thine Eye look like a Friend on Denmark. 
Do not, for ever, with thy veiled Lids, 
Seek for thy noble Father in the duft; _ 
Thou know’ft ’tis common, all that live muft die; 
Paffing through Nature to Eternity. 
‘ Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. 
Queen. If it be; : 
Why feems it fo particular with thee? 


Ham. Seems, Madam? Nay, it is; I know not Seems: 


°Tis not alone my Inky Cleak, good Mother, 
Nor cuftomary Suits of folemn Black, 

Nor windy Sufpiration of fore’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye; 

Nor the dejected haviour of the Vifages 

Together with all Forms, Moods, fhews of Grief; 
That can denote me truly; Thefe indeed Seem, 
For they are AGions that a Man might play; 

But I have that within, which paffeth fhow: 
Thefe, but the Trappings, and the Suits of woe? 


King. ’Tis{weet and commendable in your Nature, Hamlei 


To give thefe mourning Duties to your Father: 
But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, 
That Father loft, loft his, and the Surviver bound 
In filial Obligation, for fome term | 
To do obfequious Sorrow. But to perfevere 

In obftinate Condolement, is a courfe 

Of impious Stubbornnefs. *Tis unmanly Grief; 
It fhews a Will moft incorre& to Heav’n, 

A Heart unfortified, a Mind impatient, 

An Underftanding fimple, and unfchool’d: 

For what we know muft be, and is as commion; 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe; 

Why fthould we, io our peevith Oppofition, 
Take it to Heart? Fie! ’Tis a fault to Heav’n, 
A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theam 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cry’d, 
From the firft Coarfe, *till he that died to Day, 
This muft be fo... We pray you throw to Earth 
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This unprevailing woe, and think of us, 
As of a Father: For let the World take note, 
You are the moft immediate to our Throne, 
And with no lefs Nobility of Love, 
Than that which deareft Father bears his Son, 
Do I impart towards you. For your intent 
In going back to School to Wittenberg, 
It is moft retrograde to our Defire: 
And we befeech you, bend you to remain 
Here in the cheer and comfort of our Eye, 
Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin, and our Son. 
Queen, Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers, Hamlet; 
I prithee ftay with us, go not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I thall in all my beft obey you, Madam. 
_ King. Why ’tis a loving, and a fair Reply, 
Be as our felf in Denmark. Madam, come, 
This gentle and unfore’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits {miling to my Heart, in grace whereof, 
No jocund Health that Denmark drinks to Day; 
But the great Cannon to the Clouds fhall tell, 
And the Kings Rowfe, the Heav’n fhall bruit again, 
Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. | Exennt. 
Manet Hamlet. 
Ham, O that this too too folid Flefh would melt, 
Thaw, and refolve it felf into a Dew: 
Or that the Everlafting had not fixt 


_ His Cannon ’gainft felf flaughter. O God! O God 


How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seems to me all the ufes of this World. 

Fie on’t! O fie! *tis an unweeded Garden 

That grows to Seed; things rank, and grofsin Nature 
Poffefs it meerly. That it fhould come to this; 

But two Months dead; nay, not fo much; not two,——~ 
So excellent a King, that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a Satyr: So loving to my Mother, 

‘That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n | 

Vifit her Face too roughly. Heav’n and Earthi , 
Mutt I remember?----why fhe would hang on him, 

As if increafe of Appetite had grown 

By what it fed on; and yet within a Month?—— 

Let me not think on’t----Frailty; thy Name is Woman: 
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A little Month ! ——or e’er thofe Shooes were old, 
With which the follow’d my poor Father’s Body, 
Like Niobe, all tears———Why fhe, even fhe, 
© Heav’n! A Beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon 

Would have mourn’d longer married with mine Uncle, 

My Father’s Brother; but no more like my Father, 

Than I to Hercules. Within a Month !——— 

E’er yet the fale of moft unrighteous Tears 

Had left the flufhing of her gauled Eyes, 

She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft 

With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Sheets: 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But break, my Heart, for I muft hold my Tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 

Hor. Hail to your Lordfhip. 

Ham, 1 am glad to fee you well, 

Horatio, or I do forget my felf.. 

Hor. The fame, my Lord, and your poor Servant ever. 

Ham, Sit, my good Friend, Pll change that Name with 

ou: 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Marcellus! 
Mar. My good Lord | 
Ham, (am very glad to fee you; good even, Sir. 

But what, in faith, make you from Wttenberg ? 

Hor. A truant Difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not have your Enemy fay fo; 

Nor fhall you do mine Ear that Violence, 

To make it trufter of your own report 

Againft your felf. I know you are no Truant; 

But what is your Affair in Elfnoor ? 

Weill teach you to drink deep e’er you depart. 

Hor, My Lord, I came to fee your Father’s Funeral. 

Ham. J prithee do not mock me, Fellow Student; 

I think it was to fee my Mother’s Wedding. | 
Hor. Indeed,'my Lord, it follow’d ted upon. 

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio: The Funeral bak’d Meats 
| Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables ; 
Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heay’n, 
E’er I had ever feen that Day, Horatio. 
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My Father,----methinks I fee my Father. | 
Hor. O where, my Lord? 
Ham. In my Mind’s Eye, Horatio. 
Hor, I faw him once, he was a goodly King. 
Ham, He was a Man, take him for all in all, 
I fhould not look upon his like again- 
flor, My Lord; I think T faw him yefternight, 
~Ham. Saw! Who?————_—— . 
For. My Lord, the King your Father. 
Ham, The King my Father! 
_ Hor. Seafon your Admiration for a while 
With an attent Ear; ’till { may deliver 
Upon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen, ‘, 
‘This marvel to you. 
Ham. For Heav’n’s love, let me hear. 
Hor. Two Nights together had thefe Gentlemen; 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their Watch, 
In the dead wafte and middle of the Night, 
Been thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 
Armd at all points exa&ly, Cap a Pe, 
Appears before them, and with folemn March 
Goes flow and ftately : By them thrice he walk’d, 
By their oppreft and fear-furprized Eyes, 
Within his Truncheon’s length; whilftthey, be-ftill’d 
Almoft to Jelly with the A& of fear, 
Stand dumb and fpeak not tohim. This to me 
In dreadful fecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 
Where, as they had deliver’d both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The Apparition comes. I knew your Father: 
Thefe Hands are not more like. 
Ham. But where was this? 
Mar. My Lord, upon the Platform where we watchr. 
Ham, Did you not fpeak to it¢ | 
Hor. My Lord, I did; 
But anfwer made it none; yet once methought 
It lifted up its Head, and did addrefs 
It felf to Motion, like as it would {peak : 
But even then, the Morning Cock crew loud; 
And at the found it fhrunk in hafte away, 
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And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

Hor. As I dolive, my honourable Lord, ’tis true; 
And we did think it writ down in our Duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed, Sits, but this troubles me. 
jold you the Watch to Night 2 

Both. We do, my Lord, 

Ham. Arm’d, fay you? 

Both. Aym’d, my Lord. | 

Ham. From top to toe ¢ 

Both. My Lord, from head to foot. %. 

. Ham. Then faw you not his Face? 7 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up. 

Hum. What, look’d he frowningly 2 

Hor, A Countenance morein Sorrow than in Anger. 

Ham, Pale, or red? 

Hor. Nays very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his Eyes upon you? 

Flor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. Y would I had been there. ; 

Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like, very like; ftaid it long 2 

Hor, While one with moderate hafte might tella hundred. E 

All. Longer, longer. 

Hor. Not when J faw’t. 

Ham.. His Beard was grifly 2 

Hor. It was, I have feen it in his Life, 
A Sable filver’d. 

Ham, Vil watch to Night; perchance ’cwill walk again. 

Hor. | warrant you it will, 

Ham. Wf it aflume my noble Father’s Perfor, 
Til fpeak to it, tho’ Hell it felf fhould gape | 
And bid me hold my Peace. I pray you all, ¢ 
If you have hitherto conceal’d this Sight ; | ¥ 
Let it be treble in your filence ftill: eas ; 
And whatfoever elfe thall hap to Night, 7 
Give it an Underftanding, but no Tongue; t 
I will requite your Loves: fo, fare ye well: 44 
Upon the Platform ’twixt eleven and twelve; 
Lil vifit you. | 3 

All, Our duty to your Honour. [Exesat. Ham. 
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Ham. Your love, as mine to you: Farewel. 
My Father’s Spirit in Arms! All is not well; 
| I doubt fome foul play; wouldthe Night were come? 
"Till then fie fill, my Soul; foul Deeds will rife, ag 
Tho’ all the Earth o’erwhelm them to MensEyes, = [ Exit. 
Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 
Laer. My Neceflaries are imbark’d, farewel ; 
And Sifter, as the Winds give benefit, 
And Convoy is affiftant ; do not fleep; 
But let me hear from you. 
: Oph. Do you doubt that ¢ 
Bs. Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
| Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Blood, 
A Violet in the youth of primy Nature, 
Forward, not permanent, tho’ {weet, not lafting 
The fuppliance of a minute ; no more. 
Oph. No more but fo 2 
Laer, Think it no more: 
For Nature crefcent does not grow alone; 
In Thews and Bulk; but as his Temple waxes, 
The inward fervice of the Mind and Soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no foil nor cautel doth befmerch 
bund | . The virtue of his Fear: But you muft fear 
His greatnefs weigh’d, his will is not his own ¢ 
For he himfelf is fubje€&t to his Birth; 
He may not, as unvalued Perfons do, . 
Carve for himfelf ; for, on kis choice depends 
The fan@tity and health of the whole State. 
And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that Body, 
Whereof he is the Head. Thenif he fays he loves you, 
It fits your Wifdom fo far to believe it, 


seul 


“? As he in his peculiar Se& and force 

f | May give his faying deed; which is no further, 
aa Than the main Voice of Dexmark goes withal. 
; Then weigh that lofs your Honour may fuftain, 


If with too credent Ear you lift his Songs, 
~_ Or lofe your Heart ; or your chafte Treafure open 

To his unmaftered importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear Sifter, 
, X 3 And 
Ham 
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And keep within the rear of your Affe@ions ~ 
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire. 
The charieft Maid is prodigal enough, 
If fhe unmask her Beauty to the Moon: 
Virtue it felf {capes not calumnious ftrokes, 
The Canker galls the infant of the Spring, 
Too oft before the Buttons be difclos’d, 
And in the morn and liquid dew of Youth, 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 
Be wary then, beft fafety lies in fear ; 
Youth to it felf rebels, though none elfe near. 

Oph. I fthall th’ effect of this good Leflon keep, 
As Watchmen to my Heart: But good my Brother, 
Do not as fome ungracious Paftots do, 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to Heav’n; 
Whilft like a puft and recklefs Libertine, | 
Himfelf, the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
And reaks not his own read. 

Laer. Oh, fear me not. 

Enter Polonius. 

I ftay too Jong; but here my Father comes : 
A double Bleffing is a double, Grace ; 
Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Pol. Yet here, Laertes! abgard, aboard for fhame, : 
The Wind fits in the fhoulder of your Sail, 
And you are ftaid for theres My Blefling with you; 
Andethefe few Precepts in thy Memory, 
See thou CharaGter. Give thy Thoughts no Tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d Thought his Act : . 
Be thou familiar; but by no means vulgar; 
The Friends thou haft, and their adoption try’d, 
Grapple them to thy. Soul, with hoops of Steel: 
But do not dull thy Palm, with Entertainment 
OF each unhatch’d, unfledg’d Comrade. Beware 
OF entrance to a Quarrel: But being in 
Bear’t that th’ oppofed may beware of thee. _ 
Give every Man thine Ear ; but few thy Voice. 
Take each Man's cenfure; but referve thy Judgment. 
Coftly thy Habit as thy Purfe can buy; 
But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy : 
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And they im France of the beft Rank and Station, 
Are moft fele& and generous, chief in that, 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be; 
For Loan oft lofes both it felf and Friend : 
A borrowing dulls the edge of Husbandry. 
This above all; to thine own felf be true : 
And it mutt follow, as the Night the Day, 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any Man. 
Farewel; my blefling feafon this in thee. 
Laer. Molt humbly daI take my leave, my Lord. 
Pol. The time invites you, go, your Servants tend. 
Laer. Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have faid to you. 
Oph. >Tis in my Memory lockt, 
And you your felf fhall keep the Key of it. 
Laer. Farewel. [ Exit Laer. 
Pol, What is’t, Ophelia, he faid to you ? 
Oph. So pleafe you, fomething touching the Lord Hamlet. 
Pol. Marry, well bethought ; 
*Tis told me he hath very oft. of late 
Given private time to you; and you your felf ° 
Have of your Audience been molt free and bounteous._ 
If it be fo, as fo it is put on me, 
And that in way of caution, I muft tell you, 
You do not underftand your felf fo clearly, 
As it behooves my Daughter, and your Honour, 
What is between you, give me up the Truth? 
Oph. Hehath, my Lord, of Jate, made many tenders —» 7 
Of his Affection to me. + i eS 
Pol. Affection! puh! you: fpeak like a green Gurl, 
Unfifted in fuch perilous Circumitance. | 
Do you believe his Tenders, as you call them ¢ 
Oph. 1 do not kaow, my Lord, what I fhould think. 
Pol, Marry Vil teach you; think your felf a Baby, 
That you have ta’en his Tenders for true pay. 
Which are not fterling. ‘Tender your felf more dearly ; 
Or not to crack the wind of the poor Phrafe, 
Roaming it thus, you'll tender me a Fool, 
Oph. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love, 
In honourable fafhion, 
Pel. Ay; fafhion you may call it: go to, go to. | 
x 3 | Opie 
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Oph. And hath given Countenance to his Speech, my Lord, 
With almoft all the Vows of Heaven. 

Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I do know 
When the Blood burns, how prodigal the Soul 
Gives the Tongue vows; thefe blazes, Daughter, 
Giving more light than heat, extinét in both, 

Even in their Promife, as it is a making, 
You mutt not take for Fire. For this time, Daughter, 
Be fomewhat {canter of your Maiden prefence, 
Set your Entreatments at a higher rate, 
Than a command to Parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe fo much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk, 
Than may be given you, In few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers, 
Not of the Eye, which their Inveftments fhew, 
But meer Implorators of unholy Suits, 
Breathing like fan@tified and pious Bonds, 
The better to beguile. This is for all: 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, - 
Have you fo flander any moment leifure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamle: : 
Look to’t, I charge you; come your way. 

Oph, I fhall obey my Lord, [ Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. Zhe Platform before the Palace. 


Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 
Ham, The Air bites threwdly ; it is very cold, 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager Air. 
Ham, What hour now ? 
Flor. 1 think it lacks of twelve. 
Mar. No, it has ftruck. 
Hor. Y heard it not: Then it draws near the Seafon, 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walk. 
. | [ Noife of warlike Mufick within, 
What does this mean, my Lord? © | 
Ham, The King doth wake to Night, and takes hisrowfe, 
Keeps waffel, and the fwaggering upfpring reels, 
And as he drains his draughts of Rhenifh down, 
The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out ~ 


The triumph of his Pledge, ; 
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Hor. Ts it aCuftom ? 

Ham, Ay marry ist: 
But tomy Mind, though I am native here, 
And to the manner born, it isa Cuftom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the obfervance. 

Enter Ghoft. 

Hor. Look, my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend us ! 
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblin damn’d, 
Bring with thee Airs from Heaven, or blafts from Hell, 
Be thy Events wicked or charitable, 
Thou com'ft in-fuch a queftionable fhape, 
That I will {peak to thee. Tl call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father, Royal Dane: Oh! oh! anfwer me, 
Let me not burft in Ignorance; but tell 
Why thy Canoniz’d Bones hearfed in Death, 
Have burft their Cearments? why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly Inurn’d, 
Hath op’d his ponderous and marble Jaws, 
To caft thee up again? What may this mean ? 
That thou dead Coarfe again in compleat Stecl, 
Revifir'ft thus the glimpfes of the Moon, | 
Making Night hideous? and we Fools-of Nature, 
So horridly to fhake our Difpofition, 


‘With Thoughts beyond the reaches of our Souls? 


Say, why is this? wherefore? ‘what fhould we do? 
| Ghoft beckons Hamlet. 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, | 
As if it fome impartment did defire, 
To you alone. | 
Mar. Look with what courteous Action 
It wafts you toa more removed Ground: 
But do not go with it. sace 
Hor. No, by no means. | Holding Hamlet. 
Ham, Vt willnot {peak ; then will I follow tt. 
Hor. Do not, my Lord, 
Ham. Why, what fhould be the fear? 
I do not fet my Life at a Pins fee; 
And for my Soul, what can it do to that? 
Being a thing immortal as it felf. 


It waves me forth again, PIPIOHOW. If ecseentesks 
X 4 
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" Hor, What if it tempt you toward the Flood, my Lord? le 
Or to the dreadful Summit of the Cliff, : Wo 
That beetles o’er his bafe into the Sea, , M 
And there affume fome other horrible Form, | } = Thy 
Which might deprive your Sovereignty of Reafon, And 
And draw you into madnefs? think of it. Like 

Flam, It wafts me f{till: Go on, I'll follow thee--<- But 
far, You thall not go, my Lord, i 
Ham. Hold off your Hand. 3oltd 
Hor, Be ruld, you fhall not go, " H 
Ham. My Fate crics out, G 
And makes each petty Artery in this Body, . H 
As hardy as the Nemean Lion’s Nerve : G 
Still am I call’’d? Unhand me, Gentlemen---| Breaking from them. 8 » Bur 
By Heav’o Uil make a Ghoft of him that letts me ] 
I fay away go on —— I'll follow thee As: 
: [Exeunt Ghoft and Hamlet. - Me 

for. He waxes defperate with Imagination. 6 
Mar. Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obey him, And 
Flor. Have after; to what iffue will this.come2 . Tha 
Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark, | Wo 
Hor. Heav'n will dire& it. y It's: 
Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. [ Exeunt. i ks 
Enter Ghoft and Hamlet. ; Is] 

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? (peak; Pil go no further. Ra 
Ghoff. Mark me. | S fh 
Ham, I will. : No 
Ghoft. My hour is almoft come, . ] 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames : 6 
Muft render up my felf. a OW 
Ham. Alas poor Ghoft. | Oh 
Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing % 
To what I fhall unfold. | : Tl 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. | 0 
Ghoff. So art thou to Revenge, when thou fhalt heare #) Ri 
Ham. What? 7 T 
Gioff; I am thy Father's Spirit ; f | I 
Doom’'d for a certain term to walk the Night, 7 at 
And for the Day confin’d to faft in Fires ; 7 Al T, 
‘Til the foul Crimes done in my Days of Nature, TI 


_ Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am forbid 
Tq tell the Secrets of my Prifon-houle; I me | 
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I could a Tale unfold, whofe lighteft word 
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood, 
Make thy two Eyes like Stars, ftart from their Spheres, 
Thy knotty and combined Locks to part, | 
And each particular Hair to ftand an end 
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine : 
But this eternal Blazon muft not be 
To ears of Flefh and Blood ; lift Hamlet! oh lift ! 
If thou dift ever thy dear Father love 
Ham. Oh Heaven ! 
Ghoft. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murther; 
Ham. Murther 2 3 | 
Ghoft. Murther moft foul, as in the beft it is; 
But this moft foul, ftrange, and unnatural. | 
Ham. Hafte me to know it, that I with Wings as fwife 
As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love | 
May fweep to my Revenge. 
Ghoft. 1 find thee apt ; 
And duller fhouldft thou be than the fat Weed 
That rots it felf in eafe on Lerhe’s Wharf, 
Wouldft thou not ftir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear: 
{t's given out, that fleeping in my Orchard, 
A Serpent ftung me. So the whole ear of Denmark, 
Is by a forged Procefs of my Death 
Rankly abus’d ; But know, thou noble Youth, 
The Serpent that did fting thy Father’s Life, 
Now wears his Crown, 
fam, O my Prophetick Soul; mine Uncle ? 
Ghoft. Ay, that inceftuous, that adulterate Beaft, 
With Witchcraft of his Wits, and traiterous Gifts, 
Oh wicked Wit, and Gifts, that have the Power 
So to feduce | won to his fhameful Luft 
The Will of my moft feeming virtuous Queen, 
Oh Hamlet, what a falling off was there ! 
From me, whofe Love was of that Dignity, 
That it went hand in hand, even with the Vow 
I made to her in Marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a Wretch, whofe natural Gifts were poor . 
To thofe of mine! But Virtue, as it never will be moved, 
Though Lewdnefs court it in a Shape of Heaven ; 





So 
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So luft, though to a radiant Angel link’d, BS Ay, t 
Will fate it felfina Celeftial Bed, and prey on Garbage. J Tn thi 
But foft, methinks I fcent the Morning’s Air—— A rYey,! 
Brief let me be ; fleeping within mine Orchard, | UTI wi 
My Cuftom always in the Afternoon, 3 > wali 
Upon my fecure Hour thy Uncle ftole . | 1 Thay 
With Juice of curfed Hebenon in a Viol, 1 And th 
And in the Porches of mine Ears did pour Within 
The leprous Diftilment ; whofe effect anik 


On m 


Holds fuch an enmity with blood of Man, 
Oh Vi 


That {wift as Quick-filver it courfes through 





The natural Gates and Allies of the Body 3 MyT 
And with a fudden vigour it doth poffet That. 
And curd, like Eagre droppings into Milk, bAtle 
The thin and wholfome blood : So did it mine 6 Us 
And a moft inftant Tetter bak’d about, fei 
Mott Lazat-like, with vile and foathfome cruft, Ih 
All my fmooth Body, 
Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brother’s Hand, Me 
OF Life, of Crown, and Queen at once difpatcht ; Hop 
Cut off even in the Bloffoms of my: Sin, Ms 
Unhouzzied, difappointed, unnaneld, th 
No reckoning made, but fent to my Account i. 
With all my imperfections on my Head. y 
t horrible ! Oh horrible ! moft horrible ! & H 
If thou haft Nature in thee, bear it not ; i 
Let not the Royal Bed of Denmark,.be i 
A Couch for Luxury, and damned Inceft.. 2 i 
But howfoever thou purfueft this A&, 3 
Taint not thy-Mind, nor let thy Soul contrive : 
Acainft thy Mother ought ; leave her to Heav'n, i 
And to thofe Thorns that in her Bofom lodge, Br 
To prick and fting her, Fare thee well at once, ; 
The Glow-worm fhews the Matin to be near, ; 
And ’gins to pale his uneffectual Fire. me 
Adicu, adieu, Hamlet ! remember me. | Exit. ; 
~ Ham. Ohall you Hoft of Heaven! Oh Earth! what elfe¢ T> 
And fhall I couple Hell? Oh fie ! hold my Heart —— ; 
And ‘you my Sinews, grow not inftant Old ; hoa 
But bear me ftiffly up ; remember thee — th 
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Ay, thou poor Ghoft, while Memory holds a feat 
In this diftracted Globe ; remember thee 2. —— 
Yea, from the Table of my Memory, 

I'll wipe away all trivial fond Records, 

All faws of Books, all Forms, all preflures paft, 
That youth and obfervation copied there ; 

And thy Commandment al! alone fhall live 
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain, 
Unmixt with bafer Matter. y¥cs, yes, by Heav’n: 
Oh molt pernicious Womar ! 

Oh Villain, Villain, {miling damned Villain! 

My Tables, my Tables ---» meet it is I fet it down, 
That one may fmile, and {mile, and be a Villain ; 


© At leaft I’m fure it may be fo in Denmark. | Writing. 


So Uncle, there you are; now to my word; 
It is; adieu, adieu, remember me: I have fworn’t. 

Hor. & Mar. within. My Lord, my Lord. 

Enter Horatio aud Marcellus. 

Mar, Lord Hamlet. : 

Hor. Heav’n fecure him. 

Mar. So be it. 

Hor. Ilo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Fillo, ho, ho, boy; come bird, come, 

Mar. How ist, my Noble Lord 2 

Hor. What News, my Lord 2 

Ham. Oh wonderful / 

Hor. Good my Lord, tell it. 

Ham, No, you'll reveal it. 

Hor. NotI, my Lord, by Heav'n. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord. | 

Ham. How fay you then, would Heart of Man once 
But you'll be fecret ? ; [ chink it 3 

Both. Ay, by Heav’n, my Lord. 

Ham. There's ne'er a Villain dwelling in all Denmark, 





But he’s an arrant Knave. [ Grave seat 


Hor. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the 
To tell us this. | 
Ham, Why, right, you are in the right ; 
And fo without more Circumftance at all, 
I hold it fit that we fhake Hands, and part; 
You as your Bufinefs and Defires fhall point you, 


For every Man has Bufinefs and Defire, Such 
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Such as it is; and for mine own poor parts 


Look you, I'll go pray. 





Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling Words, my Lord, 


Ham. 1m forry they offended you, heartily ; 


Yes Faith, heartily. 


Hor. There’s no Offence, my Lord. 


Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is my Lord, 
And much Offence too. Touching this Vifion here oe 


It isan honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you > 
For your defire to know what is between us, 


O’er-mafter’t as you may. And now, good Friends, 


As you are Friends, Scholars, and Soldiers, 
Give me one poor requeft. 
Hor. What is’t, my Lord ? we will. 
Ham, Never make known what you have feen to Night. 


Both. My Lord, we will nof. 


Ham. Nay, but {wear't. 
Hor. In faith, my Lord, not F. 
Mar. NorI, my Lord, in faith. 
Ham. Upon my Sword. 7 
Mar. We have fworn, my Lord, already. 
Ham. Indeed, upon my Sword, indeed. 


Ghoft. Swear. 


(Ghoft cries under the Stage, 


Ham. Ab, ha Boy, fay’f thou fo? Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Celleridge. 


Confent to {wear. 


Hor. Propofe my Oath, my Lord. 


Ham. Never to {peak of this that you have feen, 


Swear by my Sword. 
Ghoft. Swear. 


Ham. Hic & ubique? Then we'll thift for ground, 


Come hither Gentlemen. 


+ 


And lay your Hands again upon my Sword. 
Never to {peak of this that you have heard, 


Swear by my Sword. 
Ghoft. Swear. 


¢faft 2 


Ham. Well faid, old Mole, can’*{t work ’th Ground fo 


A worthy Pioneer, once more remove, good Friend, 


Hor. Oh Day and Night ! but this is wondrous ftrange, 


Ham. And therefore asa Stranger bid it welcome. 
There are more things in Heaven and Earth, Horatio, 
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Than are dreamt of in our Philofophy. But come, 
Here as before, never fo help you Mercy, 
How ftrange or odd fo e’er I bear my felf, 
As I perchance hereafter fhall think meet 
To put an Antick difpofition on, 
That you at fuch time feeing me, never fhall 
With Arms encumbred thus, or thus, head fhake; 
Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful Phrafe ; = 
As well-«- we know~---- or, wecould, andif we would ---- 
Or, if we lift to fpeak---- or, there be and if there might -—-- 
Or fuch ambiguous giving out to note, 
That you know ought of me ; this not to do, 
SoGrace and Mercy at your moft need help you, 
Swear. 
Ghoft. Swear. 
Ham, Relt, reft, perturbed Spirit; fo, Gentlemen, 
With all my Love I do commend me to you } 
And what fo poor a Man as Hamlet is, 
May do t’exprefs his Love and Friending to you, 
God willing fhall not lack ; let us go in together, 
And ftill your Fingers on your Lips I pray. 
The time is out of Joint; Oh curfed Spight, 


_ That ever I was born to fet-it right, 


Nays come, let’s go together. | Exeunt. 





ACS ST SCENE EB AE 
SCENE An Apartment in Polonius’s Houfe. 


Emer Polonius, axd Reynoldo. 


Pol. (;* him his Mony, and thofe Notes, Reynoldo, 
Rey. I will, my Lord. 
Pol. You fhalldo marvellous wifely, good Reynolde, 
Before you vifit him, make you Inquiry. 
Of his Behaviour. 
Rey. My Lord, I did intend it, 
Pol. Marry, well faid ; 
Very well faid. Look you, Sir, 
Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris ; 
And how, and who, what means, and where they keep, 
nas 3 Wha 
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What Company, what Expence, and finding 
By this encompafsment and drift of Queftion, 
That they do know my Son; come you more near; 
Then your particular Demands will touch it, 
Take you, as ‘twere fome diftant Knowledge of him, 
As thus ---- I know his Father and his Friends, 
And in part him ---- Do you mark this, Reynoldo¢ 
Rey. Ay, very well, my Lord. 
Pol. Andin part him ---- but you may fay ---- not well; 
But ift be he I mean, he’s very wild ; 
Addiéed fo and fo _—- and there put on him 
‘What Forgeries you pleafe ; marry, none fo rank, 
As may difhonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufual flips, 
As are Companions noted and moft known 
To Youth and Liberty. 
Rey. As Gaming, my Lord 
Pol. Ay, or Drinking, Fencing, Swearing, 
Quarrelling, Drabbing You may go fo far 
Rey, My Lord, that would difhonour him. 
Pol. Faith no, as you may feafonit inthe Charge; 
You mutt not put another fcandal on him, 
That he is open to Incontinency, 
That’s not my meaning; but breath his Faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feem the Taints of Liberty ; 
The Flath and out-break of a fiery Mind, 
A favagenefs in unreclaimed Blood 
_ Of general Affault. 
Rey. But, my good Lord. 
Pol. Wherefore fhould you do this ¢ 
Rey. Ay, my Lord, I would know that. 
Pol. Marty, Sir, here’s my drift, 
And I believe it is a fetch of Warrant. 
You laying thefe flight fullies on my Sons — 
As ’twere a thing a little foil’d ith’ working, | 
Mark you your party in converfe ; him you would found; 
Having ever feen, in the prenominate Crimes; | 
The youth you breath of, Guilty, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this Confequence 5 
Good Sir, or fo, or Friend, or Gentleman, 
According to the Phrafe and the Addition; 
Of Man and Country. 
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Rey. Very good, my Lord. 

Poi. And then, Sir, do’s he this 2 
He do’s what was I about to fay 2 
I was about to fay nothing; where did I leave? -~-- 

Key. At clofes in the Confequence : 

At Friend, or fo, and Gentleman. 

Pol. Atclofes in the Confequence ——— Ay marry, 
He clofes with you thus. ~I know the Gentleman, 
I faw him yefterday, or t‘other day, | 
Or then, orthen, with fuch and fuch, and as you fay; 
There was he gaming, there o’ertook in’s Rowfe, 
There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 

I faw him enter fuch a Houfe of Sale, 

Videlicet, a Brothel, or fo forth —— See you how ; 
Your bait of Falfhood, takes this Carp of Truth; 
And thus do we of Wifdom and of Reach, 

With Windlaces, and with aflays of Byas, 

By IndireCtions find Dire@ions out : 

So by my former Le@ure and Advice 

Shall you my*Son; you have me, have you not 2 

Rey. My Lord, I have. 

Pal, God b’w’ you; fare you well. 

Rey. Good my Lord — 

Pol. Obferve his Inclination in your felf. 

Rey. I fhall, my Lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his Mufick, 7 

Rey. Well, my Lord. | Exit. 

Enter Ophelia. 1 








Pol. Farewel, 
How now, Ophelia, what’s the matter 2 
Oph. Alas, my Lord, I have beén fo affrighted. 
Pol. With what, in the Name of Heav’n 2 
Opo. My Lord, asT was fowing inmy Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his Doublet all unbrac’d, 
No Hat upon his Head, his Stockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and‘down-gyved to his Ancle, 
Pale as his Shirt, his Knees knocking each other, 
And with a look fo piteous in Purport, 
As if he had been lofed out of Hell, 
To fpeak of Horrors ; he comes before me, 
Pol. Mad for thy Love 2 


—) 


Oph. 
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Oph. My Lord, I do not know: but truly I do fear ite 
Pol. What faid he 2 | 
Oph. He took me by the wrift. 
Then goes he to the length of all his Arms 
And with his other Hand, thus o’er his brows 
He falls to fuch perufal of my Faces 
As he would draw it. Long ftaid he fo ; 
At laft,’a little thaking of my Arm, 
And thrice his Head thus waving up and down, 
He rais’d a Sigh, fo hideous and profound, 
That it did feem to hatter all his Bulk, 
And end his Being. That done, he lets me gos 
And with his Head over his Shoulders turn‘d, 
He feem’d to find his way without his Byes, 
For out adoors he went without their help, 
And to the laft, bended their light on me. 
Pol. Come, go with me, I willgo feekthe King; 
This is the very Extafie of Love, 
Whofe violent Property foredoes it felf, 
And leads the Will to defperate Undertakings; 
As oft as any Paflion under Heaven, 3 
That do’s affii& our Natures. Lam forrys 
What, have you given him any hard Words of late ? 
Oph. No, my good Lord; butas youdidcommand — 
I did repel his Letters, and deny’d 
His Accefs to me. Toe ee 
Pol. That hath made him mad. ie 
{ am forry that with better Speed and Judgment 
I had not quoted him. I fear’d he did but trifle, 
And meant to wrackrhee; but befhrew my Jealoufie ; 
It feems it is as proper to our Age, 
To caft beyond our felves in our Opinions, 
As it is common for the younger fort 
To lack Difcretion, Come, go we to the King. 
This muft be known, which being kept clofe, might move 
More Grief to hide, than hate to utter Love. | Exeunt, 
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SCENE Il... The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Rofeneraus, Guildenftern, Lords and 
. other Attendants. 
King. Welcome dear Roféneraus and Guildenftern, 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 
The need we have to ufe you, did provoke. 
Our hafty fending: Something have*y8u heard 
Of Hamlet's Transformation; fol call it, 
Since not th’ exterior, nor the inward Man 
Refembles that it was. What it fhould be 
More than his Father’s Death, that thus hath put him 
So much from th’ underftanding of him(clf, 
I cannot deem of, Tintreat you both, *>« ... 
That being of fo young Daysbrought up with him; 
And fince foneighbour'd to his Youth, and Humour, 
That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court, 
Some little time, fo by your Companies, 
To draw him on to Pleafures, and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you may glean, 
If ought, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That open’d lies within our remedy. | 
Queen, Good Gentlemen he hath much talk’d of you; 
And fure [ am, two Men there are not living, 
To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To fhew us fo much gentry and good will, 
As to expend your time with us a while; 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 
Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch Thanks, 
As fits a King’s remembrance. 
Rof. Both your Majefties 
Might by the Sovereign Power you have of us, 
Put your dread Pleafures, more into Command 
Than to Entreaty. 
 Guil. But we both obey, | 
And here give up our felves, in the full bent, 
To lay our Service freely at your Feet , 
To be commanded, . 
King. Thanks, Rofeneraus, and gentle Guildenftern, 
Queen. Thanks, Guildenftérn,and gentle Rofeneraus; 
And f{ >efeech you inftantly to vifit 
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My too much changed Son. Go fome of ye, 
And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 
Guil. Heav’ns make our Prefence and our Practices 
Pleafant and helpful to him. [ Exeunt Rof. and Gui. 
Qucem Amen. 
| Enter Polonius. 
Pol. The Ambafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 
Are joyfully returnd. 
King, Thou ftill haft been the Father of good News. 
Pol. Have 1, my Lord? Aflure you, my good Liege, 
I hold my Duty, as I hold my Soul, 
Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 
And I do think, or elfe this Brain of mine 
Hunts rot the trail of Policy, fo fure 
As I have usd to do, that I have found 
The very caufe of FHamiez’s Lunacy. 
King. O {peak of that, that I do long to hears 
Pol. Give firft-admittance to th’ Ambaffadors, 
My News fhall be the News to that great Fealt..... 
King. Thy felf do Grace to them, and bring them in.| Ex. Pol. 
He tel’s me, my fweet Queen, that he bath found 
The head and fource of all your Son’s Diftemper. 
Queen. 1 doubt it is no other, but the main, 
His Eather’s Death, arid our o’er-hafty Marriage. . 
Enter Polonius, Voltimand, avd Cornelius. 
King. Well, we thall fift him. Welcome, good Friends! 
Say Voltimand, what from our Brother Norway ? 
Volt. Mott fair return of Greetings, and Defires. 
Upon our firft, he fent out to fupprefs | 
His Nephew’s Levies, which to him appear'd 
To be a Preparation ’gainft the Polak: 
But better look’d into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefs, Whereat grieved, 
That fo his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence 
Was falfely born in Hand, fends out Arrefts 
On Fortinbras, which he; in brief; obeys, 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and in fine, 
Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more 
To give th’aflay of Arms againft your Majelty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with Joys 


Gives him three thoufand: Crowns in annual Fee, 
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And his Commiffion to imploy thofe Soldiers 
So levied as before, againft the Polak: 
With an intreaty herein further fhewn, 
That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafs 
Through your Dominions for his Enterprize. 
On fuch regards of Safety and Allowance, 
As therein are fet down. 
King. It likes us well : 
And at our more confider’d time we'll read, 
Anfwer, and think upon this Bufinefs. 
Mean time we thank you, for your well-look’d labour. 
Go to your reft, at Night we'll feaft together. 
Moft welcome home. | Exit Ambaf. 

Pol. This Bufinefs is very well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, to expoftulate 

What Majefty fhould be, what Duty is, 

Why Day is Day, Night, Night, and Time is Time, 
Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day, and Time. 
Therefore, fince Brevity is the Soul of Wit, 

And Tedioufnefs the Limbs and outward Flourifhes, 

I will be brief ; your noble Son is mad. 
Mad call I it ; for to define true Madnefs, 
‘W hat is’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad. 
But let that go, 

Queen. More Matter, with lefs Art. 

Pol, Madam, I fwear I ufe no Art at all; 
That he is mad ’tis true ; “tis true, “tis pity; 
And pity, it is true; a foolifh Figure, 

But farewel it ; for I will ufe no Art. 
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains 
That we find out the Caufe of this Effect, 
Or rather fay, the Caufe of this Defe@ ; 
For this effe@ defective, comes by caufe, 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus---Perpend--- 
I have a Daughter ; have, whilft fhe is mine, 
Who in her Duty and Obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this; now gather, and furmife. 

He opens a Letter, and reads. 

To the Celeftial, and my Soul’s Idol, the moft beantified O- 
phelia. 

That’s an ill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe, beautified is a vile 
Y 2 Phrafe; 
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Thefe to her excellent white 


Ad 2 





Phrafe ; but you fhall hear 
Bofom, thefe- 
Queen. Came this from Hazlet to her @ 
Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, £ will be faithful. 
Doubs thon, the Stars are Fire, | Reading. 
Doubt, that ihe Sun doth move; 
Doubt Truth to be a Liar, 
But ncver Doubt, I love. 
O dear Ophelia, I am ill at thefe Numbers; I have not Art 
to reckon my Groans; but that I love thee beft, oh moft Beft, 
believe it. - Adieu. 
Thine evermore, moft dear Lady, whilft this 
, Machine is to him, Hamlet. 
This in Obedience hath my Daughter fhew’d me : 
And more above, hath his follicitings, 
As they fell out by timk, by means, and place, 
All given to mine Ear. 
King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his Love ¢ 
Pol. Whit do you think of me¢ 
King. As of a Man, faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove fo. But what might you think? 
When I had feen his hot Love on the Wing, 
As I perceived it, I muft tell you that 
Before my Daughter told me, what might you 
Or my dear Majefty your Queen here, think, 
If I had play’d the Desk or Table-book, 
Or given my Heart a winking, mute and dumb, 
Ox look’d upon this love, with idle fight, 
What mighe you think? No, I went round to work; 
And my young Miftrefs thus I did befpeak; 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Sphere, 
This muft not be; And then, I Precepts gave her, 
That the fhould lock her felf from his Refort, 
Admit no Meffengers, receive no Tokens: 
Which done, fhe took the fruits of my Advice, 
And he repulfed, a {hort Tale to make, 
Fell into a Sadaefs, then into a Faft, 
Thence to a Watch, thence into a Weaknefs, 
Thencé to a Liehtnefs, and by this declenfion 
Into the Madnefs wherein now he'raves, 7 - 
Aad all we wail for. | Sat kia Gy Be 
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King. Do you think ’tis this? 

Queen. It may be very likely. 

Pol. Hath there been fuch a time, I’d fain know that, 
That I have pofitively faid, *tis fo, 
When it prov’d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol, Take this from this, if this be otherwife, 
If Circumftances lead me, I will find 
Where Truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further 2 

Pol. You know fometimes 
He walks four hours together, here — 
In the Lobby. 

Queen. So he has indeed. 

Pol. Atfuchatime I'll loofe my Daughter to him, 
Be you and I behind an Arras then, 
Mark the Encounter: If le love her nor, 
And be not from his Reafon faln thereon, 
Let me be no Afhiftant for a Stare, 
And keep a Farm and Carters, 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading. 

Queen, But look where, fadly, the poor Wtetch come s 

| ( Reading, 

Pol. Away, 1 do befeech you, both away. ; 
Vl board him prefently. [ Exe. King and Queen, 
Oh give me leave. How does my good Lord Havalet'? 

Ham, Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent, excellent well; y Se ek ee SE 

Pol. Not I, my Lord. 

Ham, Then I would you were fo honeit a Man, 

Pol. Honeft, my Lord? 

Ham. Ay,Sir; to be honeft as this World goes, is to be 
One pick’d out of two thoufand. 

Pol, That’s very true, my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dor, 
Being a good kifling Carrion 
Have you a Daughter? 

Pol, I have, my Lord. 
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Ham. Let her not walk i’th’ Sun ; Conception is a Blef- 
fing, but not as your Daughter may conceive. Friend, look 
tot, 
Pol. How fay you by that? Still harping on my Daugh- 
ter—yet he knew me not at firlt; he faid I was a Fifhmon- 
ger; he is far gone, far gone; and truly in my Youth, I 
fuffered much extremity for Love; very near this. [ll {peak 
to him again. What do you read, my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol, What is the Matter, my Lord? 

Ham. Between whom? 

Pol. I mean the Matter you read, my Lord. 

Ham. Slanders, Six: For the Satyrical Slave fays here, 
that old Men have grey Beards ; that their Faces are wrin- 
kled ; their Eyes purging thick Amber, or Plum Tree 
Gum ; and that they have a plentiful lack of Wit, 
together with weak Hams: All which, Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently believe, yet I hold it not 
Honefty to have it thus fet down : For you your felf, 
Sir, hall be as old as I am, if like a Crab you could go 
backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnefs, yet there’s Method in’t : 
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord? 

Ham, Into my Grave? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o'th’ Air: 

How pregnant (fometimes) his replies are ¢ 

A happinefs that often Madnefs hits on, 

Which Reafon and Sanity could not 

So profperoufly be deliver’d of. I will leave him, 
And fuddenly contrive the means of mecting 

Between him and my Daughter. 

My honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 

Take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, Sit, take from me any thing, that 

I ta more willingly part withal, except my Life, my 

Life. | . ee 

Pol. Fare you well, my Lord. 
Ham. Thefe tedious old Fools. 
Pol. You go to feek my Lord Hamlet ; there he is. 


Enter 
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Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenttern. 

Rof. God fave you, Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord ! 

Rof. My moft dear Lord! 

Ham. My excellent good Friends! How doft thou 
Guildenftern ? Oh, Rofeneraus, good Lads! How do ye 
both? 

Rof, As the indifferent Children of the Earth. 

Guild. Happy, in that we are not over-happy.; on For- 
tune’s Cap, we are not the very Button, 

Ham. Nor the Soals of her Shooe 2 

Rof. Neither, my Lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her wafte, or in the middle 
of her Favour? 

Guild. Faith, her privates we. | 

Ham. In the fecret partsof Fortune ? Oh, mofttrue; fhe 
is a Strumpet. hat’s the News ? 

Rof. None, my Lord, but that the World’s grown 
Honeft. 

Ham. Vhen is Dooms-day near; but your News is not 
true. Let me queftion more in particular: What have you, 
my good Friends, deferved at the hands of Fortune, that 
fhe fends you to Prifon hither? 

Guild. Prifon, my Lord? 

Ham. Denmark's a Prifon. 

Rof. Then ts the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many Con- 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons; Denmark, being one o’th’ 
wortt, 

Rof. We think not fo, my Lord. 

Ham. Why then, *tis none to you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: To me it is 
a Prifon, 

Rof- Why then your Ambition makes it one : "Tis too 
narrow for your Mind. 

Ham. © God, I could be bounded in a Nut-fhell, and 
count my felf a King of infinite fpace ; were it not that I 
have bad Dreams. 

Guild. Which Dreams indeed are Ambition ; for the 
very fubftance of the ambitious, is meerly the fhadow of 
a Dream. 

Y 4 Ham. 
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Ham. A Dream it felf is but a Shadow. 
Rof. Truly, and I hold Ambition of fo airy and light a 
quality, that it is but a Shadow’s Shadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggars Bodies, and our. Monarchs, 
and out-{tretcht Eleroes, the Beggars Shadows ;. fhall we to 
th’ Court? for, by my fey, I cannot reafon. 

Both. We'll wait upon you. 
Ham, No fuch matter. I will not fort you with the reft 


+ 


of my Servants: For, to {peak to you like an honeft Man, I 


am moft dreadfully attended ; but in the beaten way .of 


Friendfhip. What make you at Eljnoor ? 

Rof: To vilit you, my Lord, no other Occafion. 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in Thanks; but 
TI thank you; and fure, dear Friends, my Thanks are too dear 
a half-penny ; were you not fent for? Is it your own incli- 
ning @ Is ita free Vifitation ¢ Come, deal juftly with me; 
come, come; nay, fpeak. 

Guild. What thould we fay, my Lord? 

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the Purpofe, You were fent 
for; and there is a kind of Confeffion in your looks, which 
your Modefties have not craft enough to colour. I know the 
good King and Quicen have fent for you. 
 Rof. To what end, my Lord 2 

Ham. That you muft teach me; but let me conjure you 
by the rights of our Fellowfhip, by the confonancy of our 
Youth, by the Obligation of our ever-preferved Love, and 


by what more dear, a better propofer could charge you with- 


al; be even and dire@ with me, whether you were fent for 
or 10. 

Rof. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I have an Eye of you : If you love me, 
hold nor eff. 

Guild. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. \ will tell you why ; fo fhall my Anticipation 
prevent your difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King apd 
Queen, moult no Feather : I have of late, but wherefore I 
kcow not, loft all my mirth, forgone all cuftom of Exercife ; 
and indeed, it goes fo heavily with my Difpofition, that 
this good'y Frame, the Earth, feems to me a {fteril, Pro- 
montory; this moft excellent Canopy the Air, look you, 
this bra:e c’erehanging, this Majcftieal Roof, fretted with 
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goiden Fire, why, it appéars no other thing to me, than 
a foul and peftilent Congregation of Vapours, What a 
piece of Work is a Man ! How Noble in Reafon! how in- 
finite in Faculty! in form and moving how exprefs and 
admirable’! in ation, how like an Angel ! in apprehenfion 
how like a God ! the Beauty of the World, the Paragon 
of Animals; and yet to me, what is this Quinteffence of 
Duft 2 Man delights not me; no, nor Woman neither, tho’ 
by your fmiling you feem to fay fo, 

Rof: My Lord, there was no fuch Stuff in my Thoughts. 

Ham. Why did you laugh, when I faid, Man delights 
not me ? 

Kofs To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man, 
what Lenten Entertainment the Players fhall receive from 
you; we accofted them onthe way, and hither are they 
coming to offer you Service, 

lam. He that plays the King thall be welcome ;_ his 
Mayefty thall have Tribute of me ; the adventurous Knight 
fhall ufe his Foyle and Target; the Lover fhall not figh 
gratis, the humorous Man fhall end his Part in Peace ; the 
Clown fhall make thofe Laugh, whofe Lungs are tickl’d ath’ 
fere ; and the Lady hall fay her mind freely ; or the blank 
Verfe fhall hale for’t, What Players are they 2 

Rof. Even thofe you were wont to take Delight in, the 
Tragedians of the Cicy. | 

fam. How chances it they travel ? their refidence beth in 
Reputation and Profit was better, both ways. 

Rof. I think their Inhibition comes by the means of the 
late. Innovation 2 

Ham. Do they hold the fame Eftimation they did when 
I was in the City2 Are they fo follow’d ? | 

Rof. No indeed, they are nor, 

flam. How comes it 2 do they grow rufty 2 

Raf.’ Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace ; 
But there is, Sir, an airy of Children, little Yafes, that cry 
out on the top of Queftion; and are most tyrannically clape 
fort ; thefe are now the Fafhior, and fo be-rattle the 
common Stages (fo they call them) that many wearing 


Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe Quills, and dare {carce come 
thither, > | 


Ham. 
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Ham, What are they Children 2. Who maintains ‘em 3 
How are they efcoted ¢ Will they purfue the Quality no 
longer than they can fing ¢ Will they not fay afterwards 
if they fhould grow themfelves to common Players, as it 
is like moft, if their Means are no better, their Writers do 
them wrong to make them exclaim againft their own Suc- 
ceflion. 
 Rof. Faith, there has been much to do on both fides; 
and the Nation holds it no Sin, to tarre them to ¢ontro- 
verfie. There was for a while, no Mony bid for Argu- 
ment, unlefs the Poet and the Player went to Cuffs in the 
Queftion, | | 

Ham. Is’t poffible ? | 

Guild. Oh there has been much throwing about of 
Brains. 3 . 

Ham. Do the Boys carry it away ¢ 

Rof. Ay, thatthey do, my Lord, Hercules and his load too. 

Ham. Itis not ftrange, for mine Uncle is King of Den- 
mark, and thofe that would make mowes at him while my 
Father lived, give twenty, forty, an hundred Ducates a 
piece, for his PiGure in little. There is fomething in this 
more than Natural, if Philofophy could find it out. 

[ Flowri fh for the Players. 

Guild. There are the Players. | 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfmoor ; your 
Hands, come; the appurtenance of Welcome, 1s Fafhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players (which I tell you muft thew 
fairly outward) fhould more appear like entertainment 
than yours, You are welcome } but my Uncle Father, and 
Aunt Mother are deceiv'd. | 

~ Guild. In what, my dear Lord 2 ) 

Ham. 1 am but mad North, North-Weft: When the 
Wind is Southerly, I know a Hawk from a Handfaw. 

Exter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenflerx, and you too, at each ear a 
hearer ; that great Baby you fee there, is not yet out of his 
{wathing Clouts. 

Rof. Haply he’s the fecond time come to them; for they 
fay, an old Man is twice a Child. 


Ham. 
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am. I will Prophefic, he comes to tell me of the Play- 
ers. Mark it, you fay right, Sir; for on Monday Morn- 
ing “twas fo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord, I have News to tell you. 

flam. My Lord, I have News to tell you, 
When Roféius was an. A@or in Rome ———__- 

Pol. The Actors are come hither, my Lord. 

flam. Buzze, buzze. 

Pols Upon mine Honour 

ffam. (hen came each A@or on his Af 

Pol. The beft Aors in the World, either for Tragedy, 
Comedy, Hiftory, Paftoral, Paltorical-Comical-H iftorical 
Paftoral, Tragical-Hiftorical, Dragical-Comical-Hiftorical- 
Paftoral, Scene undividable, or Poem unlimited, Seweca 
cannot be too heavy, nor Plastus. too light, for the law of 
Wit, and the Liberty. Thefe are the only Men. 

Ham. O Fephta, Judge of Ifrael, what Treafure hadit 
thou ! Raye ar, we 

Pol, What a Treafure had he, my Lord 2 

fam. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved pafling weil. | 

Pol. Stillon my Daughter. 

Ham. Am J not i’th’ right, old Tephta 2 


Pol. If you call me Fephea, my Lord, I havea Daughter 
that I love paffing well. ae 


flam. Nay, that follows not, 

Pol, What follows then, my Lord 2 

Ham, Why, as by lot, God wot ————~ and ¢ 
know, it came to pafs, as moft like it was; the farft 


the Rubrick will the 
Abridgements come. 


Exter four or five Players, 
Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome all. I am glad to fee thee 
well; welcome good Friends. Oh! my old Friend ! Thy 
Face is valiant fince I faw thee laft: Com’ft thou to Beard 
me in Denmark? what my young Lady and Miftrefs 2 
Berlady your Lordhip is nearer Heaven, than when I faw 
you laft, by the Altitude of a Choppine. Pray God your 
Voice, like a piece of uncurrent Gold, be not crack’d with- 
in the Ring. Matters, you are all welcome ; we'll e’én to’t 
like French Faulconers, fly at any thing we fee; we'll have 
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a fpeech ftraight. Come, give usa Tafte of your Quality ; 
come, a paflienate Speech. | 
1 Play. What Speech, my Lord 2 
Ham. I heard thee fpeak me a Speech once, but it was 
never acted; or if it was, not above once, for the Play 
I remember pleas’d not the Million, ‘twas Caviar to the 
General ; but it was, as I received it, and others, whofe 
Judgment in fuch Matters, cryed in the top of mine, an 
excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scenes, fet down with 
as much modefty, as cunning. I remember one faid, there 
was no Sallets in the Lines, to make the Matter favoury ; 
nor no Matter in the Phrafe, that might indite the Author 
of Affectation, but call’d it an honeft Method. One chief 
Speech in it, I chiefly lov’d, twas c4&neas Tale to Diao, 
and thereabout of it efpecially, where he {peaks of Priam’s 
Slaughter. If it live in your Memory, begin at this Line, 
let me fee, let me fee The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyr- 
canian Beatt. It is not fo ——— it begins with Pyrrhus. 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whofe Sable Arms 
Black as his purpofe, did the Night refemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 
Hath now his dread and black Complexion fmear'd 
With Heraldry more difmal; Head to Foot 
Now is he total Geules ; horridly Trickt 
With Blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons, 
Bak’d and impafted, with the parching Streets, 
That lend a tyrannous, and damned Light 
To the vile Marthers. Roalted ina Wrath and Fire, - 
And thus o’erfized with coagulate Gore, — : 
With Eyes like Carbuncles, the hellifh Pyrraus 
Old Grandfire Priam feeks. | | 
Pol. *Bore God, my Lord, well fpoken, with good accent, 
and good Difcretion. | | 
1 Play. Anon he finds him, 
Striking too fhort at Greeks His antick Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arm, lyes where it falls 
Repugnant to command ; unequal match, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage {trikes wide 5 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell Sword, | 
Th’unnerved Father falls. Then fenfelets linn, 


Seeming to feel his Blow, with flaming ‘Pop 
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Stoops to his Bafe, and with a hideous crath 
Takes:Prifoner Pyrrhus Ear. For lo, his Sword, 
Which was declining on the milky Head 
OF Reverend Priam, feem’d i’th’ Air to ftick: - 
So asa Tyrant Pyrrhus ftood, | 
And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter, 
Did Nothing. 
But as we often fee againft fome Storm, 
A Silence in the Heav’ns, the Rack ftand ftill, 
The bold winds fpeechlefs, and the Orb below 
As huth as Death : Anon the dreadful Thunder _ 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus pawle, 
A rowfed Vengeance fets him new a work, 
And never did the Gclops Hammers fall 
On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proof Eterne, 
With lefs Remorfe than: Pyrrhas bleeding Sword 
Now falls on: Priam. 
Gut, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune ! all you Gods, 
In general Synod take away her Power : 
Break all the Spokes and Fellies from her. Wheel, 
And bowl the round Nave down the Hill of Heay’n, 
As low as to the Fiends, 
Pol. This is too long. | 
Ham, It fhall to th’ Barbets with yoar Beard. Prethee 
fay on; he’s for a Jigg, or a tale of Bawdry, or he fleeps. 
Say 0n ; come to Heczba, | 
t Play. But who, O who, had feen the Mobled Queen 2 
Fam. The Mobled Queen 2 
Pol. ‘That’s good; Mobled Queen, is good. 
X Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatning the Flame 
With Biffon Rheum; a Clout about thar Head, 
Where late the Diadem ftood, and fora Robe 
About her lank and all o’er-teamed Lo ns, 
A Blanket in th’alarum of fear caught up. 
Who this had feen, with Tongue in Venom {teep’d, 
"Gainft Fortune’sState, would Treafon have pronounc’d 2 
But if the Gods themfelves did fee her then, ; 
When fhe faw Pyrrhus make malicious {port 
In mincing with his Sword her Husband’s Limbs; 
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made, 
(Unlefs things mortal move them not all) 
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Would have made Milch the burning Eyes of Heav’n, 
And Paffion in the Gods. 

Pol. Look where he has not turn’d his Colour, and has 
Tears in’s Eyes. Pray you 00 Mor’, 

Ham. ’Tis well, Vil have thee fpeak out the ref{t foon. 
Good my Lord, will you fee the Players well beftow’d. 
Do ye hear, let them be wellus’d; for they arethe abftracts, 
and brief Chronicles of the time. After your Death, you 
were better have a bad Epitaph, than their ill Report while 


rou lived. 
Pol. My Lor 


fert. 
Ham. Gods bodikins Man, better. Ufe every Man after 


his Defert, and who fhould {cape whipping ; ule them after 
your own Honour and Dignity. The lefs they deferve, the 
more Merit is in your Bounty. Take them in. 
Pol, Come, Sirs. [Exit Polonius. 
Ham. Follow him, Friends: We'll hear a Play to morrow. 
Doft thou hear me, old Friend, can you play the Murther 


of Gonzago 2 


Play. AY, ™Y Lord. | 
Ham. Well hat to morrow Night. You could for a 


need ftudy a {peech of fome dozen or fixteen Lines, which 
I would fet down, and infert in’t ¢ Could ye not ¢ 


Play. Ay, my Lord. 
Ham. Very well. F 
him not. My good Friends, [ll leave you "til 

are welcome to Elfinoor. 
[ Exeunt. 


Rof. Good my Lord, 
Manet Hamlet. 


Ham. Ay fo, good b'w’ye * Now I am alone. 
O. what a Rogue and Peafant Slave am I! 
Ts it not monftrous that this Player heres 
But in a Fiction, in a Dream of Paflion, 
Could force his Soul fo to his whole Concelt, 
That from her working, all his Vifage warm d5 
Tears in his Eyes, diftraction in’s afpect, 
A broken Voice, and his whole Eundtion fuiting 
With Forms, to his Conceit ¢ and all for nothing ¢ 
For Hecuoa ? . 
| What's Zlecuba to him, oF he to Hecuba, 
| | That 


d, I will ufe them according to their De- 
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That he fhould weep for her ? what would he do, 
Had he the Motive and theCue for Pafftion 
hat I have? he would drown the Stage with Tears, 
And cleave the general Ear with horrid Speech; 
Make mad the Guilty, and appall the Free, 
Confound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed, 
The very faculty of Eyes and Ears. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy metled Rafcal, peak 
Like Fohn-a-deames, unpregnant of my Caufe, 
And can fay nothing: No, not for a King, 
Upon whofe Property, and moft dear Life, 
A damn’d Defeat was made. ‘AmI a Coward 2 
Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate a-crofs, — 
Plucks off my Beard, and blows it in my Face ? 
d'weaks me by th’Nofe, gives me the} yeith’ Throat, 
As deep as to the Lungs? Who does me this 4 
Ha? Why fhould I take it ? for it cannot be, 
But I am Pigeon Liver’d, and lack Gall 
To make Oppreffion bitter, or eer this, 
I thould have fatted all the Region Kites 
With this Slave’s Offal. Bloody, bawdy Villain ! 
Remorfelefs, Treacherous, Lecherous, kindlef Villain! 
On’ Vengeance ! 
Why what an Af am I? I fure, thisis moft brave, 
That I, the Son of the dear Murthered, 
Prompted to my Revenge by Heav’n and Hell, 
Mutt, like a Whore, unpack my Heart with Words, 
And fall a curfing like a very Drab, 
A Scullion ---- Fye upon’t! Foh! About my Brain, 
I have heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene, _ 
Been {truck fo to the Soul, that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their Malefa@ions. 
For Murther, though it have no Tongue, will {peak 
With moft miraculous Organ. Pil have thefe Players, | 
Play fomething like the Murther of my Father, 
Before mine Uncle. I'll obferve his looks, 
Pit tent him to the Quick; if he but blench, 
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I know my Courfe. The Spirit that I have feen, 


May be the Devil, and the Devil hath Power 
‘T’aflume a pleafing Shape, yea, and perhaps é 
Out 
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Out of my Weaknefs, and my Melancholys 

As he is very Potent with fuch Spirits, 

Abufes me to damn me, Vl] have Grounds 

More relative than this: The Play’s the thing, 

Wherein Pll catch the Confcience of the King. | Exite 


~ 
~“ 


ae pea aioe o™ 


ac Fouts GENS 7 
SCEN E The Palace. 


Enter King, Queen, Polonits, Ophelia, Rofeneraus, Guil- 
denftern and Lords. - 
King. A, ND can you by no drift of Circumftance 
Get from. him why he puts.on this Confufion, 

Grating fo harfhly all his Days of quiet, | 
With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy? 

Rof. He does confefs he feels himielf diftrated, 
But from what cafe -he will by. no means {peak... 

Guild. Nordows Gnd him forward to be founded, 
But with a crafty Madnels keeps aloof : 
When we would bring him on to fome Confefhon 


Of his true States 
Queen. Did he receive you well ¢ 
Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. ee 
Guild. But with much forcing of his difpofition. .. 
Rof. Niggatd. of Queftion, but of our Demands, 
Moft free in his reply- 
Queen, Did you affay him to any paftime ¢ 
Ro/. Madam,"tt fo fell out, that.certain Players 


We o’er-took on the way 5 of thefe we told him ; 


And there did feem in him a kind.of Joy 
To hear of it: They are about the Gourt, 
And (as I think) they have already: order 
This Night to play before him. 
Pol. * Tis moft true * 
And he befeéeh’d me to intreat your Majcities 
To hear and fee the’ Matter. | 
King. With all my Heart, 
To hear him fo inclin’ds « Good Gentlemen, al ak 
Give him a further Edge; and drive his Purpgfe OB 0: 
To.thefe Delight ti Pe. ara, eet or. 


eae i 
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Rof. We thall, my Lord. [ Exeunt. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too, 
For we have clofely fent for Hamlei hither; 
That he, as *twere by accident, may there : 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father; and my felf; lawful efpials, 
Will fo beftow our felves, that feeing unfeen 
We may of their Encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If't be th’ affli@ion of his Love, or no, 
That thus he fuffers for, | 
Queen, I thall obey you: 
And for your parr, Ophelia, I do with 
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlet’s wildnef& So thall I hope your Virtues 
Will bring him 'to his wonted way again, 
Lo both your Honours, 
Oph. Madam, I with it may: 
__ Pol. Ophelia, Walk you here. Gracious, fo pleafe ye, 
We will beftow our felves: Readon this Book, 
That thew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefs.. We are oft to blame in this, 
’Tis too much prov’d, that with Devotion’s vifage, 
And pious Aion, we do fuger o'er 
The Devil himfelf. 
King. Oh ’tis too true; . 
How {marta lath that Speech doth givemy Contcience? 
The Harlot’s Cheek beautied with plaftring Art 
§ hot more ugly to the thing that helps it, 
Than is my Deed to niy moft painted word, 
Oh bevy korbaad | | 
Pol. I hear him coming, let’s withdraw, my Lord, 
| L Exesne all bus Ophelia, 
| Enter Hamlet. | 
_ Ham. Tobe, or not to be, that is the Queftion ; 
Whether, *tis nobler in the Mind, to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrows of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arms againft a Sea of Troubles, 
And by oppofing end them, To dye, to fleep 
No more ; ‘and by a fleep, to fay we end 
"he Heart-ache, and the thoufand natural < hocks 
That Fleth is Heir to; *tisa Confummarion 
Vou V. Z Devotitly 
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Devoutly, to be wifh’d. To die to Slep-——-——— 
To Sleep, perchance to Dream; ay, there’s the rub----- 
For in that fleep of Death, what Dreams may come; 
‘When we have fhuffled off this mortal Coil; 
Mutt give us paufe. There's the refpect 
That makes Calamity of fo long Life: 
For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of Times 
, The Oppreffors wrong, the poor Man's Contumelys 
| The pangs of defpis'dLove, the Laws delay; 
| The infolence of Office, and the fpurns 
T hat patient merit of the Unworthy takes 
When he himfelf might his Oietus make 
With a bare Bodkin? Who would Fardles beat 
To erunt and fweat under a weary Life, 
But that the dread of fomething after Death, 
_ The undifcover'd Country, f-om whofe Born 
| No Traveller returns, puzzles the Will, 
And makes us xather bear thofe Ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know. not . e 
Thus Confcience does make Cowards of us all, 
| And thus the native Hue of Refolution 
Is ficklied o’er, with the pale caft of Thought ; 
| And Enterprizes of great Pith and Moment, 
With this regard their Currents turn away, 
A:dlofe thename of AGion, Soft you nows... [ Seeing Oph: 
The fair Ophelia 2. Nymph, in thy Oraifons weer 
Be all my. Sins remembred. | 

Oph. Good my Lord, rae 
How does your Honour for this many a Day ¢ 

Hm. Uhumbly thank you; well, well, well 

Oph. My Lord, | have remembrances of yours, 
That J have longed long to re-deliver: 

I pray you now receive them. 

Ham. No, no, Lnever.gave you ought. 

Oph. My honour’d Lord, 1 know right well you did, 
And with them Words of fo {weet Breath compos’ds . 
‘As made the things more Rich : That perfume loft, 

Take thefe again; for to the noble Mind 

Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind. _ = 

There, my Lord. slag a | 
Ham. Hi, ha! ace you honelft ¢ 
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- Oph. My Lord " 
flam. Are you fair? © ae 
Oph, What means your Lordfhip? _ 
Ham. That if yoube honeft'and fair, your Honefty fhould 








admit no Difcourfe to your Beauty. | 
Oph. Could Beauty, my Lord, have’ better Commerce 
than with Honefty 2 
_ 4am. Ay truly; for the power of Beauty, will fooner 
transform Honefty from Whatit is, to a Bawd, thaiithé force 
of Honefty can tranflate Beauty into his likenefs. “This was 
fometimes a Paradox, but now the time gives it proof, I 
id love you once. = 
Oph. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe fo. 
4fam. You thould not have believed me. For Virtue can- 
not fo inoculate our old Stock, but we fhall relith of in, I 
loved you not, 
Oph. I was the more deceived. | 
Ham, Get thee.to a Nunnery, Why wouldf thou be 
abreeder of Sinners 2 I am my felf indifferent honeft, but 
yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were better my 
Mother had not born.me. Iam very proud, revengeful, am- 
bitious, with more Offences at my beck, than Ihave thoughts 
to put them in Imagination, to give them fhape, or time to 
act them in. What thould fuch Fellows as {do crawling 
between Heaven and Earth. We are dirant Knaves all, be- 
lieve none of us———-Go thy ways toa Nunnery —_—_. 
Where’s your Father? 
Oph. At home, my Lord, 3 | 
Ham. Let the Doors be fhut upon him, that he may play 
the Fool no where but in’s own. Houle., Farewel, 
Oph. O help him, you {weet Heav’ns. | 
_, Ham. If thou doft Marry, [ll give thee this Plazue for , 
thyDowry. Bethou as chafte as ice, as pure as Snow, thou \/ 
fhalt not efcape Calamny----Get- thee to a Nannery, Go--= / 
farewel----Or if thon Wilt needs marry, ‘marry a fool; for 
wife Mén know’ well enough, what Monfters you make of 
them--~-To a Nunnery go--statid ‘quickly too. Faréwel, 
Oph. O heav oly Powers lfeftdrPhim. | 
Ham. Whave heard of your praciinig too, well enough. 
God has given you one pace, and you make your {elf an. 
ether: You ligy you ambile, “and you lifp; and Nick-name 
a ez : God’, 
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God's Creaturesjand amakesyour wanranne fs youragnoranct. 
Go, I'll no more ont, 1 hathgmade imeimad. I tayswe will 
have no more Marriages. “Thofe thamare fhatried already, 
aWbwrone thal ives the refit fivdll keep its theysare. 9 bo 
Nunnecryygo. ow, ,tolenel Bee tHamlet. 
Ofb°O ‘wirst anoble Mindas here oerthrown! «oS 
PheCourtiess, Soldicrs, Scholars? Eye, Bongues Swords): 
FR expettincy and Rofe of theair Snare; 1o-yn 


The ish of Fafhion, aodwhe mould of Form, astoc 
Throbdlerv dof alb-oblervers, quite, quise Gown. Hi awe 
T am oft’ Ladies meott epeét-and wretched, scree”? 
The fack'd the Bory of ts Muck -Vows=: fuser 
Nsw fee that Noble and moft Soverrren Raion, o2tst 


Tike tweet Bells prghed eat of Tunes anddaat fli 5'>: 
That wimatch’d Rormesnd Feature of blown Wouthy 21.0 
Bhafed with Exrafie. Oh woe asamweih Fo Ssiciet 7 
T have feen what I heve feen; fee what: fee. 
he Se Byer King anil Polontus. | 

Kine. Love’ his Affections donot that way tend, 
Nor a hé ipake; the’ itlack’d Form 2 littic, 
Was notlike Madnets: There’sfomething imhis Soul, 
Per which his’ Melancholy fits son brood, 
And Dos doubethe hatch, snd the ditclofe 3" 
Will be ‘fome Danger, which ‘how to prevent, ob 


Thave tn Gack Determination 7 bapesw ie 
Thus fetirdown. s'PeThalewith fpeedito bmglana [TTS 
Bay fhe demand GF Gur neptétted Tributes am 
Paply the "Seas and aCcountrics’d i fferents r T54% 
With variable Objects; thallcexpel eh ts \) SABE 
Thicfumerhing fertledematter in his Hearts; ¥stt9 
Wriereon his ‘Brains ftill peating, puts hifethus wihags'o 
Fem ‘fafh ron of emf Whar think youn 't i-secls 

poi. Ye tral] av'well. But yer dod: bebteve ly a 
Th Origin and Gommencement >this Grie! 10 dne> 
Spro frem negl Red Low we nary O hae 
Way resd murcrel! us wKat Lo mler Lard, T's baie tos 
Woe heard ir all. “My agryou ‘Pp! igeglfo. 
Bur if sou hold ix hie aft ays wks 
Letihis*Q:reen Mother rreatl ae: 
To thew tits Griefs; | ound th 
Bnd I'l be piac’d, f in 1 

Of 
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OF all their Conference, If the find him not, 
To Enghand'fend'him 3: or confine him where 
‘Your wifdom beftfhall think,->.. 
oKing, Tefhall bedford) sis4) oN 
Madoels in great Ones miftRotunwatc 


‘d go, | Exennt. 
‘Solis! Bwmrern Hamlet, and pyo or three of the Players. 

Ham, Speak the Speech I pray! yoit}»as I pronounc’d it to 
youtrippingly omthe: Tongue... But ifs youmouth It, aS.ma- 
ny of our Playcrsyday Tchad ‘as lieve! the Town-Crier had 
{poke my Liness»Nor donot faw! the Air too much with 
your Hand thus but ufe ali gently; for inthe very Torrent, 


re 


Tempelt, and, as Ibmay-fay, the whirl-wind of Paffion,you | 
mutt acquire and:beget atemperancethat may give it{moorh- | 


nefs. O it offends me tothe Soul, ‘to fe a-robuftous Per- 
riwig-pated Fellowy tear a Paffion to Fatters,| to very Rags, 
to fplit the: Batsoof)'the Groundlingss; Who (forthe moft 
part) are capable of nothing, but inexplicable dumb Shews, 
and Noife : [could have fuch a Fellow: whipe-for.o’er.doing 
Termagant ; it outeFerods Herod, Pray you avoid it. 

Play. Dwarrant your*Honourz) (3s )) 2 7 

Ham. Be notitod tame citheris bug det your own’ Difcre- 


Pe SUN ee 


tion be yout Putors\ (Sure ithe A&ionto.the Word, the , 


Word to the A@iohsowith this: § pectal-obfervance’s that you 
oer-ftop not the Modify of Natures -fer any thing fo over- 
done, is from thespurpaft of Phiying, whofeend both at the 
firft and now, was and is, to hold-as *ewere the Mirror-up to 
Nature ; tonhew Virtuesherrowh Feature, Scorn her-own JT- 
mage, and the very Age ahd Body-of the times: -his.Form and 
Preflure: Now, this overtdone,.er-come tardy off, tho’ it 
make the Unskilful laugh, scannét but emake: the. Judicious 
grieve: The cenfirre of which:oneynmuft.in your Allowance 
over-fway a whole Thicarre of others: 1 Qh, there be Players 
that I have feen’Play, and heardothers praife, and that high- 
ly, (not to fpeak-ie prophanely)othat neither having the ac- 
cent of Coriftians; nor che gate of Chriftian,-Pagan, or Nor- 
man, hivefo dated and oellowed, that I have thought fome 


of Nature’s fourhe: 1 had: mate Men, and not made them 

well, they imnmeated ninity foxabontiiablye 6) ...2 17 
Play. Thope we! ‘orm’d thatindifferect!y with us, Sir, 
Ham. O refor: together. And Jet -thofe that! play 

your Clownsgifp nore than isfet down for tiem, : Ror 
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God's Creaturesjand amakecyour wanronnefS yourignorance. 
Go, I'll no more on't, it hathfmade iimemac. Ifayywe will 
have no more Marriages. Thofe thawlare! fhatried already, 
aWebutidne fhalbives the eft fivall keepoas they: are.'soboya 
Nunnery) go. cnet { Bxie Hamlet. 
) Opb"Oowhat a noble Minds hereso’er-thrown! | 
Phe Céuitiers; Soldiers, Scholats'! Eye; ‘Fongues Swords:< 
Fh expectancy and Roofeof sthefair Spare, lo Wn 
The elas of Fafhion, dod:the mould of} Form, 
_Thtoblerv'd'of all obfervers; quite, qu itedowns 
| Pumof Ladies moft-dejeét-and wretched, 
That fick’d the Hony of his Mufick:Vows=: 
Now fee that Noble and moft Sovereign Reatott; 
Like fweet Bells jarigledoout of: Tunes andvhat fli 3h: 
Thit udmatch’d: Bormeand Feature of blown ¥outh, 
Blafted with Bxrafie< Ob woe as me h > 
T° have feen what P have feen 3 feeow hati: fee. 
ei) “Enter King and Polovtus. 
King. Love! his Affections do not that way tend, 
Nor what he tpake; tho’ 1¢ lack’d Form a little, 
Wras not like Madnefss Fhere’s fomething in his Soul, 
Over which his'Melancholy fits :on brood, 
AndPds doube the hatch; and the difclofe 
Will be fome Danger, which how foprevents 
T hive ty qaick Determination 4 haseésw' cs 
Thus fet down. Elethallywith fpeedito England > 91% 
Bor the demand 6f our riegheéted Tributes. he ,secm 
Haply the’Seas and Countrics different, yrntssS 
With variable Objects, thal expel 
Thisfermeching fertled matter in his Heart’; 
Whereort his Brains fill beating; puts him:-thus 
Fiend fafhion of- Limfelf © What think youon’t?) 
Pol. Lethal do'well. ° But yetdod: believe 
The Orieia and Commencement of this Grief: 
Spruie from negleaed' Lover” How nows Opheliass « 
Yauneed not cetlus what Lord Hamletfaid, 
We heard it all.° My Lord, do as you preafey you 
But. if you hold it fitvafter therPlays 
Let his‘Queen Mother all alone intreat him 
To thew his Griefs ; tether besroundwithchim § 
And I'll be plac’d, fo pleafe yous in the Ear 
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CRANGOLE DLS | 3 
OF all their Conference, If the find him not, 
To Enthand fend) him 3) or confine him where 
‘Your wifdom beftifrall think... 
viking, Iti fhalt bedor 4: q HUE 
Madnels in great Ones -miftfotunwatch'd 70) [| Exeunt. 
ins) Bwter Hamlet, and pvo or three of the Players. 

Ham, Speak the Speech I pray! yoit,:as 1 pronounc’d. it to 
you trippingly onthe: Tongue. «Bur ifs youmouth It, a5.ma- 
ny of our Playcrsyday Tchad ‘as lievethe Town-Crier had 
{poke my Lines:s»"Nor donot faw! the Air too much with 
your Hand thus) but ufe ali gently; for in the very Torrent, 


Tempelt, and, as Imay-fay, the whirlwind of Paffionyyou | 


—— 


mutt acquire andsbeget aterhperancethat may piveit{moorh- | 


nefs. ©O it offends me tothe Soul, ‘to. fe a’robuftous Per- 
riwig-pated Fellowyitear a Paffion to Tatters;' to very Rags, 
to fplit the: Batscof)\the Groundlingss: Who (forthe moft 
Part) are capable of nothing, but dnexplicable dum) Shews, 
and Noife : Icould have fuch a Fellow: whipt-for.o’er.doing 
Termagant ; it out Flerods Herod, Pray you avoid it. 

Play. Dwarrant your*Honour: | 

fam. Be notitod tam2 ricither'pi but det your own Difcre- 


tion be your Putors\'Sute ithe A@ion to-the Word, the , 
Word to the A@iohpowith this: ( pectal-obfervance’s that you | 


i Re A tas! 


oer-ftop not the Modifty of Nature; -fer any thing faover- | 


done, is from thespurpoft of Playing, whoferend both at the 
firft and now, was and Is, to hold:as°*ewere the Mirror_up to 
nature ; tomhew Virtue hersown Reatare, Scorn her own I- 
mage, and the ver~Age ahd Body-of, the time, his.Form and 
Preflure; Now, thisiovertdone,or.come tardy off, tho’ it 
make the Unskilful laugh, scanndt but emake: the. Judicious 
grieve: The cenfaredot whichoneamuft in your Allowance 
over-{way a whole Thicatre of others: 1Qh, there be Players 


that I have feen Playy and heardothers praife, and that high. . 


ly, (not to {peak-it prophanely): that neither having the ac- 
cent of Cariftians; ‘nor the gate of, Chriftian,-Pagan, or Nor- 
many havefo ftracred and bellowed, thatE have thought fome 
of Nature's Jourhey-men had made Men, and not made the 
well, they imitated ddumuinity fo aboniviablys +) bo.32 2 
Play. Thove we have refortn’d thar indifferently with us, Sir. 
Ham. O reform atialtogerher, And: let thofe that: pla 
your Clowns:4peskeondmore-than is fet downfor tem, | For 
. | sei4 IS Fil Z 4 4%: th Me 


_ > . 
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there be of them,,that-will of themfelves laugh,..to. fet oa 
fome quantity of barren Spectators. to laugh too, though» in 
the mean time, fome neceflary queftion.of the Play be then 
tobe. confidered ; that’s Villanous, and fhews,a molt pitiful 
Ambition in the Fool that. ufes.it.. .Go,make, you ready, 
[ Exeunt Players. 
Enter Polonius,-Rofeneraus; and Guildenttern, 
How now, my Lord¢ ' | 
.Willthe King hear this-piece of Work 2 
Pol. And the Queen too, and that-prefently. 
Ham. Bid the Players make hafte. [Exit Polonius. 
Will you two-help.to, haften them ¢ A 
Both. We wiil, my. Lord. [ Exeunt. 
| Exter Horatioe: « 
Ham. What ho, Horatio¢ 8 
Hor. Heres Lweet Lord, at your Service. 
Ham. Horatio, chow art, cen as judt a Man, 
As eer my Converfation coap’d withal. .. 
Hor. O my deat.Lord 
_4s< Blam. Nay, donot think 1 flatter ¢ 
For what Advancement may. I hope from thee, 
»,That noRevenue haft, -but thy, good Spirits 
To feed and cloath thee. Why thouldthe poor be flatter'd? 
No, let the candied’ Tongue lick, abfurd, Pomp, 
And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee,, 
Where thrift may follow feigning. Doft thou hear? 
Since my dear Soul was Miftrefs of her Choice, 
And could of Men diftinguith, her Election. 
Hath feal’d thee for her felf, For thou halt been 
As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing. 
A. Man that Fortune’s buffets and rewards 
Hath ta’en with equal Thanks. And bleft are thofe, 
Whofe Blood and Judgment are fo: well, co-mingled, 
That.they are not aPipe for Fortune's Finger, 
To found what ftep.the pleafe. . Giveme that Man, 
That is not Paffion’s Slave, and I will wear him 
In my Heart’s Core: -Ays inmy Heart of Heart, 
As Ldothe,. Something too much of this. 
There isa Play to Night before the King, 
One Scene of it comes near the Cireumftance. 
Which I haye told.shees of my Father's Death. 
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“I prethee, when thou feeft thar AG@ a-foor, 

Even with the very Comment of thy Soul 

Obferve mine Uiicle: If his occulted euilt 

Do not it felf unkennel in one Speéchy 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feen: 

And my Imaginations are as foul | 

As Vulcan’s Styth, Give him heedful note, 

For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face; 

And after we will both our Judgments join,’ 

To cenfure of ‘his’ feeming, 

+ For. Well, my Lord: | 

If he ftcal ought the whilft this Play is playing, 

‘And {cape deteGing, I will pay the’ Theft, 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofeneraus, Guilden- 
ftern, and other Lords Attendant; with his Guard carrying 
Torches. Danifh Afarch. » Sound a Flouri fh. 
fam. They are coming to the Play; 1 mutt be idle. 

Get you a Place, 

King. How fares my Coufin Hamlt ? 
fam. Excellent i*faith, of the Caniélion’s Dith » Téatthe 
Air, promifeteramini’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. >" 
King. I have nothing with this Anfwer Hamlet, -thefle 
Words are not mine. e peerer Ty 3351 
fam, No, nor mine, now, my Lotd> You plaid once ith’ 

Univerfity, you fy 2 [To Polonius. 
Pol. That I did, my Lord, and was accounted”a>¢ood 

Ador, ‘ 
Ham. And whatdid you ena&®?> 
Pol. I did ena@ Fulins Cefar, I was kilta vrh’ Capitol : 

Brutus kill’d me,'’ | RESTS TS S 
Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill fo Capital a Calf 

there. « Be the Players ready’? | 
Rof. “Ay, my Lord, they ftay upon your ‘patierice, 
Queen. Come hither, my good Harslet, fit*by me. 
Ham, No, good Mother, here’s Mettle more attractive. 
Pol. Oltho, do you mark that? 

Flam. Lady, fhallFlye in your Lap2 | Lying ‘down at O- 
Oph. No, my Eord. | | phelia’s’Feer. 
Ham, Imean, my Head upon your Lap 2 
Oph. Ay, my Lordy 
Ham, Do you think IT meant Country Matters? 

Z 4 Oph 
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Oph. L think nothing,. my Lord, 

Ham. Thar’s.a fair thought tolyebet ween MaidisLegs, 
Oph. Whatis, my Lord? Oe rer. 
Ham, Nothing, 

Oph. Yoware, merry,omy -Lord 
Ham. Whol? 

Oph. Ay, my Lord. 


- 


Ham. Oh God, your, only. Jig-makersawhat fhould aMan 
do, but be merryy, ..ForJook: you-how, chearfully,-my.Mo- 
ther looks, atrd.my- Father dy’d within’s, two hours. 

Oph, Nay,’tis twice two Monthsycmy Lord, ie bad 

Ham. Solmg?. Nay then let. the Deyalwearblack; forPH 
have a Suit.of Sables.,..Oh Heav’ns! dyetwo Montiis -ago; 
and not forgotten yet? then-there’s, hope, a.great-Man’s:Mes 
mory may out-live his Life -half,a.Year + But-by’r-ladys he 
muft build Churches.then.5. or elfe-fhali.he (uffer nor, thinks 
ing on, wita the Hobby-horfes whole, Epitaph. is, foro, 
far. o, the Habby-rhorfe is forgote pac 9) mor se 


! 
| 


Hi 
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Hauthoys play... The dumb Shew enters. 5... 
Enter 4 King and, Queen, very lovingly; the Queen embracing 
him. She kneels; and. makes foew of .Proteftation. unto.bim. 
He takes ber up,.and declines bis Head upow ber Neck, Lays 
him down upon # Bank of -Flawers., She seeing him, aplecp, 
leaves him....«<4non comes in A, Fellow, takes: off bis Crown, 
hiffes it, and pours Poifonin the Kings Ears, and, Exitt. 
The Quecs returnsy finds the. King dead, andmakes palionate 
Attion. The Poifoner, with fome twa or-three Md ntes.comein 
again, feening to lament with her... The dead Body.iscarried 
away: The Poifoner woes the Queen with Gifts, {be {ecues, loth 

ana unwiling a while, but in the end.accepts his Loves «\.;, 
| “ a LExeunt. 

Oph. What means this,imy.Lord 2 st od no H4 
Ham, Marty this is Miching A4alicho, that: means Mifchief, 
Oph. Beike this, Shew.imports -the Argument ofthePlay 
Ham. We fhall know. by thefe Fellows: The-Playetsscan- 

nct keep ccunfel, they’lhtell ally ym ile 1. baoast A 

Oph. Willthey telus what this Shew:meanttos) oor 4 
Ham.. Ay, or.any, Shew that youdlfhewihim:, Bendt you 

afham’d to thew, he'll not fhame.to-tell:you:what tt: means. 
Oph. You are naught, you are pete l’iimark-the Play. 
3 ; | Enter 
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Enter Prologue. 
For us, and for on Tragedy, 
Here frooping to your Clemency 3 
We beg your hearing patiently, 
Ham. Is thisa Prologue; ‘or the Pofie of aRing? 
Oph. *Tis brief, my Lord. | 
fam. As Woman’s love. ai ae 
iM & “Enter King and Quen 200) 0 ote 
«Kenge Full thirty times hath Phaebx3 Car con town 
Neptune’s {alt Wath, and Tellus Orbed Ground ~ 
And thirty dozen Moons’ with borrowed! fhéen; ° 
About the World ‘have time, twelve thirtiestbeen, 
Since ‘Love our Hearts, arid Hymen did‘our Hands’ 
Unite commutual; énimolt facred’ Bandy 2902.0 
°" Queen, So many Journeys may the Sun and:-Moon®* » 
Make’ us again count ‘o'er, e’er love be done.) be fae 
Butowoe is me," yow arefo fick of hte, 1O.gN 
So far from Cheer, and froni ‘your former State, 
That I difturft you ; yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort'you, my ‘Lord, it nothing. muff. 
For Womens Feat and Love; hold: quantiry) 
In‘neither ought, ‘or ih extremity 3°" « ‘ wage: Gee 
‘Now what my Love's} proof lath madé you know, °° 
‘And*as ‘my: Love ‘is-fix'd, my Fear is‘fo." °°" So 
King. Faith I mift leave thee, Love, and fhortly too ; Aa 
My operant Powers my *Fundtions leave to dds LA 
And thow fhale live in this fair world behind, | 
Hotiour’d, ‘belov’d, and haply, one as kind ° 
For Husband fhalt thou wi 
“ Oneen. Oh confound the reft f° > a hs 
Such Love muff needs bé Treafon in my Brett” 
In fecond Husband let me be accurft, eh rane 
None wed the fecond, butwho kill’d the Giri v4 day) 
3 Blam. Wormwood; ‘Wormwood, 20) yrs ant 
-  Omeens The inftancesthat fecond Marriagemove, °° 
Are:bafe refpects of Thrift, ‘but ‘none'of Love, 
A fecond times I kill my Husbatid'dead, 
When fecond: Husband kiffesmé if Bed, (2° " | 
, King I dobelieve your Think what now you {peak; 
But-what we do dérerhinepoft we break 2. 
‘Purpofe is:but the Slave to’ Memaryy"" 
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Of violent Birth, but poor validity : 

Which now like Fruit unripe fticks on the Tree, 

But fall unfhoken, when they mellow be. 

Moft neceffary ’tis that we forget 

To pay our felves, what to our felves 1s Dett : 

Whnut to our felves in Paffion we propofes 

The Paffion ending, doth the purpofe Jofe 

The Violence of either Grief or Joy, 

Their own enaGors with themfelves deftroy : 

Where Joy moft revels, Grief doth moft lament ; 

Gref joys, Joy grieves on flender accident. 

This World is not for aye, nor *tis not ftrange 

T hat even ourLoves fhould with our Fortunes changes 

For tis a Queftion left us yet to prove, 

Whether Love lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love. 

The great Man down, you mark his ‘favourite flies, _ 

The poor advane’d makes Friends of Enemies : 

And hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, fhall never lack a Friend ; 

And who in Want a hollow Friend doth try, 

Dire@ly feafons him his Enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun; 

Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary tun, 

That our Devices ftill are overthrown, 

®ur Thoughts are ours, their Endstoneof our Owtl- 

So think thou wilt no fecond Husband wed, | 

But die thy Thoughts, when thy firft Lord isdead. 
Queex. Nor Earth to give me Food, ‘nor Heav’n Light, 

Sport and repofe lock from me Day and Night ; 

Each oppofite that blanks the Face of Joy, 

Meet what I would have'well, and it deitroy, 

But here, and hence, purfue me lafting “Strife, 

If once a Widow, ever T be Wife. 
Ham. Vf the thould break it now. | else 
King. °Tis deeply fworn ; fweet, leave me here’a while, | 

My Spirits grow dull, and fain would beguile 

The tedious Day-with fleep. | 


Queen, Sleep rock thy Brain, [ Sleeps. 
And never come mifchance between us twain, [ Exit. 


Ham, Madam, how like’you'the Play ¢ . 
: Queen. 
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Queen. The Lady protefts too much, methinks. 
Ham, Oh but the’ll keep her word. . 
King. Have you heard the Argument, is there no.Of. 
fence in’t ? ; 
Ham. No, no, they do but jeft, poifon in jeft, no Of- 
fence i’th’ World. ; 
King. What do you call the Play 2 
Ham. The Moule-trap ; Marry how 2 Tropically. This 
Play is the Image of a Murther done in Vienna; Gounzago 
1s the Duke’s Name, his, Wife Bapri/fa ; you fhail feeanon, 
‘tis. a Knavith piece of Work; but what o’ that 2° Your 
Majefty, and we that have free Souls,. it touches.us Not ; 
let the gall’d Jade winch, our withers are unwrung. 
Enter Lucianus. | 
This is one Lucianus,. Nephew to the King, 
Oph. You are a good Chorus, my Lord. 
41am. 1 could interpret between you and your Love ; 
If I could fee the Puppets dallying, 
Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen, | 
am. It would. coft you. a groaning, to take off my 
Edge. a. . a ati : 
Oph. Still worfe and worfe, 
fam. So you miftake Husbands. ee 
Begin Murther. Pox, leave thy damnable Faces, and begin. 
Come, the croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge.  « 
Luc. Thoughts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit, and Time 
apreeing ; , | 
Confederate Seafon, elfe no Creature fecing: 
Thou Mixture ranks of Midnight-Wceds colle&ed, 
With Hecare's Bane, -thrice blafted, thrice infected, 
The natural Magick, and dire property, 
On wholfome Life, ufurp immediately... . 
woe se [Pours the Poifon in.his Ears, 
fam. He poyfons him i’th’ Garden for’s Eftate ;. his 


Name's, Gonzagos the Story is extant, and. writ in choice 


Italian. Yousfhall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the 
Love of Gonxago’s Wife. | 
Oph. The King rifes, : 
Ham. What,, frighted with falfe. Fire 2 
Qseen, How fares my.Lord 2 | 
. | ; Pal, 
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Pol. Give oer the Play. 

King. Give me fome Lights Away. wench 

All, Lights, Lights, Lights. oY [WE veéune, 

Manent Hamletand Horatio. « ibe 7 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deer go: rag ¥ ansk 

The ‘Heart ungalled play : | 
For fome muft watch, whilft fome mutt fleep ? 
So runs the World away. 
Would not this, Str; and.a Foreft of Fcadierks if the reft 
of my Fortunes turn 7Zzr> with me ; with two Proviticial 
Rofes on my rac’d Shooes, get mea Eellow fhip In a = of 
Players, Sire 
Hor. Half a Share: 
Ham. A whole:one I. 
For thou doft know, oh» Damon dears 
This Realm difmantled was 
Of Fove himfelf, and now. reigns here. 
A very very Pajock. 

Hor. You might have. Rim’d. 

Ham. Oh good Horatio, Vil take the Ghott’s adr Toe 4 
thoufand Pounds. Didft perceive 2 

Hor. Very well, my Lord. 

Ham. Unonthe Talk of the Poifoning 2 

Hor. I did very: weil note him. 

Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenttern, 

Ham. Oh, ha! come fome Mufick. Comethe Recorders 
For if the King like not: the Comedy ; 
Why then belike he likes it not:perdy. 
Come, fome Mufick. 

Guild. Good my Lord, vouclifafe mea word with yous 

Ham. Sir, a whole Hiftory. 

Guild, The King, Sir 

Ham. Ay Sit, what of him ? 

Guild. 1s in: hiseretirement, marvellous diftemper: ds — 

Ham. With Drink, Sir ? | | 

Guild, No, my Lord, rather with: Gholer. 

Ham. Your Wifdom fhould thew it felf morerich to-figs 
nifie this to. his Door ; for me toput hinvtochis: Purgationy 
would perhaps plunge him into far-more»Choler.:» 

Guild... Good my: Lord, put<your, Difcourfe into: fome 


Frame, and ftare: not fo ee from my Affari smad 093 3 





~ 











aS 
TY 


Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 242 t 


Ham. Tam tame, Sir; pronounce, 

‘Guild, The Queen your Mother, in\moft great afli@ion 
of Spirit, hath fent me to-you! : 

Ham, You ‘are welcome. ae nk} 

Guild. Nay, good my Lord, this Courtefie:isinot of the 
right breed. fit: fhallopleafé you tommakéime a whol= 
fom Anfwer, I will do your Mother's: Commandment ; if 
not, your Pardon, and: my: return fhall be:the end of my 
Bufinefs. ce s1SN 2 sao 
‘0 Ham. Siry Tocannot.: : n% 

Guild, What, my Lord? . 

fam, Make you a wholfome Anfwer:s «my Wit’s difeas'd. 
But, Sir, fuch Anfwers as I can’ make; you {hall com- 
mand ; or rather you fayymy Mother «ses thereforeno 





more but to the matter ——my Mothet, you fay +s 
Ref. Then thus the fays;~your Behaviour hath: {truck 
her into amazement, and admiration. > we 
: Ham. Oh wonderful Son, that can fo aftonith a Mother. 
Buc iissthere no: fequel at the Heels: of this-Mother-admi- 
ration? . : paid OS DLs his Osi: 
Rof: She defires to {peak with you in her-Clofet c’er you 
£0 to Bed, RaiHOHOe ssh ‘F 902 0b 
Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother: 


“+ 





Have you any-further Trade with» us@® «s: 
Rofo. My Lord, you once ‘did love mes \ et Ove 
fam. So I do ttill; ‘by thefe pickers and ftealérss’s 9) <0 
Rof. Good my Lord, what is your ‘Caufe‘af Diftemper? 

You do frecly bar the Door of your own Liberty, if-:you 

deny your Griefs to your Friend, (m Bodo ust 
Ham. Sir, Tack Advancement, +forw We veeld 
Rof. How can that be, when-you: have the Véice-of the 

King himfelf, for your Sucéefion in Denmark # ~ ee ©. 

Ham Ay, but while-the Grafs grows! the Proverb\is 

fome:hing mufty. 2 Aang mak 

Enter one with a-Recorder.. #3 

O the Recorders; letme fer-dne:' To withdraw with you——. 

why: do you gorabout toqrecover the: Wind of me, as if you: 

would drive mednto@roik? © gale 2q HO’ 
Guild.O>omy Lord if my Duty: be too bold, my Love 

is too unmannetlyé yoy mow vib on 37 tsi? 
“fam. 1 do not well underftand that. Will you play upon 
this Pipe 3 Guild, 
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Guild. My Lord, 1 cannot. Pel 
Ham. | pray you. : 
Guild; Believe me, I cannots 
Ham. I do befeech you. | 
Guild, 1 know no touch of it; my Lord. 
Ham, ’Tis as eafie as lying ; govern thefe Ventiges with 
out Finger and Thumb, give it Breath with your Mouth; 
and it will difcourfe moft excellent Mufick. 
Look you, thefe are the ftops. . 2 a 
Guild. But thefe cannot I;command to any utterance of 
Harmony, I have not the Skill. aghi 
Ham. Why look you now, how uhworthy a thing you 
inake of me; you would play upon me, you would feem 
to know my ftops} you would pluck out the Heart of my 
Myttery, you would found me from my loweft Note, to the 
top of my Compals, and there is much Mufick, excéllent 
Voice, inthis little Organ, yeteantot you make it:° Why. 
do you thiok, that’ IT am eafier to. be plaid*on than a Pipe Q 
Call me what Inftrument you will} though’ you can‘fret me; 
you cannot play upon'me. God blefS you, Sire eA 
Exter Polonius. lee 7 
Pol. My Lord; the Queen would fpeak with you; “and 
prefently. ges: fe 
Ham. Do you fee that Cloud, that’s almoft if fhape like 
a Camel ? | Fos 
Pol. By th’ Mafs, and it’s like a Camel indeed. 
Ham. Methinks it is like a Wezel. 
Pol. It is'back’d like a Wezel. 
Ham. Or like a Whale 2 Sa 
Pol. Very like a Whale, oie Rica ene ooo BL § ‘ 
Ham. Then will-T come to my Mother by‘aid’by 9° ; 
They fool me to the top of my Bent. ars 20S 
I will come by and by. ety | 
Pol. I will fay fo. ; (Exit. 
_ Ham, By andby is eafily fiid. Leave me, friends :| Exe. 
‘Tis now the very witching time of Night, | 
When Church-yards yawn, and Hell it felf breaths out 
Contagion to this World. Now could I drink hot Blood, 
And do fuck bitter Bufinef$ as the Day 
Would quake’ to look on. “Soft, now to'my. Mother —— 


*, Be 


, 
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Oh Heart, lofe.not thy Nature ;. let not ever 
The Soul of Were enter this frm Bofom ; 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural, 
I will {peak Daggers to her, but ufe none. 
My Tongue and Soul in. this be Hypocrites ; 
How.in.my words fomever fhe be fhenr, . 
To give them Seals, never my Soul confent. | Exit, 
Enter King, Rofeneraus, and Guildenftern. 
Keng: I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us, 
To det his Madnefs range. Therefore prepare you; 
T your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, 
And he to England fhall.along with you, 
The Terms of our Eftate.may not endure 
Haz itd fo dangerous, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his Lunacies, | 
Guild. We will our felyes provide ; 
Mott holy and religious Fear it is, 
To keep thofe many Bodies fafe, that live 
And feed upon, your. Majefty. 
Rof: The fingle. and. peculiar Life is bound 
With all the Strength and Armour of the Mind, 
To keep it felf from noyance ;. but much more, 
That Spirit, upon whofe Spirit depends and refts 
The Lives of many ;. the ,ceafe of Majetty 
Dies not alone; but like a Gulf doth draw 
What’s near it» with it; it is 3 mafly Wheel 
Fixt on the Summit of the hichef Mount, 
‘To whofe huge Spoaks, ten thoufand leffer things 
Are mortiz’d and adjoin’d ; which when it falls, . 
Each {mall annexment, petty confequence 
Attends the boiftrous Ruin. Never alone 
Did the King figh, but with a general. groan. 
King. Arm you, I pray you, tothis {peedy Voyage; 
For we will Fetters put upon this Fear; 
hich now goes too free-footed. _ 
Both. We will hafte us, [Exeaut Gent. 
Enter Polonius, 
_ Pol. My Lord, he’s going to his Mother’s Clofet ; 
Behind the Arras V'll convey my {elf 
To hear the Procefs.. F'll warrant the'll tax him home, 
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And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 
'Tis meet that fome more Audience than 4 Mother, 
Since Nature makes them partial, fhould o’er-hear 
The Speech of Vantage. Fare you well, my Liege; 
I'll call upon you eer you go to bed, 
And tell you what ‘I know. 

King. Thanks, dear my Lord. 
Oh my Offence is rank, it fmells to Heav'n3 
It hath the primal eldeft curfe upont ; 
A Brothér’s Mufther. Pray I cannot, 
Though Inclination be as fharp as Will - 
My ftronger Guilt defeats my ftrong Intent, 
And like a Manto double Bufinefs bound, 
I ftand in pawfe where I fhall firft begin, 
And both neglect ; what if this curfed Hand 
Were thicker than it felf with Brother’s Blood; 
Is there not Rain enough in the fweet Heav’ns 
To wath it white as Snow 2’ whereto ferves Mercy? 
But to confront the vifage of Offence = 
And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold Force, 
To be fore-ftalled e’er we come to fall, 
Or pardon’d beiig down ? Then I'll look tip, ib 
My Fault is paft. But oh, what Form of Prayer’ 
Can ferve my turn? Forgive me my foul Murther, 
That cannot be, fince I ath {till poffett 
OF thofe Effeéts for which I did the Murther, 
My Crown, mine own Ambition, and my Queens 
May one be pardon’d, and retain th’offence 7 
In the corrupted Currents of this World, 
Offences gilded Hatid may thove by Juftice, 
And oft ’tis feen, the wicked prize it {elf 
Buys out the Law ; but tis not fo above, 
There is no fhuffling, there the Action lyes 
In his true Nature, afd we our felves compell’d 
Even tothe Teeth and Fore-head of our Faults; 
To give in Evidence. What then 2? what refts 2 
Try what. Repentance can, What can it not ¢ 
Yer what ca ir, when one cannot repent § 
Oh wretched State! oh Bofom, black 4s Death ! 
Oh limed Soul, that ftrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag’d ! Help Angels, make affay : 


| Exits 


Bow 





Withdraw, [hear him coming. 
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Bow ftubborn Knees,: and Heart with {trings of Steel, 
Be foft as finews of the new-born Babe, 
All may be well, _., |The King kneels, 
Enter Hamlet. . ’ 

Ham. Now might Ido it par; now he 1s praying, 
And ‘now Til do’t and fo he goestoHeay'n; 
And foam I reveng’d: that would be fcann’d,——. . 
A Villain kills my Father, and for that 
I hisfole Son, do this fame Villain fend Rp 5 
To Heav’n O this isHire and Sallery, not Revenge. 
He took my Father grofsly, full of bread, 
With all his Crimes broad blown, as freth as Muy, 
And how his Audit ftands; who knows, fave Heav’n : 
Butin our circumftance and courfe of Thoughr; 
‘Tis heavy with him. And am I then reveng'd, 
To take him in the purging of his Soul, 
When lic is fit and feafon’d for his Paffage? No: 
Up Sword, and know thou a more horrid time 
When he is drunk aflcep, or in his rage, 
Or in th’ inceftuous pleafure of his Bed; | 
At gaming, {wearing, or about fome a 
That has no relifh of Salvation a ae 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at Heav’n, 
And that his Sou! may be as damn’d and black 
As Hell, whercto it goes. My Mother ftays, 








This Phyfick but prolongs thy ‘fickly days, Exit: 
King. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below, 
Words, without thoughts, never to Heay’n gO, [ Exit, 


SC EN Evll. The Queen's Apartment. ~ 
Enter Queen, and Polonius. | 
Pol, He will come ftraight; look you lay home to him, 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath fcreen’d, and ftood between 
Much heat and him, Til filence me e’en here: 
Pray you be round with him. | 
| Ham, within, Mother, Mother, Mother. 
Oucen. V)-warrant you, fear me not. 2th. 
. | Polonius hides himfelf bchind the Arras. 
Aa Enter 
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~ Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, Mothier, what’s the Matter ¢ 
Quecm Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offended, 
Ham. Mother, you have my Father much offended. 
Queen. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 
Ham. Go, go, you queftion with an idle tongue. 
Queen. Why how now, Hamlet? 
Ham. What's the matter now ¢ 
Queen. Have you forgot me ¢ 
Ham. No, by the Rood, not fo; 
You are the Queen, your Husband’s Brother’s Wife, 
But would youwerenot fo. You are my» Mother. 
Queen. Nay, then Vil fet thofe to you that can {peaks ) 
Zum. Come, come, and fit you down,’ you ‘fhall not 
budge : | 
You go not “till I fet you upa Glafs, 
Where you may fee the inmoit part of you? 
Oueen, What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther meé 


Help, help, ho. 


Pol, What ho, help, help, help: [ Behind the Arras. 
Ham. How now, a Rat? dead for a Ducate, dead. 
Pol. Oh I am fain. | Kills Polonius: 


Queen, Oh me, what haft thou done? 
Ham. Nay Uknow not, is it the King? | 
Queen. Oh, what'a rath and bloody deed is this! 
Ham. A bloody deed, almoft as bad, good Mother; 
As kill a King, and marry with his Brother. 
Queen. As kil'd a King? ° 
Ham. Ay Lady, ‘twas my word. 
Thou wretched, rath, intruding Fool, farewel, 
I took thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Thou find'ft to be too bufie, is fome danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands, peace; fit you downs 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuff; 
If damned Cuftom have not braz’d it fo, 
That itis proof and bulwark againft Senfe. ) 
Queen. What have I dones that thou dar’ft wag thy tongué 
In noile fo rude againft me$ 
Ham, Such an Ad, 
That blurs the Gra¢e and blofh of Modelty, 


Calls 
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Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the fair Fore-head of an innocent love; 
And makes a blifter there; makes Marriage vows 
As falfe as Dicers Oaths, -O fuch a Deed, 
As from-the Body of contra@ion plucks 
The very Soul, and {weet Religion makes 
A rhapfody of words. Heav’n’s Face doth glow; 
Yea, this folidity and compound mafs, 
With triftful vifage as againft the doom, 
Is thought-fick at the a@, 
, Queen. Ay me, what a@, : 
That roars fo loud, and thunders in the Index? 
lam. Look here upon this PiGtures and on this, “th 
The counterfeit prefentment of two Brothers: 
See what a Grace was feated on his Brow, 
fyperion’s Curles, the front of Fove himfelf, 
An Eye like AZars, to threaten or command, 
A Station like the Herald Mercury 
Now lighted ona Heav'n kiffing Hill; 
A Combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every God did feem to fet his Seal, 
To give the World affurance of a Man. | 
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows; 
Fere is your Husband, like a Mildew’d Ear, 
Blafting his wholefome Brother, Have you Eyes? 
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this Moore? Ha! have you Eyes? 
You cannot call it Love; for ar your Age, 
The hey-day in the, Blood. is tame, it’s humble, 
And waits upon the judement: and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this?’ What Devil was't, 
That thus hath cozen’d you at Hoodman-blind2 
O Shame! where isthy. blush? Rebellious Hell, 
If thou canft mutiny ina Matron’s Bones, 
To flaming youth, let Virtue be as Wax, 
And melt in her own fire; - Proclaim no fhame, 
When the compulfive Ardure gives the charge, 
Since Froft it felf as-a@ively doth burn, 
As Reafon panders Will, 
Queen. O Hamlet, {peak no more, 


Thou turn’ft mine Eyes into my very. Soul, 
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And there I feefuca. black and grained {pots, 
As will not leave their Tin. 

Ham. Nay, butto.live 
In the rank {weat of an inceftuous Bed, 
Stew’d in Corrupticn ;, honying and making love 
Over the nafty Sry. 

Queen. Oh {peak to me, no more, 
Thefe words hke Daggers enter in mine Ears. 
No more, [weet iamelet. 

Ham. A Murdeer, and a Villain! 
A Slave, that 43 net twentieth part, the rythe 
Of your preceden! Lord... A vice of ‘Kings, 
A Cutpurfe of the Empire and the Rule. 
That froma fhelf, the precious Diadem  ftale, 
And put it in his Pocker, 

Oueen. No more, 

Enter, Ghoft. re 

Ham. A Wing of, fireds and patehcs——— | i 
Sive me! and hover o’er,me with your Wings — [Starting #p. 
You Heavenly, Guards! What would you, gracious figure? 

Oueen. Alas hes mad. 

Ham. Do younot come your tardy Son ‘to chides 
Thit laps’d.in ‘bing and:Paffion, les gob 
Th’ importing aCtiing of .your dread: command? Oh fay, 

Ghoft. Do not forget: this. Vifitation J 
Ts but to whet thy almoft, blunted purpofe. 
But look! Amaz:ment onthy Mother fits ; 
O ftep between her, and her fighting Soul, 
Conceit in weakdt Bodies, ftrongeft works. 
Speak to her, Avmlet, 

Ham. How & it with you, Lady? 

Queen. Alas, how ist with you? 
That thus youjthend your Eye on vacancy, 
And with the Corporal. Air do hold difcourfes 
Forth at your Eyes,: your Spirits wildly peep, 
And as the fleeping Soldiers in th’ Alarm, 
Your Bedded Hairs, like life:in Excrements, 
Start up, and dtind.an end. .O gentle Sons 
Upon the heat ind flame of thy Diftemper 


Sprinkle coo] Paience.. «Whereon.do you look? otter 1. 
Ham. Onhia! on him! ++ look -you how pale heglares ! 
iy His 
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His form and caufe conjoin’d, preachirg to Stones, 

Would make them capable. Do not look upon me, 

Left with this.pitious ation you convert 

My ftern effe@s; then what f have do, 

Will want true colour; ‘tears perchance for blood, 

Oueen. To whom do you {peak this? * 

Lam. Do you {ce nothing there? (Pointing to the Gho/t, 
Queen Nothing at all, yee all chat isE fee. 

ffam. Nor did you nothing hear 2” 

Queen. No, nothing but dur felves, 

am. Why look you there! look how it fica's away | 

My Father in his habit; as he lived, 

Look where he goes even now out at the Portal. [ Exit. 
Queen, This is the very Coinage of your brain, 

This bodilefs Creation ecftafie is very cunning in, 

am, Ectltafie 2 

My Pulfe, as yours, doth temperatdy keep time, 

And makes as healthful Mufick, ft is not madnefs 

Phat T have, utrered: bring me to the Teft 

And ¥ the matter will re-word; which madnefs 

Would gambo!l from. Mother, for love of Grace, 

Lay nota flattering Un@ion to your Soul; 

That not your trefpafs, but my madnhefs fpeaks: 

It will but skin and film the Ulcerous place, 

Whilft rank Corruption running all within, 

Infects unfeen, Confefs your {elf to Heav'n, 

Repent what’s pat; avoid what is to come, 

And do not fpread the Compoft on the Weeds, 

To make them ranker? Forgive me this my Virtue, 

For in the fatnefs of thefe purfie tumes, 

Virtue it felf, of Vice muft pardon beg, 

Yea, curb, and wooe, for léave todo him good. ~ 
Queen Oh, Hamlett thowhal cleft my Heart in ‘twain. 
flam. O throw away the worfer part of it, 

And live the purer with the other half. 

Good Night; but gé’not to mine Unele’s Bed, 

Affume a Virtue, if you have it not. 

That Monfter Cuftom; ‘who ‘all Senfe doth cat 

Of Habit’s Devil, is Angel yct in this; 

That to the ufe of AGions fair and good, 

Fe likewife gives 'a Frock or Livery.” 
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That aptly is ptit on’: refrain to Night, 
And that thall lend a kind of eafineis 
To the next Abftinence, the next more eafie; 
For ufe can almoft change the ftamp of Nature 
And mafter the Devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous Potency. Once more, good Night; 
And when you are defirous to be bleft, 
Til bleffing beg of you. For this {ame Lord, | Pointing to Pols - 
¥ do repent: but Heav’n hath pleas’dit fo, omg 
To punifh me with this, and this with me, 
That I muftbe their Scourge and Minifter. 
i will beftow him, and will anfwer-well ~~ 
The deatli 1 gave him; fo again, good Night. 
I muft be cruel, only to be kind; 
Thus bad begins, and worfe remains behind. 
Queen. What fhall I do 2 3 
Ham. Not this by po means that Ibid you do, 
Let the blunt King rempr you again to Bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your check, call you his Moule, 
And let him for a pair of reechy kiffes, 
Or padling in your Neck with his damn'd fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 
That J effentially am not in madnels, 
But mad in craft, *Twere good you let him know, 
For who that’s but’a Queen, fair, fober, wife, 
Would from 4 Paddock, from a Bat, a Gibbe, 
Such dear concernings hide? Who would do fo¢ 
No, indefpight of Senfe and Secrecy, 
Unpeg the Basket on the Houfes top, 
Let the Birds fly, arid like the famous Apes 
To try conclufions, in the Basket creep, 
And break your own Neck down... 
Queen, Bethou affur'd, if words be made of breath, 
‘And breath of Life: I have no Life to breathe © or 
What thou haft faid to me. tg 
Ham. 1 mutt to Exgland, you know that? 
Queen. Alack, I fad forgot; *T is fo'goncluded on. 
_ Ham. This Man fhall fet me packing; 
Ill lug the Guts into the Neighbour Room; 
Mother, good Night. Indeed this. Counfellor 
Tg now moft till, moft fecret, and moft grave, 
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Who was in Life a foolifh prating Knave. 
Come, Sir, to draw toward an end with you. 3 
Good Night, Mother. . [ Exeant Hamlet tugging in Polonius. 





A, Kc Tato Pie nonSe Gaide bx I 
SCENE & Rayal Apartment. 


Enter King and Oncen. 
ing.! 1 ~*Here’s matters in thefe fighs, thefe profound heaves; 
You muft tranflate, ’tis fit we underftand them. 
Where is your Son? 
Queen. Ah, my good Lord, what have I feen to Night? 
King. What, Gertrude? How does, Hamlet ? 
Queen. Mad as the Seas, and Wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier;. in his lawlefs fit 
Behind the Arras, hearing fomething ftir, 
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Kat, a Rats 
And in his brainifh apprehenfion, kills 
The unfeen.good old Mar, 
King. Oh heavy deed! 
It had been fo withus, had we been there: 
His Liberty is full of threats.to all, 
Yo you your felf, to us, to every one; 
Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfwer’d2 ‘ 
Tt will be laid to us, whofe providence 
Should have kept fhort, reftrain'd, and‘out of haunt, 
This mad young Man. But fo much: was our love; 
We would not underftand. what was moft fir, 
But like the Owner of a foul Difeafe, 
To keep it from divulging, Jets it feed — 
Even on the pith of Life, . Where is he gone? 
Queen. To draw apart. the Body he hath kill’d, 
O’er whom-his very Madnefs, like fome Ore 
Among a Mineral of Metals: bafe, 
Shews it felf pure. He weeps for what is done, 
King, Oh Gertrude, come away: 
The Sun no fooner thall the Mountains touch, 
But we will (hip him hence, «and this vile deed, 
We muft, with all-our Majefty. and Skill, 
Both countenance, -and excufe.’ Ho! Guildenftern! 
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Enter Rofeneraus aud: Guildenftern. 
Friends both, ‘go join you with fome fiirther aid + 
Hamlet in tiddtiets hath Polonius flain, 
And trom his Mother’s’Clofer hath he dragp’d him, 
Go feek him our, {peak fair, andbring the° Body 
Into the Chappel. ¥ pray you hafte in thisi! [ Ex: Rof.and Guild. 
Gome, Gertr#de; we'll call up our wifelt Friends, © | 
To let them know both what'we meamto do, 
And what’s untimely done. Oh comeaway; 
My Soul is full of difcord and difmay. | Exeunt. 
Exter Hamlet. ; 
Ham. Safely ftowed. 
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Gentlemen within. Hamlet! Lord Hamlet ! 

Ham. What noife? who calls‘on Hamlet? 
Oh here they come: : 

Enter Rofeneraus and Guildenftern. 

Rof. What have you done, my Lord, with the dead Body 

Ham, Compounded it with daft, whereto *tis kin. 

Rof. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it thence, : 
And bear it to the Chappel. | 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Rof. Believe what’? 

Ham. That I cawkeep your Counfel,. and ‘not mine own. 
Befides, to be demanded of aSpunge, what replication fhould 
be made by the Son of a King. ‘ge > 

Rof. Take you me: fora Spungey my? Lord? ow: 

Har. Ay, Sirs that fokes up the K rng’s: @ountenancey his 
Rewards, his Authorities; buefach Officers dothe King beft 
fervice inthe end; hekeeps themlike an Ape in the:corner of 
his Jaw, fi: :mouth’d to be laft fwallowed, when:he needs 
what you have glean’d, it is but {queczing' you, “and Spunge 
you fhall be dry again. i : 

Rof. i underftand’yow not, my Lord. | 

Ham, Yam glad of ity aknavith Speech fleéps in'a foolifh Ear. 

Rof. My Lord, you muft tellus whe¥e the Body is, and go 
with is tothe Kings) © ) | 3 ae 

Hame The Body is with the King, buethe King’ ts not 
withthe Bedy.')) The King, ‘isia thing——— per irit 

Guild. A things miy ford: : 

Ham, Of nothing? bring meto 
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Enter. King. 

King. I have fentto feck him, and to: find the Bodys 
How dangerous is it that this Man goes loofe! ., 
Yet muft not we put the ftrong Law on him; 
He’s lov'd of the diltraGed Multitude, 
Who like not in. their, Judgment, but cheir Eyes: 
And where'’tis fo, th’ Offender’s fcourgeis weigh'd, 
But never the Offence, To bearall {mooth,andieven; 
This fudden ferding-him away, muft feem 
Delibérate pawfe: Difeafes defperate crOWNs 
By defperate Appliance are relieved, 
Or not atall, 

Exter Rofeneraus, 

How now? what hath befal’n 2 

Rof. Where the dead Body is beftow’d, my Lord; 
We cannot get'from him. 

King. But where is he? 
Rof. Withouts my Lord, guarded: to. know your Plea- 
fure. | 

King. Briog him before us, 

Rof. Ho, Guildenftern! bring in-my Lord, 

Enter Hamlet, and Guildenftern, 

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius? 

fam, Av Supper. | | 

King. At Supper? Where? E 

Ham. Not where he eats, but’ where he is eaten, atcer- 
tain Convocation of Worms are eenvat him. -Your Worm 
1s. your only Emperor for diet. We fatiall Creatures elfe to 
fatus, and we farour felves for Maggots.> Your fav King 


and your lean Begear is btit variable Service, two Dithes, 


but:golone Table, that’s the ends: . 
‘King. What doft thou mean by this2i> : : 
Ham. Nothing but to thew you how a King may go a 
Progrefs through the gut of a Beggar. | 
King, Whereis Polomius?§ io 
Ham. In Heav’a, fend thither to fee: ¥f your »Meffen- 
ger find him not there, feek him ith’ ether place yeur ‘Self; 
but indeed, if you-find him not this ‘Month, you fhall Nofe 
him as you go up the Stairs into: the Lobbey, 
Kings Go féek him there; rudhie 
‘Ham, He will ftay ’cill ye come. 
: — King. 
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oa Hamlet, this Deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafety 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence 
With fiery Quicknefs; therefore prepare thy felf, 
The Bark is ready, and the Wind at help, 
Th’ Affociates tend, and every thing at bent 
For Exgland. 
' Ham, For England? 
King. Ay, Hamlet. 
Ham, Good, 
King. So is it, if chou knew’ft our Purpofes. 
Ham. \fee a Cherub that fees them; but come, for Ex- 
gland. Farewel, dear Mother. | | 
King: Thy loving Father, Hamlet, | 
Ham. My Mother: Father and Mother 1s Man and 
Wife; Man and Wife is one Flefh, and fo my Mother. 
Come, for England. oe SSPE xt, 
_ King. Follow him at foot, tempt him with {peed aboard : 
Delay it not, I'll have him hence to Night. | 
Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 
That elfe leans on th’ Affair; pray you make hafte. 
And England, if my Love thou hold’{t at ought, 
As my great Power thereof may give thee fenfe, 
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danifb Sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us ; thou may’ft not coldly fet 
Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports at full, 
By Letters conjuring to that effect, ; 
The prefent Death of Hamlet. Do it England, 
For like the He@tick in my Blood he rages, 
And thou muft cure me; ’till I know ‘tis done, 
How-e’er my. Haps, my Joys were ne'er begun: [ Exit. 


SCENE LL A Cam, . 


Enter Fortinbras with az Army. 


Tell him that by his Licenfe, Fortizbras 
Claims the Conveyance of a promis’d March 


For. Go, Captain, from me to the Danifh King, 


Over 
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Over his Kingdom. You know the Rendevouz; 
If that his Majefty would ought with us, an 
We fhall exprefs our Duty in his Eye, 
And Jet him know fo. ° ae 
Capt. I will do’t, my Lord. 
For, Go foftly on.- ‘' | Exit Fortinbras; 
Exter Hamlet, Rofeneraus, ¢c. AS 
Ham. Good Sir, whofe Powers are thefe? 
Capt. ‘They are of Norway, Sir, °° 
Ham. How propos’d, Sir, I pray you? 
Capt. Againft fome part of Poland, © 
Ham. Who commands them, Sir 2 
Capt. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it againft the-main of Poland, Sir, 
Or for fome Frontier? 
Capt. Truly to {peak, and with no Additton, 
We go to gain a little patch of Ground 
That hath in it no profit but the Name, 
To pay five Duckets, five I would not farm it, 
Nor will it yield to Morsay or the Pole 
A ranker Rate, fhould it be fold in Fee. 
Ham. Why then the Pollock never will defend it. 
Capt. Nay; ‘tis already garrifon’d. 
Ham. Two:thoufand Souls, and twenty thoufand Duckets 
Will not debate the Queftion of this Straw; , 
This is th’ impofthume of much Wealth and Peace, 
That inward breaks, and fhews no caufe without 
Why the Man dies. I humbly thank you, Sir. 
' Capt. God b’w’ye, Sir. 
Rof. Wil’t pleafe you go, my Lord? 
Ham. Vil be with you ftraight, go a little before, [Exe. 
“! Manet Hamlet. 
How all occafions do inform again{ft me, 
And fpur my dull Revenge? What is a Man, 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to fleep and feed? a Beaft, no more. 
Sure he that-made us'with fuch large Difcourfe, 
Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and>God-like reafon 
To Ruft in us unus’d; now whether it be 
Beftial Oblivion, or fome craven Scruple 
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Of thinking too, precifely on th’: event, : 

A thought which quarter’d hath butone part wifdom, 
And ever three parts coward: I.do not. know 
Why yet I live to fay this thing’s ta do, 

Sith [ have caufe, and will, and ftrength, and. means 
To dot; examples grofs as Earth exhort me, 
Wictnefs this Army.of fuch smafs and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender, Prince, 

Whofe Spirit with divine Ambition pufe 

Makes Mouths at the invilible Event, 

Expofing what is mortal.and unfure 

To all that Fortune, Death, and Danger dare, 
Even for an Egg-fhell. Rightly to be great 

Is not to ftir without great Argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a Straw, 

When Honour’s at the Stake. -How ftand I thens 
That have aFather kilP?d, a Mother. ftain’d, 
Excitements of my Reafon and my Blood, 

And let all fleep, while to my Shame I fee 

The eminent Death of twenty thoufand Men, 
That for a fantafie and trick of Fame 

Go to their Graves like Beds, fight for a Plot 
Whereon the Numbers cannot try the Caufe, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the flain? O from this time forths 

My Thoughts be bloody, or be nothingt worth. 


iz CENE Ill. A Palace. 


Enter Queen, Uoratioy and Attendants). 

-Oueen. 1 will nat {peak with her. 7 

Hor. She is importunate, af 
Indeed diftra@s. her mood will needs be pitied, 

Oucen. What would the have? 

Hor. She {peaks much of her Father; fays the hears. 
There’s tricks. ith’ World, and hems; and beats: her Hearty ~ 
Spucns envioufly at Straws, fpeaks. things in doube, - 

That carry but half Senfe: Her Speechots snothing, ~ ° 

Yet the unfhaped ufe of it doth, move | 

The. Hearers to Colle@tion; they aim atit, ~~ 

And both the words up fit to. theirown ‘Thoughts, 

Which as her winks, and nods, and geftures»yicld wari P 
| | Indee 
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Indeed would make one'think there would be Thoughts 
Though nothing fure, *yet ‘much unhappily. 

Queen. ’ were good thé were [poken with, for fhe may 
Dangerous ConjeQures it ill-breeding ‘Minds, [ ftrow 
Let her come’in; 

To my fick Soul; “as'Sin's true Nature is, 

Each toy feems Prologue'to fome great amifs, 

So full of artlefs Jealoufie is Guilt, | 

It {pills it felf in tearing tobe {pile 
Enter’Ophelia diftraéted. | 

Oph. Where is the beatiteous Majell'y of Devmark? 

Queen. How now, Ophelia? 

Oph. How fhould I'your true Love know, from another one? 
By his cockle Hat and Staff} and bis fandal Shoon. (Singing, 

Queen, Alas, {weet Lady; what imports this Song? 

ph. Say you? nay, pray you mark, 
He is dead and gone, Lady, he is dead and gone, 
At his Head a Grafs: green Turf, at his Heels a Stone. 
Enter King. 
Queen, Nays: but Ophelia, ———— 
Oph. Pray you marks . 
White his Sbrowd as the Mountains Snow. 
Queen Alas, look here, my Lord. 
Oph. Larded with fiveet Flowers + 
Which bewept to the Grave did not go, 
With True-love' fhowers, 

King. How do ye, pretty Lady? 

Oph. Well,-God difd you. They fay the Owl was a 
Baker’s Daughter..\Lord, we know what we are, but know 
not what we may be. God be at your Table, 

King. Conceit upon her Father, : 

Oph. Pray yowletus'have no words of this; but when 
they ask you what it means, fay you this: 

To morrow is St. Valentine’s Day, ail in the morn betime, 
And 1a Maid at.your Window, 10 be your Valentine. 
Then up he rofes and dow dbis Clorhs, and dupt the Chamber-doo} : 
Let in a Maid, that outia dAaid never departed more. 
King. Pretty Ophelia $e = i 
Oph, Indeed lag without.an Oarhy PII 
By Gis, and by S$: Charity 3 | 
lack, an fie for fhame, 





make an end on’¢. 
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Young Men will do’t, if they come. to’ts 
By Cock they are to blame. ‘ 
Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me, 
You promis’d me to wea: 
So would I ha’ dowe, by yonder Suns 
And thou hadft not come to my Bed 
King. How long hath fhe been thus? _ , 
Oph. I hope all will be well. We muft be patient, bur 
I cannot chufe but weep, to think they fhould lay him i’th? ” 
cold Ground; my Brother fhall know: of it, and fo I thank 
you for your good Counfel. Come, my Coach;,goodnight; 
Ladies; goodnight, {weet Ladies; goodnight, ee 
. Exit. 
King. Follow her clofe; give her good Watch, I pray you; 
Oh this is the Poifon of deep Grief, it {prings 
All from her Father’s death. Oh Gertrude, Gertrude t 
When Sorrows:come, they come not fingle Spies, 
But in Battalions; Firft; her Father flain, 
Next your Son gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his own juft Remove; the People muddied, 
Thick and unwholfome in their Thoughts and Whifpers, 
For good Polonius death; and we have done but greenly; 
In hugger mugger to inter him; poor Ophelia 
Divided from her felf, and her fair Judgment, 
Without the which we are Pitures, or mere Beats: 
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe, 
Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 
Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelf in Clouds, 
And wants not Buzzers to infect his Ear_ 
With peftilent Speeches of his Father’s Death; 
Where in neceflity, of matter beggar’d, 
Will nothing ftick our Perfons to arraign 
In Bar and Ear. O my dear Gertrude, this; 
Like to 2 murdering Piece in many places, 
Gives me fuperfluous Death. 7 
Enter a AMeffenger. 
Oueen. Alack, what Noife is this? 
King. Where aremy Stitzers? Let them guard the Door: 
What is the matter? | 
Mef. Save your felf, my Lord, 
The Ocean, over peering of his Lift, 


[A Noife within. 


Eats 
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Eats not the Flats with more impetuous hafte, 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous Head, 
O'er-bears your Officers; the Rabble call him Lord, 
And as the World were now but to begin, 
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not known, 
The ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry, chufe we Laertes for our King. 
Caps, Hands, and Tongues, applaud it to the Clouds, 
Laertes fhall be King, Laertes Kine. 
Queen. How chearfully on the falfe Trail they cry, 
Oh this is Counter, you falfe Dani fh Dogs. | Noile withins 
Enter Laertes. 
King. The Doors are broke. 
Laer. Where is the King? Sirs! Stand you all without, 
All. No, let’s come in. | 
Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
All. We will, we will. 
Laer. 1 thank you; Keep the Door. 
O thou vile King, give me my Father. 
Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. 
. Laer. That drop of Blood that calms, proclaims me Ba- 
artes sc 
Crys Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chafte unfmitched Brow 
Of my true Mother, 
- King. What is the Caufe, Laertes, 
That thy Rebellion looks fo Giant-like? 
Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our Perfon: 
There’s fuch Divinity doth hedge a King, 
That Treafon can but peep to what it would, 
Ads little of his Will, Tell me, Laertes, 
Why art thou thus incenft? Let him go, Gertrude, 
Speak Man. ; | 
Laer. Where's my Father? 
King. Wead. 
Queen, But not by him. 
King. Let him demand his fill. | 
Laer. How came he dead? I'll not bé jugel’d with 
To Hell Allegiance; Vows to the blackeft Devil; 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit; 
I dare Damnation; to this point I ftand, 


That 


— 
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That both the Worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what comes; only Ill be reveng’d 
Molt throughly for my Father. 
King. Who thal {tay you? 
Laer. My Will, not all the World. 
And for. my pts I'll husband them fo well; 
They fhall go far with little. 
King. Good Laertes: 
If you defire to know the certainty 
Of your dear Father’s death, if ’tis not writ in your Revenge, 
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe, 
Winner and Lofer, 
Laer. None but his Enemies. 
King. Will you know them then? 
Laer. To his good Friends thus widé Pll ope my Arms; 
And like the kind life-rendring Pelican, 
Repaft them with my Blood. : 
King, Why now youfpeak 
Like -a a Rood Child, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltlefs of your Father’s death, 
find am moft fenfible in Grief for it; 
Ir fhall as tevel to your Judgment pierce, 
As Day does to your Eye, 
[ 4 Noife within. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia, fantaftically dreft with Straws and Flowers: 
Laer. How now? what noife is that2 
O heat dry up my Brains, tears feven times falt, 
‘Burn out the fenfe and virtue of mine Eye. 
By Heav’n thy madnefs fhall be paid by weight, 
‘Till our Scale rurns the Beam. O Rofe of May! 
Deat Maid, kind Sifter, fweet Ophelia! 
O Heav’ns, is’t poflible, a young Maid’s wits, 
Should be as mortal as an old Man’s Life2 
Nature is fine in love, and where ’tts fine, 
Ic fends fome precious inftance of it felf 
After the thing it loves. 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the Beet. 
Hey non noney, noney, hey uoneys 
And on his Grave rains many a Tear, 
Fare yow well; my Dove. 
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Laer, Hadft thou thy. wits, and didft perfwade Revenge, 


It could not move thus. 

Oph. You mutt fing down aedown, and you call hima 
down-a, O how the Wheels become it2 It is thefalfe 
Steward that ftole his Mafter’s Daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Oph. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance; 

Pray Love remember; and there’s Pancies, that’s for 

Thoughts. ’ 

F Laer. A document in madnefs, thoughtsand remembrance 
tred. 

Oph. There’s Fennel for you, and Columbines; there’s 
Rue for you, and here’s fome for me. We may call it 
Herb-Grace a Sundays: O you muft wear your Rue with a 
difference. _There’S a Dafie, I would give you fome Vioe 
lets, but they withered all when my Father dyed: They 
fay, he made a good end; 

For bonxy fiveet Robin is all wy JOY. 

Laer. Thought, and Affli@ion, Paflion, Hellit felf, 

She turns to favour, and to prettinefs. 
Oph. And awill he not come again? 

And will he not come again? ~ 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death -bed, 

fe never will come Again, 

His Beard as white as Snow, 

All Flaxen was his Pole : 

Fe és gone, he is gone, and we caft AWAY mone, 

Gramercy on his Soul. 

And of all Chriftian Souls, I pray God. 
God b’w’ye, [ Exit Ophelia, 

Laer. Do you fee this, you Godse 

King. Laertes, ¥ muft commune with your Grief, 

Or you deny me right: Go but a-part, 
Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will, 
And they hall hear and judge ’twixt you and me; 
If by dire& or by Collateral Hand ak 
They find us touch'd, we will our Kingdom give, 
Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call Ours, 
To you in fatisfaction. But if not,. : 
Be you content to lend your Patience to us, 
Vou. Vv. Bb And 
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And we fhall jointly labour with your Soul, 
To give it due content. 
Laer. Let this be fo: 
His means of Death, his obfcure Burial; 
No Trophy, Sword, nor Hatchment o’er his Bones; 
No noble Rite, nor formal Oftentation, 
Cry to be heard, as ’twere from Heav’n to Earth, 
That tT mutt call in queftion. 
King. So you fhall: 
And where th’ offence is, let the great Ax fall. 
I pray you go with me, | Exeunt. 
Exter Horatio, with an Attendant. 
Hor. What are they that would fpeak with meé » 
Ser. Sailors, Sir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hor. Let them come in; 
I do. not know from what part of the World 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 
Enter Sailor. 
Siil. God blefs you, Sir. 
Hor. Let him blefs thee too. 3 
Sail. He fhall, Sir, an’t pleafe him. There’s a Letter for: 
you, Sir: It comes from th’ Ambaflador that was bound 
for England, if your Name be Horatio; as 1 am let to 
know it is. 


Reads the Letter. 


Oratio, when thou fhalt have overlook'd this, give thefe 

I Fellows fome means to the King: They have Letters for 
him. E’er we weretwo Days old at Sea, a Pirate of very 
Warlike appointment gave us Chace. Finding our felves too 
ow of Sail, we put on a compelled Valour, -In the Grap- 

le, I boarded them: On the inftant they got clear of our 

Ship, fo I alone became their Prifoner. They have-dealt with 
me, like Thieves of Mercy, but they knew what they dia. 
I am to do a good turn for them. Let the. King have the Let- 
vers L have fent, and repair thou to me with as much hafte 
as thou wouldjt fly Death, I have words to {peak im your, 
Far, will make thee dumb, yet are they much too light for 


the bore of the Matter. Thefe good Fellows will bring thee 


where I am. Rofencraus aad Guildenftern hold their 


courfe 
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cowrfe for England. Of them I have as much to tell thee, 


farewel, 
He that thou kuoweft thine, Hamlet. 


Come, I will give you way for thefe your Letters, 
And do’t the fpeedier, that thou may direét me | 
To him, from whom you brought them. [ Exeunt. 
Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now thuft your Confcience my Acquitance feal; 
And you muft put me in your Heart, for Friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing Ear, 
That he which hath your noble Father flain, 
Purfuied my Life. | 
Laer, It well appears. But tell me, 
Why you proceeded net againft thefe feats, 
So crimeful and fo capital in Nature, 
As by your Safety, Wifdom, all things elfe, 
You mainly were ftirr’d up? 
_ King. O for two fpecial Reafons, __ , 
‘ Which may to you, perhaps, feem much unfinew'd, : 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen, his Mother; 
Lives almoft by his Looks; and for my felf, 
My Virtue or my Plague, be it either which, 
She’s fo conjun@ive to my Life and Soul; 
That as the Star moves not but in his Sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other Motive, 
Why to a publick count I might not go, 
Is the great Love the general Gender bear him, 
Who dipping all his Faults in their A fe@ion, 
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone; 
Convert his Gyves to Graces. So that my Arrows 
Too flightly ‘Timbred for fo loud a Wind, 
Would have reverted to my Bow again, 
And not where I had aim’d them. 
Laer, And fo have I a noble Father loft, 
A Sifter driven into defperate Terms, 
Whole worth, if praifes may go back again, 
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For her Perfections, But my révenge will come, : 
_ King. Break not your fleeps for that, you mift not think 
That we are made of {tuff fo flat and dull, | 
aes Bes That 
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That we can let our Beard be fhook with danger, 
And think it paftime. You fhortly fhall hear more, 
I lov’d your Father, and we love your felf, 
And that I hope will teach you to imagine~— 
Enter Meffenger. 
How now? What News? 
Mef. Letters, my Lord, from Hamlet. 
Majelty: This to the Q:ieen. 
King. From Hamlet? Who brought them ? 
Me. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, I faw them not: 
They were given me by Claudio, he receiv’d them, 


King. Laertes, you fhall hear them: 
Leave us. 


This to your 


| Exit Meffenger. 
High and Mighty, you [ball know I am fet naked on your 
Kingaom, To Atorrow fhall I beg leave to fee your King- 
ly Eyes. When I fhall, firft asking you Pardon thereunto, 
recount th’ Occafions of my fudden, and more ftrange re- 


turn. Hamlet. 
What fhould this mean? Are all the reft come back? 


Or is it fome abufe2? Or no fuch thing ? 
Laer. Know you the Hand?2 
King. “Tis Hamlet’s CharaGter, naked, ard in a Poftfcript 
here he fays alone: Can you advife me? 
Laer. I'm loft in it, my Lord, but let him come, 
Tt warms the very ficknefs in my Heart, 
That I fhall live and tell him to his Tecth : 
Thus diddeft thou. 
King. If it be fo, Laertes, as how fhould it be fo? —~= 
How otherwife?——will you be rul’d by me? 
Laer, If fo, you'll not o’er-rule me to a peace. 
King. To thineown Peace: If he be now return’d, 
As checking at his Voyage, and that he means 
No more to‘undertake it; I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my Device, 
Under the which he thall not chufe but fall: 
And for his death no wind of blame {hall breathe, 
But even his Mother thal] uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident, 
Laer. My Lord, I will be rul'd, 
The rather if you could devife it fo 
‘That I might be the Inftrument. 


King. 


4 
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King. It falls right: 

ou have been talkt of fince your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine; your fum of parts 
Did not together pluck fuch envy from him, 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
OF the unworthieft Siege. 

Laer, What Part is that, my Lord? 

King. A very Feather in the Cap of Youth, 
Yet needful too, for Youth no lefs becomes 
The light and carelefs Livery chat it wears, 
Than fetled Age his Sables, and his Weeds, 
Importing Health and Gravenefs: Two Months fince 

ere was a Gentleman of Normandy ; 
I’ve feen my felf and fery'd again{t the French, 
And they ran well on Florfe-back; but this Gallant 
Had witchcraft in’t, he grew into his Seat; 
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, 
And he had been encorps'd and demy-natur’d 
With the brave Beaft; fo far he paft my Thought, 
That Tin forgery of Shapes and Tricks, 
Come fhort of what he did, 

Laer. A Norman was’ 2 

King. A Norman. 

Laer, Upon my Life, Lamound. 

King. The very fame, 

Laer. I know him well, he is the brooch indeed, 
And Gem of all the Nation. 

_ King. He made confeffion of you, 

And gave you fuch a cone report, 
For art and exercife in your defence; 
And for your Rapier moft efpecially, 
That he cry’d out, *twould be a fight indeed, 
If ove could match you, Sir. This Report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Envy, 
That he could nothing do but with and beg, 
Your fudden coming over to play with him; 
Now out of this——__. 

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord 2 

King. Laertes, was your Father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a Sorrow, 
A Face without a Heart? Bb 3 Laer. 
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Laer. Why ask you this 2 
King. Not that I think you did not love your Father, 
But that I know Love is begun by Time; 
‘And that I fee in Paffages of proof, 
Time qualifies the {park and fire of it: 
There lives within the very flame of Love 
A kind of wiek or fnuffthat will abate it, 
And nothing is at a like Goodnefs ftill; 
For Goodnefs growing to a Picurifie, 
Dies in his own too much, that we would do, 
We thould do when we would; for this would changes, 
And hath abatements and delays as many | 
As there are Tongues, are Hands, are Accidents, 
And then this Should is like a Spend-thrift-figh, 
That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th’ Ulcer, 
Hamlet comes.back, what would you undertake, 
To thew your felf your Father’s Son in deed, 
More than in, words$ | 
Laer. To cut his Throat ith’ Church. 
. King. No place indeed fhould murther fan@uarife; 
Revenge fhould have no, bounds; but, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep clofe within your Chamber ¢ 
Hamlet return’d, fhail know you are come home: 
We'll put on thofe fhall praife your Excellence, 
And fet a double Varnith, on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your Heads. He being remifs, 
Molt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not perufe the Foils; fo.that with cafe, 
Or with alittle fhuffling, you may chufe 
A Sword unbaited, and in a pafs of Practice, 
Requite him for your Father. 
Laer. 1 will do’t; 
And for that. purpofe Ill anoint my Sword: 
I bought an Union of a Mouhtebank, 
So mortal, that but dip a Knife in it, 
Where it draws Blood, no Cataptafm fo rare, ” 
Collected from all Simples that have Virtue 
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from death, 
That is but fcratch’d withal; Ill touch my point, with 
ES sha SBOE 2EUN a 
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With this contagion, that if I gall him flightly, 
It may be déath, | 

King. Let’s further think of this, 
Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
May fit us to our fhape. If this thould fail, 
And that our drift look’d through our bad performance, 
°*Twere better not affay’d; therefore this Proje@ 
Should have a Back, or fecond, that might hold, 
If this fhould bla in proof, Soft——let me fee——. 
We'll make a folemn Wager on your Cunnings, 
That——when in your Motion you are hot aad dry, 
As make your bouts more violent to the end, 
And that he calls for drink; TI] have Prepar d him 
A Chalice for the ‘nonce; whereon but ipping, 
It he by chance efcape your venom'd Tuck, 
Our purpofe may hold there; how how, {weet Queen 2 

Exter Queen, 

Queex, One Woe doth) trad upol another’s Heel, 
So tait they’ll follow: Your Sifter’s drown'd, Laertés. 
_ Laer. Drown’d! O where? 

Queen. There is a Willow srows sflant 4 Brook, 
That thews his hoar'leavés in the claffie Stream: 
There with fantaftick Garlands did fhe come, 

Of Crow-flowers, Nettles, Daifies, and long Purples, 
That liberal Shepherds give a grofler name to, | 
But our cold Maids do dead Men’s Fingers call them; 
There on the pendant boughs, her Coronet Weeds 
Clambring to hang, an envious fliver broke; 

When down’ the weedy Trophies, and her felf, 

. Fell.in the weeping Brook, her Cloaths {pread wide, 
And Meremiid-like, a while they bear her up, 
Which time ‘the chaunted hatches of old Tunes, 

As one incapable of her own diftrefs, 

Or like'a Creature Native, and deduced 

Unto that element: But long. it could not be, 

"Till that her Garments heavy with their drink, 
Pall'd the poor Wretth from her melodious lay, 

Fo muddy death, | | 

Laer. Alas then, is the drowa’d?2 

Queen. Drown'd, drown'd, 

Bb 4. Laer. 
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Laer. Too much of Water haft thou, poor Ophelia, 
And therefore § forbid my Tears: But yet 
Tt is our trick, Nature her cuftom holds, 
Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone, 
The Woman will be out: Adieu, my Lord, 
I have a fpeech of fire that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns ir. | Exit. 
King. Let’s follow, Gertrude : 
How much I had to do to calm his Rage? 
Now fear I this will give it ftart again, 
Therefore let’s follow.  [ Exeunt. 








AC Tes Chae 
SCENE J Church. 4 


Enter two Clowns, with Spades and Mattocks. 


¥ Clown. 4S fhe to be buried in Chriftian Burial, that wil- 
fully feeks her own Salvation? 

2 Clown. I tell thee, fheis, and therefore make her Grave | 
{traight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chrifti- | 
an Burial. I 

1 Clown. How can that be, unlcfs the drowned her {clf | 
in her own defence? 

2 Clown. Why ’tis found fo. 

1 Clown. It mult be Se offendendos it cannot be elfe. For 
here lyes the point; if I drown my {elf wittingly, it argues 
an Act; ahd an Act hath three Branches. It is an AG to 
do, and to perform; argal fhe drown’d her felf wittingly. 

2 Clown. Nay, but hear you Goodman Delver. q 

1 Clown. Give me leave; here lyes the Water, . good : 
here ftands the Man, good: If the Man go to this Water, 
and drown himfelf; it is will he, nill he, he goes; mark 
that: Bur if the Water come to him, and drown him; 

e drowns not himfelf. Argal, he that is not guilty of his 
own Death, fhortens not his own Life. 

2 Clown. But is this Law? 


t Clown 
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1 Clown, Ay matry is’t, Crowner’s Queft Law. 

2 Clown. Will you ha’ the truth on’t: if this had not 
been a Gentlewoman, fhe fhould have been buried out of 
Chriftian burial. 

1 Clown. Why therethou fay’ft. And the more pity that 
great Folk fhould have countenance in this World to drown 
or hang themfelves, more than other Chriftians. Come, 
my Spade; there is no ancient Gentlemen but Gardi- 
ners, Ditchers and Grave-makers; they hold up Adam's 
profeffion. 

2. Clown. Was he a Gentleman?2 

1 Clown. He was the firft that ever bore Arms. 

2 Clown. Why, he had none. 

1 Clown. What, att a Heathen? how doft thou un- 
derftand the Scripture? the Scripture fays, Adam dige’d; 
could he dig without Arms? I’ll put another Queftion to 
Be if thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe, confefs thy 
felf-—— 

2 Clown. Go to. 

t Clown. What is he that builds ftronger than either the 
Mafon, the Ship-wright, or the Carpenter 2 

2 Clown. The Gallows-maker, for that Frame out-lives a 
thoufand Tenants. | 

t Clown. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gallows 
does well; but how does it well? it does well to thofe that 
do ill: now thou doft ill to fay the Gallows is built ftronger 
than the Church; Argal, the Gallows may do well to thee. 
To't again, Come. 

2 Clown. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, aShip-wright, 
or a Carpenter ?-—— 

t Clown. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 

2 Clown. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Clown. To’. 

2 Clown. Mafs, I cannot tell. | 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio at a diftance. 

1 Clown. Cudgel thy Brains no more about it; for your 
dull Afs will not mend his pace with beating; and when you 
are ask’d this queftion next, fay a Grave-maker: the Houfes 
that he makes, laft ’till! Doom’s-day: go, get thee to Taughan, 
fetch me a ftoup of Liquor, [Exit 2 Clown. 

= He 
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He digs and Sings. 
In Youth when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very fweer, 
To contratt O the time for 4 my behove, 
O methought there was nothing meet, 
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Ham. Fias this Fellow no feeling of his bufinefs, that he 
fings at Grave-making ¢ 

Hor. Cuftom hath made it in him a property of eafinefs, 

Ham. Tis e’en fo; the hand of little imploymient hath: 
the daintier fenfe. 


Clown’ fings: 
Bar Age with his flealing freps, 
Hath caught me in his clutch : 
And hath [hipped me intill the Land, 
As if I never had been [uch. 


Ham. That Scull hadia tongue imit, and could fingonce: 
how the Knave jowles it to th’ ground, as if it were Gain'’s 
Jaw-bone, that did the firft murther : It might be:the’ Pate 
of @ Politician which this Afs o’er-offices;. one that. could 
circumvent God, might-it not? 

Hor. Ie might, my Lord. 

Ham, Or of a Courtier, which could fay, Good Mortow, 
fweet Lords how doft thou; good: Lord? this might be my 
Lord fuch a one, that priis’d: my: Lord fuch:a ones Horfe, 
when he meant to beg its might it-not? fy om 10; 

Her. Ay, my Lord. | | 

Ham. Way ¢’en fo : and now ’tis my Lady Worm'ss Chap 
lefs, and. knockt about the Mazzard with a/Sexton’s:Spade, 
here's fine Revolution, if we had the trick to fees: Did 
thefe bones coft no more: the breeding; but toplaysat! Log; 
gers with °em? mine ake to'thinkion’t. — 


| Clown fings. 
AA Pick-axe and a. Spade, aSpade 
For and aforawdiug. fheer ! 
Oa Pit of Clay:forto be made’; 
For [uch a Gueft is: meet. 25 


Ham. There’s anotlier > why might not that*be'tHe Sctill 
ofa Lawyer? where be his Quiddits’ now 2! his pom 
AS 
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his Cafes? lais Tenures, and his Tricks? why does he fuffes | 
this rude Knave now to knock him about the Sconce} 
with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him. of his Aion of | 
Battery? hum.  This.Fellow,might be in’s time a great buyer 
of Land, with. his Ssatutes, his Recognizances, his Fines, 

his double Vouchers, his Recoveries: Is this the fine of his 

Fines, and. the. necovery. of his Recoveries, to bave his fine 

Pate full of fine Dirt? wall, his Vouchers youch him no more 

of his. Purchafes,, and double ones too, than the length and 

breadth of a pair of Indentures ? the very conveyances of his 

Lands will hardly lye in this Box; and muft the Inheritor 

himfelf have no more? ha?2 

Hor. Not ajot more, my Lord, 

Ham. Is not Parchment made.of Sheep-skins 2 

Hor. Ay my Lord, and of Calve-skins too, 

Ham. They are Sheep, and Calves that feek out affurance 
in that. I wall fpeak to this, Fellow. + whofe Grave's this, 
Siré 

Clown, -Mine, Sir-——— 

O.a pit of Clay for to. be made, 
For [uch a,Gueft is meet. 

Ham. I think.it-be thine.indeed,:, for thou left, in’t. 

Clown. You,lie out on’ty Siz, and therefore it is not yours; 
for my part I-do not lie in’t,.and yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou. doft -lie in’t, to, be. in’t, and fay ’tis. thine, 
*tis for the dead, and not for the: qnick, therefore thou ly?lt. 
) Clon. > Tissa quick lie, Sir, ‘twill away. again from me 
to. you. 

Hams, What, Man, dott thou. dig. it for 2 

Clown. For no Man, Sir. 

Ham, What Woman then? 

Clown. For none neither. 

Ham, Who is to be buried ip’t 2 | 

Clown. One that was a Woman, Sirs..but reft- her, Saul, 
flre’s. dead. vane . | 

Ham. How, abflute.the, Knave;is ? we mult{peak, by, the. 
Card, vor-equivocation,will fallow-us:by the Lord, Haratio, 
thefe three years I have taken note of it, the, Age is.grown 
fo picked, and the toe of the Peafant comesifo-near the,heel 
of our,Countier,, he gallschis-Kibes. How long, haft,.thou 
beenja.Graye-maker,? AR ig RA 7 
ei Se. Clon" 


¢ 
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Clown. OF all the days i’ch’ Year, I came to’t that day thae 
our laft King Hamlet o’ercame Fortinbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

Clown, Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that : Ie 
was the very day that young Hamlet was born, he that was 
mad and fent into England. 

Ham. Ay marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clown. Why, becaufe he was mad; he fhall recover his 
Wits there; or if he do not, it’s no great matter there, 

Ham. Why 2 

Clown. *I’will not be feen in him, there the Men are 
as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad 2 

Clown. Very ftrangely, they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clown. Faith e’en with lofing his Wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Clown. Why, here in Denmark, Ihave been Sexton here, 
Man and Boy, thirty Years, 

lam. How long will a Man lie i’th’ Earth eer he rot 2 

Clown. Vfaith, if he be not rotten before he dye, (as 
we have many pocky Coarfes now adays, that will farce hold 
the laying in ) he will laft you fome eight year, or nine year, 
A Tanner will laft you nine years. ! 

Ham, Why he, more than another? 

Clown. Why Sir, his Hide is tann’d with his Trade, 
that he will keep out water agreat while. And your water 
is a fore Decayer of your whorefon dead body. Here’s a 
Scull now : this Scull has lain in the Earth three and twenty 
Years. ’ 

Ham. Whofe was it ? 

Clown. A whorefon mad Fellow’s it was; 

Whofe do you think ig was? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

Clown, A Peftilence on him for a mad Rogue, a pour'’d 
a Fiagon of Rhenifh on my Head once. This fame Scull, 
Sir, this fame Scull, Sir, Was Yorick’s Scull, the King’s Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clown. E’en that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poorYorick / I knew him, Horatio, 
a Fellow of infinite Jeft; of moft excellent fancy, he a 

orn 
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born me on his back a thoufand times: And how abhorred 
my imagination is now, my gorge rifes at it. Here hung 
thofe Lips that I have kifs;d know not how oft. \ Where 
be your Gibes now2 Your Gambals? Your Scngs? Your 
flafhes of Merriment that were wont to fet the Table on a 
Roar? No one now to mock your own Jecring? Quite 
chop fall’n 2 Now get you to my Lady’s Chamber, and tell 
her, let her paint an inch thick, to this favour fhe muit 
come; Make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell me 
one thing. 

Zor. What's that, my Lord2 

Ham. Doft thou think Alexander look’d o’this fafhion 
it’th’ Earth 2 

flor. E’en fo. | 

fam. And {melt fo, Puh2 | Smelling to the Scull, 

fZor, E’en fo, my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may return, Horatio. Wh 
may not imagination trace the noble Duft of Alexander, *till 

e find it ftopping a bung-hole 2 | 

Flor. ’Twire to confider too curioufly, to confider fo. 

Ham. No faith, not a jot. But to follow him thither 
with modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it; as thus, 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander returneth 
Into duft; the duft is earth; of eaith we make Lome, and 
why of that Lome whercto he was converted, might they 
not ftop a Beer-barre] 2 
Imperial Ce/ar, dead and turn’d to clay, 
Might {top a hole to keep the wind away. 
Oh, that that Earth, which kept the World inawe, 
_ Should patch a Wall, t’expel the Winter’s flaw. 
But foft! but foft! afide here comes the King, 
Enter King, Queen, Laertes, and a Coffiz, with Lords and 

Priefts Attendant. 

The Queen, the Courtiers. What is’t that they follow, 
And with fuch maimed Rights? This doth betoken, 
The Coarfe they. follow, did with defperate hand 
Fore-do it’s own Life 3 ’twas fome Eftate. 
Couch we awhile, and mark, 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth : ‘Mark — 

Laer, What Ceremony elfe ? = 





Prieff, 
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Pricft, Her Odfequics have been as far enlarg’d; 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtful, 
And but that great command o’er-fways the order, 
She thould in ground unfanétified have lodg'd, 
‘Till the daft Trumpet. For charitable Prayer, 
Shards, Flints, and Pebbles, fhould be thrown on her $ 
Yet here fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites, 
Her Maiden {trewments, and the bringing home 
Of Bell and Burial. 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 

Prieff. No more be done * 
We flrould prophane the fervice of the dead, 
To fing fage Requiem, and {uch reft to her 
As to peace-parted Souls. 

Laer. Lay her ith’ earth, 

And from her fair and unpolluted flefh, TD, 
May Violets fpring. I tell thees churlifh Prieft, 
A Miniftring Angel fhall my Sifter be, 

When thou left howling. 

Him, What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen, Sweets, to thee fweet, farewell, 

I hop’d thou woul’dft have been my Hamlet's Wife 3 
I thought thy Bride-bed to have deck’d, fweet Maid, 
And not thave ftrew’d thy Grave: : 

Laer. O terrible wooer! ae 
Fall tentimes treble woes on that curs’d head, 
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft ingenious fenfe 
Depriv’d thee of. Hold off the Earth a while, 
’Till I have caught her once more in my arms : 

[Laertes leaps into the Grave. 
Now pile your duft upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flac a mountain you have made; 
To o’er-top old Pelion, or the skyifh head 
Of blue: Olympus. 

Ham. What is he, whofe gricfs 3 
Bear fuch an Emphafis? whofe phrafe of fortow 
Conjures the wandring Stars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? This is [, 
{ Hamlet leaps into the Grave. 4 














| Hamlet the Dave. 
Laer. ‘The Devil take thy Soul: | Grappling with ome! 
AM s 
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Ham, Thou prayft not well, 
I prithee take thy fingers from my throat ——— 
Sir, though I am not fpleenative and rath, 
Yet have I fomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wifenefs fear, Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder——__ | 
Queen. Hamlet, Hamler—_— 
Gen, Good my Lord be quiet. | The Attendants part them: 
Ham. Why, { will fight with him upon his Theme, 
Until my Eye-lids will no longer wag, . 
Queen. Oh my Son! what Theme? 
Flam. | lov’d Ophelia; forty thoufand Brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
Make up my Sum. What wilt thou do for her § 
King. Oh he is mad, Laertes, 
Queen, For love of God forbear him, 
am. Come fhew me what thou’lt do. 
Woot weep? woo’t fight ? woo’t tear thy felf ? 
Woo’t drink up Efile, eat a Crocodile ? 
Ill dot. Do°ft thou come hither to whine; 
To out-face me with leaping into her Grave ? 
Be buried quick with her; and fo will I : 
And if thou prate of Mountains; let them throw 
Millions of Acres on us, ‘till our pround 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone; 
Make Offa like awart. Nay, and thou’lt mouth; 
Pll rant as well as thou. . 
King. This is mere madnefs; 
And thus a while the fic ‘will work on him : 
Anon as patient as the female Dove, 
When that her golden Cuplet are difclos’d; 
His filence will fir drooping. 
am. Hear you Sir 
What is the reafon that you ufe me thus ¢ 
I lov’d you ever; but it is no matter 
Let Hercules himfelf do what he may, 
The Cat will mew, and Dog will have his day. [Exits 
King. I pray you good Horatio, wait upon him, 
Strengthen your patience in our laft Nights Speech 
7 | Fo Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the prefent puth. | 
Good Gertrude fer fome watch over your Son, This 
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This Grave hall have a living Monument: 
An Hour of quiet fhortly fhall we fee; 
"Till then in patience our proceeding be. [ Exeunt,-- 


SCENE JI. A Hall. 





Enter Hamlet axd Horatio. 


Ham, So much for this, Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You do remember all the circumftance. 
Hor. Remember it, my Lord? 
Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was akind of fighting, | 
That would not let me fleep; methought I lay 
Worfe than the mutineers in the Bilboes; rafhly, 
(And prais’d be rafhnefs for it) let us know 
Our Indifcretion fometimes ferves us well, 
When our dear Plots do pall; and that fhould teach us, 
There’s a Divinity that fhapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor. That is moft certain. 
Ham. Up from my Cabin, 
My Sea-Gown fcarft about me, inthe dark, 
Grop’d I to find out them; had my defire, 
Finger’d their Packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mineown Room again, making fo bold, 
My Fears forgetting Manners, to unfeal 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio, 
Oh Royal knavery! an exa@ command, 
Larded with many feveral forts of reafon, 
Importing Denmark's Health, and Exgland’s too, 
With hoo, fuch Buggs and Goblins in my life, 
That on the fupervize, no leifure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
My Head fhould be ftruck off. 
For. Is’t poffible? 
Ham. Here’s the Commiffion, read it at more leifures 
But wilt thou hear how I did proceed? 
Hor. I befeech you, 
Ham, Being thus benetted round with Villains, 
E'er E could make a Prologue to my Brains, 
They 
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‘They had begun the Play. I fate me down, 
Devis'd a new Commiffion, wrote it fair: 

I once did hold it as our Statifts do, 

A bafenefs to write fair ; and labour'’d much, 
How to forget that learning; But, Sir, now 

Ft did me Yeoman’s fervice; wilt thouknow 
The effeés of what I wrote? 

Hor, Ay, good my Lord, . 

Ham. An earneft Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithful Tributary, 

As love between them; as the Palm fhould flourifh; 
As Peace fhould {till her wheaten Garland wear, 
And ftand a Comma tween their amitics, 

And many fuch like 4s’s of great charge, 

That on the view and know of thefe contents, 
Without debatement further, more or Icf, 

Fle fhould the bearers put to fudden death, 

No fhriving time allowed. 

Aor. How was this feal’d 2 | 

Ham, Why even in that was Heav'n ordinate; 
I had my Father’s Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Model of that Danifh Seal: 

I folded the Writ up in form of the other, 
Subfcrib’d it, gave th’ Impreffion, plac’d it fafely, 
The Changeling never known: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea-fight, and what to this was fequentr, 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor, So, Guildenftern and Rofeneraus, £0 to’t. 

_ Ham. Why Man, they did make love to this employment; 
They are not near my Confcience; their debate 
Doth by their own infinuation grow: 
°Tis dangerous when bafer nature comes 
Between the pafs, and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites, | 

Hor. Why, what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think’ft thou, {tand me now upon ¢ 
He that hath kill’'d my King, and whor’d my Mother, 
Popt in betweenth’ election and my hopes, 

Thrown out his Angle for my proper life, 
And with fuch cozenage ; is’t not perfe& Confcience, 
To quit him with his arm? And is’t not to be damn’d, ; 

Vou. V. Ce Fo 
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To let this Canker of our Nature come 
In further evil¢ 
Hor. Yt muft be fhortly known to him from Exgland; 
W hat is the iffue of the bufinefs there. 
Ham, It wili be fhort. 
The Zuterim’s mine, and aMan’s Life’s no more 
Thantofay one: But Iam very forry, good Horatio; 
That to Laertes I forgot my fe'f; 
For by the Image of my caufe I fee 
The Pourtraiture of his; I'll court his favours : 
But fure the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into atowring Paflion. 
Hor. Peace. who comes here? 
Enter Ofrick, 
O/r. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Denmark: 
Ham, Yhumbly thank you, Sir. Doft know this water-fly ? 
Hor. No, my good Lord. 
Hiam. Thy {tate is the more gracious; for ’tis a Viceto | 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Beaft 
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall ftand at the King’s 
Meffe; ’tis a Chough; but as I fay, fpacious in the poffeffi- 
on of dirt. 
O/r. Sweet Lord, if your friendfhip were at leifure, I 
| fhould impart a thing to you from his Majefty. 
Ham. 1 will recetve it with all diligence of Spirits; put 
your Bonnet to his right ufe, ’tis for the Head. 
Ofr. I thank your Lordfhip; ‘tis very hot. | 
Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold, the wind is Nor- 
therly. 4 
Oj. It is indifferent cold, my Lord, indeed. 

Ham. Micthinks it is very fultry, and hot for my Com- 

| plexion. : 

i - O/r. Exceedingly, my Lord, it is very fultry, as ‘twere; 

bp J cannot tell how: but, my Lord, his Majefty pid me fig- 

nifie to you, that he has laid a great wager on your head : 

Sir, this is the matter 

Ham, Ubefeech you remember. 

Ojr. Nay in good ‘faith, for mine eafe in good faith: Sir 
you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at his 
weapon. 

Ham, What’s his weapon? 
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Ofr. Rapier and Dagger. 

fam. That’s two of his Weapons; but well. 

_ Off. The King, Sir, has wag'd with him fix Barbary 
Horfes, againft the which he impon’d, .as [ take it, fix 
French Rapiers and Poinards, with their Affigns, as Girdle, 
Hangers, or fo: Three of the carriages in faith are very dear 
to fancy, very refponfive to the hilts, moft delicate Carriages, 
and of very liberal conceit, 

Ham, What call you the carriages? 

Ofr. The carriages, Sir, are the Hangers. 

Ham. The Phrafe would be more germane to the matter, 
if we could carry Cannon by our fides; I would it mighe 
be Hangers ‘till then; but on, fix Barbary Horfes, againft 
fix French Swords, their Affigns, and three liberal conceited 
carriages, that’s the French; but againft the Dani fh, why is 
this impon’d, as you call it 2 

O/r. The King, Sir, hath Jaid that in a dozen paffes 
between you and him, he fhal! not exceed you three hirs’s 
Fe hath faid on twelve for nine, and that would come tu 
immediate trial, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the 
Anfwer. | 

flam. How if T anfwer no ? 

O/r. I mean, my Lord, the Oppofition of your Perfon 
in trial, 

flam, Sir, I will walk here in the Hall; if it pleafe his 
Majefty, ‘tis the breathing time of day with me; ler the 
Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, and the King 
hold his purpofes I will win for him if I can: if not, Til 
gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd hits. 

Ofr, Shall I redeliver you e’en fo 2 

lam. To this effed, Sig, after what flourith your ature 
will. | 

O/r. I commend my duty to your Lordthip. | Exit. 

1am. Yours, yours; he does well to commend it him- 
felf, there are no tongues elfe for’s turn, 

Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his 
Head. | 

Ham. He did fo with his Dug before he fuck’d it + thus 
has he and nine more of the fame Beavy that I know the 
droflie Age dotes on, only got the tune of the time, and 
outward habit of encounter, a kind of yelty Collection, 

: Cc 2 which 
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which carries them through and through the moft fond and 
winnowed Opinions; and do but blow them to their Trials, 
the Bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord, his Mejefty commended him to you by 
young Ofrick, who brings back to him that you attend him 
in the Hail, he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play 
with Laertes, or that you will take longer time? 

Har. Lam conftant tomy purpofes, they follow the King’s 
pleafure; if his fitnefs {peaks, mine is ready, now or when- 
foever, provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are coming down. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. The Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle entertalfi- 
ment to Laertes before you go to play. 

Ham. She well inftru@ts me. 

Hor. You will lofe this Wager, my Lord. 

Him. \ do not think fo; fince he went into France, I 
hive been in continual PraGice; I fhall win at the odds; 
but thou wouldeft not think how ali’s here about my Heart: 
but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my Lord. 

Ham. Ut is but foolery; but it is fuch a kind of gain 
giving as would perhaps trouble a Woman. | 

Hor. If your mind difl.ke any thing, obcy. I will fore- 
{tal their repair hither, and fay you are not ht. 

Ham, Not a whit, we defie Augury; there’s a fpecial 
Providence in the fall of a Sparrow. — If it be now, “tis not 
to come: if it be not to come, it will be now: if it be 
not now, yet it will come; the readinefs 1s all; fince no 

Man has ought of what he leaves, what is’t to leave be- 
times ¢ 
Enter King, Queen, Laertes and Lords, with other <Atten- 
dants with Foils, and Gantlets, a Table and Flagons of 

Wine on it. 

King. Crome, Hamlet, come, and take this Hand fromme. 

Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir, I’ve done you wrong, 
But pardon'’t, as you are a Gentleman. 

This Prefence knows, and you muft needs have heard 

How I am punifh’d with fore diftraGion. 

What I have done 











Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 246, 


That might your Nature, Honour, and Exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madnefs : 
Was't Hamlet wrong’d Laertes? Never Hamlet. 
If Humelet from himfelf be ta’en away, 
And when he’s not himfelf, do’s wrong Laertes ; 
Then Hamlet do’s it not, Hamlet denies it: 
Who does it then? His madnefs. If’t be fo, . 
flamlet is of the Faction that is wrong’d, 
His madnefs is poor Hamler’s Enemy. 
Sir, in this Audience, 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d evil, 
Free me fo far in your moft generous thoughts, 
That I have fhot mine Arrow o’er the Houle, 
And hurt my Mother. 
Laer. 1 am fatisficd in Nature, 
Whofe Motive, in this cafe, fhould Rir me moft 
To my Revenge. But inmy terms of Honour 
I ftand aloof, and will no reconcilement, 
Till by fome elder Mafters of known honour, 
[ have a Voice, and prefident of peace 
To keep my Name ungorg’d. But ’rill that time, 
I do receive your offer’d love like love, 
And will not wrong ir, 
Ham. 1 do embrace it freely, 
And will this Brother’s Wager frankly play, 
Gives us the Foils: Come on. 
Laer. Come one for me. : 
Ham. Vilbe your Foil, Laertes, in mine ignorance, 
Your skill fhall like a Star ith’ brighteft Night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 
Laer. You mock me, Sir. 
Ham. No, by this Hand. 
King. Give the Foils, young O/rick, 
Coufin Hamlet, you know the Wager. 
Ham, Very well, my Lord, 
Your Grace hath laid the odds o’th’ weaker fide. 
King, 1 do not fear it, I have feen you both: 
But fince he is better’d, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, | 


Let me fee another, | 
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Hum. This likes me well; 
ThefeFoils have all a length 2 [Prepare to Play. 
Ofr. Ay, my good Lord. : 
King. Set me the Stopes of Wine upon that Table: 
If Hamlet give the firft, or fecond hit, 
Or quit in anfwer of a third exchange, 
Let ail the Battlements their Ordnance fire. 
The King thall drink to Hamlet's better breath, 
And in the Cup an Union fhall he throw 
Richer than that, which four fucceflive Kings 
In Denmark’s Crown have worn. Give me the Cups, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeak, 
The Trupets to the Canoncer without, 
The Canons to the Heav’ns, the Heav’n to Earth, 
Now the King drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
And youthe Judges bear a wary Eye. 
Ham, Come on, Sir. 
Laer. Come on, Sir. 
Ham. One. 
Laer. No. 
Ham. Judgment. 
O/r. A hit, a very patpable hit. 
Laer. Well again 
King. Stay, givemedrink, Hamlet, this Pearl is thine, 
Here’s to thy health. Give him the Cup. 
[Trumpet found, Shot goes off. 
Ham, Vl play this bout firft, fet it by a while, 
Come——another hit——what fay you? [They Play again. 
Laer. A touch, atouch, I do confefs, 
King. Our Son fhall win. 
Queen. He’s fat, and feant of breath. 
Here’s a Napkin, rub thy brows, 
The Queen caroufes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 
Ham. Good Madam 
King. Gertrude, do not drink. 
Qucen. Y will, my Lord; I pray you pardon me. 3 
King. It is the poifon’d Cup, it is too late, [ Afide. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, Madam, by and by. 
Qucen. Come, let me wipe thy Face. 
Laer. My Lord, I'll hit him now. 


[ They play. 


; 


King. 








= ee serene 
Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. 2463 . 


King, I do not think’t. 
Laer, And yet ’tis almoft *gainft my Confcience. [ Afde. 
Ham. Come, for the third, Zaertes, you but dally, 
I pray you pafs with your beft violence, 
I am afraid you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you fo? Come.or, [ Play. 
O/r. Nothing neither way. 
Laer. Have at you now. 
| Laertes wounds Hamlet, then in [cuffling they change Rapier, 
and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 
King. Part them, they are incens’d. 
Ham. Nay, come 1gain- —— 
Of/r. Look to the Queen there, ho ! 
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is’t, my Lord? 
O/r. How is’t Laertes ? | 
Laer. Why, asa Woodcock to my Sprindge, O/rick, 
Tam juftly kill’d with mine own treachery, 
Ham. How does the Queen? 
King. She {woons to fee them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink——— 
Oh my dear Hamlet, the drink, the drink, — 
I am poifon’d— | Oueen dies. 
Ham. Oh Villany ! How? Let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery ! feek ir out — 
Laer, It ishere, Hamlet. Hamlet; thou art flain, 
No Medicine in the World can do thee good. 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 
Unbated and envenom’d: the foul practice 
Hath turn’d it felfon me. Lo, here I lye, 
Never to rifeagain; thy Mother’s poifon’d; 
I can no more—<the King, the King’s to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom’d too, 
Then venom to thy work, | Stabs the King. 
All, Treafon, Treafon. 
King. O yet defend me, Friends, Iam but hurt, 
Ham. Here thou inceftuous, murd’rous, damned Dane, 
Drink off this Potion: Is thy Union here? 
Follow my Mother. [King dies. 
Laer. He is juftly ferv’d. 
| Ce 4 I¢ 
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It is a poifon temper’d by himfelf. 
Exchange forgivenefs with me, Noble Hamlet; 
Mine and my Father’s Death come not upon thee, 
Nor thine on me. | Dies. 
Ham. Heav’n make thee free of it, I follow thee, i 
IT am dead, Horatia; wretched Queen, adieu, 
You that look pale and tremble. at this chance, 
That are but Mutes or audience at this AG, 
Had I but time, (as this fell Serjeant Death 
Is ftrict in his Arreft) oh I could tell you, 
But let it be Horatio, I am dead, 
Thou liv’ft, report me and my caufes right 
To the unfatisfied. 
Flor. Never believe it. | 
T am more an Antique Roman than a Dane; , | 
Here’s yet fome Liquor left. | 
Ham. Asth’art a Man, give me the Cup, 
Let go, by Heav’n I'll hav’t. | 
Oh, good Horatio, what a wounded. name, 
Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall live behind me? 
If thou didft ever hold me in thy Heart, 
‘Abfent thee from felicity awhile, 
And in this harfh World draw thy breath in pain, 
‘To tell my ftory. _[Adarch afar off, and foout within. 
W hat warlike noife is this? | 
Enter Ofrick. 
O/r. Young Fortinbras, with Conqueft come from Poland, 
To th’ Ambafladors of England gives this Warlike Volley. . 
Flam. O, 1 die, Horatio: ae 
The potent poifon quite o’er-crows my Spirit, z | 
I cannot live to hear the News from England. 
But I do propheiie th’ election lights _ } 
On Fortinbras, he has my dying Voice, 
S> tell him with the occurrents more or lefs, 
Which have folicited._——T he reft is filence, O, O, O.[ Dies. 
Hor, Now cracksa noble Heart ; good Nighr, {weet Prince; 
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft. 
Why do’sthe Drum come hither¢ 
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Enter Fortinbras avd Enplith Ambaffador, with Drum, 
Colours, and Attendants. . 
Fort. Where is the fight? | 
for. What is it you would fee 2 
If ought of woe or wonder, ceafe your fearch, 
Fort, This quarry cries on Havock. Oh proud death! 
What Feaft is toward in thine eternal Cell, 
That thou fo many Princes at a fhoor, 
So bloodily haft ftruck2 
Amb. The fight is difmal, 
And our Affairs from England come toolate, 
The Ears are fenfelefs that thould give us hearing ; 
To tell him his Command’ment is fulfill’d, 
That Rofeneraus and Guildenftern are dead: 
Where thould we have our thanks 2 
flor, Not from his mouth, 
Had it th’ ability of life to thank you: 
He never gave Command’ment for their Death. 
But fince fo jump upon this bloody queftion, 
You from the Polack Wars, and you from Exgland 
Are here arriv’d: Give order that thefe Bodies 
High ona Stage be placed to the view, 
And let me {peak to th’ yet unknowing World, 
How thefe things came about. So thal} you hear 
_ Of cruel, bloody, and unnatural acts, F 
Of accidental judgments, “cafual flaughters, 
OF Deaths put’on by cunning, and forc’d caufe, 
And in this upthot, purpofes miftook, 
Fall’n dn the Inventors Heads, All this can I 
Truly deliver. : 
Fort. Let us hafte to hear it, 
And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 
For me, with forrow, I embrace m y Fortune, 
Ihave fome rights of Memory in this Kingdom, 
Which now to claim, my vantage doth 
Invite me, 
Hor, Of that I fhall have alfo caufe to {peak, 
And from his mouth whofe Voice will draw no more; 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 
Even whiles Mens mindsare wild, left more mifchance 
On 
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On plots, and errors happen. 
Fort. Let four Captains es 
Bear Hamlet like a Soldier off the Stage, 
For he was likely, had he been put on, 
To have prov’d moft royally : and for his paflage; 
The Soldiers Mufick, and the rites of War 
Speak loudly for him. | 
Take up the Body: Such a fight as this, 
Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs. 
Go, bid the Soldiers fhoot. 
[ Exeunt aoe : after which, a Peal ef Ordnance are 
, Ot O}T . . 
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EAR, King of Britain. 
King of France. 
Duke of Burgundy. 
Duke of Cornwall. 
Duke of Albany. 
Earl of Glofter. 
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KING LEAR 





KOT’ SCENE:T 
SC EN E A Palace. 


Enter Kent; Glofter, and Edmund the Baffard. 


Kf 7."* 


Thought the King had more affe@ed the 
Duke of Albany, than Cormwall. 

Glo, It did always feem foto us: But now 
in the Divifion of the Kingdom, it appears: 
not which of the Dukes he values moft; for 
qualities are fo weigh’d, that curiofity in 
neither, can make choice of eithe:’s moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your Son, my Lord? 

Glo, His breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge, I have 
fo often blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am braz’d 
tot. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you, 

Glo. Sir, this young Fellow’s Mother could; whereupon 
fhe grew round womb’d, and had indeed, Sir, a Son for her 
Cradle, e’er fhe had a Husband for her Bed. Do you 
{mell a Fault? 

Kent. Y-cannot with the fault undone, the Iffue of it be- 
ing fo proper. 
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Glo. But I have a Son, Sir, by order of Law, fome Year 
elder than this; who, yet is no dearer in my Account, 
though this Knave came fomewhat fawcily to the World 
before he was fent for: Yet was his Mother fair, there was 
good fport at his making, and the whorfon muft be acknow: | 
ledged. Do you know this Nobleman, Edmund? 

Baft,. No, my Lord. 

Glo. My Lord of Keut; 

Remember him hereafter, as my honourable Friend, 
Baft. My fervices to your Lordfhip. | 
Kent. 1 muft love you, and fue to know you better, ’ 
Baft. Sir, I fhall ftudy deferving. 

Glo, He hath been out nine Years, and away he fhall as 
pain. The King is coming, 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, Cor 

delia, and Attendants. | 

Laer. Attend the Lords of France and Burgundy, Glofter. 

Glo. I thall, my Lord, | Exit» 

Lear. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe. 
Give me the Map here. Know, that we have divided 
Into three, our Kingdom; and ’tis our faft intent, 

To fhake all cares and bufinefs from our Age, 

Confering them on younger ftrengths, while we 7 

Unburthen’d crawl toward Death. Our Son of Cormvall, 

And you our no lefs loving Son of sdibany, 

We have this hour a conftant will to publifh. 

Our Daughters feveral Dowers, that future ftrife 

May be prevented now. The Princes, France and Burgundy, 

Great Ravals in our younger Daughter’s Love, 

Long in our Court, have made their amorous fojourn, 

And here are to be anfwer’d. Tell me, my Daughters, 4 

Since now we will diveft us both of Rule, 

Intereft of Terrority, Cares of State, 

Which of you thall we fay doth love us moft; 

That we, our largeft bounty may extend 

Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill; 

Our eldeft borr, fpeak firft. 

Gon, Sir, I love youmore than word can wield thematter, 
Dearer than Eye-fight, fpace, and liberry, 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare, 

No lefs than Life, with Grace, Health, Beauty; Honour: 

As 
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As much as Child e’er lov’d, or Father found, 
A love that makes breath poor, and f{peech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much I love you. 
Cor, What thall Cordelia {peak?. Love, and be filent. 
Lear. OF all thefe bounds, even from this Line, to this, 
With thadowy Forefts, and with Champions rich’d 
With plenteous Rivers, and wide-skirted Meads, 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Albany’s Iffues 
Be this perpetual. What fays our fecond Daughter, 
Our deareft Regan, Wife of Cornwall? 
Reg. I am made of that felf-metal as my Sifter, 
And prize me at her worth, In my true Heart, 
I find fhe names my very deed of love: 
Only fhe comes too fhort, that I profefs 
My felf an Enemy to all other Joys, 
Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe profeffes, 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highnefs love, 
Cor. Then, poor Cordelia! 
And yet not fo, fince I am fure my Love’s 
More ponderous than my Tongue. 
Laer. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom, 
No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleafure, 
Than that confer’d on Gonerill, Now our Joy; 
Although our laft and leaft; to whofe young love, 
The Vines of France, and Milk of Burgundy, 
Strive to be intereft: What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your Sifters? {peak, © 
Cor. Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing? 
Cor. Nothing, 
Lear. Nothing will-come of nothing, {peak again. 
Cord. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My Heart into my Mouth: I love your Majefty 
According to my Bond, no more nor lef, 
Lear. How, how, Cordelia? Mend your fpeech a little, 
Left you may mar your Fortunes, 
Cor. Good, my Lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. 
I return thofe Duties back‘as are right fir, 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you, Why 
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Why have my Sifters Husbands, if they: fay 
They love you all? Happily when Dthall wed, rt 
Thar Lords whofe Hard muft takemy. plight, fhall carry. ! 
Half my Love with him, half my Care; and Duty. ‘ 
Sure { fhall hever marry hike my Sifters. 

Lear, But' goes thy Heart with this? 

Cor. Ay, my good Lord. 

Lear. S) young, and fo untender? 

Cor. So young, my Lord, and ‘true. pad 

Lear. Let it be fo, the Truththenrbethy dowres iy 
For by the facred radiance of the Sun,: 
The myfteries of Hecate, and the Night, | : 
By all the Operations of the Orbs, © eeudh 
From whom we do éxift, and ‘ceafe’to be, 
Here I difclaim all my paternal Care,» = , 
Propinquity and property of Blood, 
And as a Stranger to my Heart and mey © 9 re 
Hold thee from this for ever. “The Barbarous Scythian. 
Or he that makes his Generation, Meffes x swt 
To gorge his Appetite,” fhall to my Botom | 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and’reliev'd, 
As thou my fometime Daughter. | 

Kent. Good my “Liege 

Lear. Peace, Kent! | 
Come not between the Dragon and his(Wraths « : 
I lov’d her moft, and thought to fet my refi 95) yh 
On her kind Nurfery. Hence, and avoid my fight !-«-|To:Cor.’ 
So be my Grave’ my Peace, as here'l give 0 
Her Father’s Heart from her; call France ; who ftirs? 4 
Call Burgundy —— Cormvall, and Albany, 4 615 wen 
With my two Daughters Dowres, digeft the thirdy's 900 / 
Let Pride, which the calls Plainnefs, marry here’ */ Ay 
I do inveft you jointly with my Power, | fies #5 
Preheminence, and all the large Effects ot ang 
‘That troop with Majefty, Our felf by monthly courfe 
With refervation of an hundred Knights, y did 
By you to be fuftain’d, fhall our abode me gga OT 
Make with yot by dine turn, only we fhall retains dt 
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Kent. Royal Lear, " 
Whom I have ever honour’d as a King, 
Lov’d as my Father, as my Matter follow’d, 
And as my Patron, thoughton in my Prayers—— __ 
Lear. The Bow is bent and drawn, make from lie Shaft, ~ 
Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my Heart; be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad ; what wouldi{t chou do, old Man? 
Think’ft thou that Duty thall have dread to fpeak, 
When Power to Flattery bows 2 
To plainnefs Monour’s bound, 
When Majefty falls to Folly; referve thy State, 
And in thy beft confideration, check 
This hideous rathnefs; anfwer my Life, my Judgment, 
Thy youngeft Daughter do’s not love thee leaft, 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low founds 
Reverb no hollownefs, 
Lear. Kent, on thy Life no more. 
Kent. My Life I never held but as a pawn | 
To wage againit thine Enemies, ne’er fear to lofe its 
Thy fafety being Motive. 
Lear. Out of my fight ! | i 
Kent, See better, Lear, and let me ftill remain). 
The true Blank of thine Eye. = 
_ Lear. Now by Apalla ——_—_— 
Kent. Now by Apollo ; King, 
Thou fwear’ft thy Gods in vain. 
Lear. O Vaflal! Mifcreant!---| Laying hit Hand on his Swords 
Alb, Corn. Dear Sir; forbear, 
__ Kent. Kill thy Phyfician, and thy Fee beftow 
Upon the foul Difeafe, revoke the Gift, 
Or whilft I can vent clamour from my Throat, 
I'll tell thee thou doft evil. | 
Lear. Hear me Recreant, on thine Allegiance hear me ; 
That thou haft fought to make us break our Vows, 
Which we durft never yet; and with ftrain’d Pride, 
To come betwixt our Sentence and our Power, 
Which, nor our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 
Our Potency made good, take thy Reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for Provifion, 
To thield thee from difafters of ane World, 
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And on the fixth to turn thy hated: back , 
Upon our Kingdom; if the tenth Day following; 
Thy banifhe Trunk be found in our Dominions, 
The Moment is thy Death, away. By Fupiter, 
This: fiiall not be revok’d. | 
Kent. Fare thee well, King, fitch thus thou wilt appear 
Freedom lives hence, and Banifhment is here; 
The Gods to their dear fhelter take thee, Maid, 
That juftly think’{t, and haft moft rightly faid’; 
And your large Speeches may your Deeds approve, 
That good Effeéts may fpring from Words of Love: 
Thus Kext, O Princes, bids you all adieu, | 
He'll fhape his old Courfe ina Country new. [ Exit: 
Enter Glofter, with France and Burgundy, aud Attendants. 
Cor. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble Lord, 
Lear. My Lord of*Burgunay, | 
We firft addrefs toward you, who, with this King, 
Hath rivall'd for our Daughter; what in the leaf 
Will you require’in prefent Dowre with her, 
Or ceafe your Queft of Love ? 
Bur. Mott Royal Majefty, 
I crave no more than what your Highnefs offer’d, 
Nor will you tender lefs. 
Lear; Right Noble Burgundy, 
When fhe was dear to us’ we held her fo, 
But now her price is fall’n : Sir, there the ftands, 
If ought. within that little feeming Subftance, 
Or all of it with our difpleafure piee’d, 
And nothing more, may fitly hike your Grace, 
She’s theres “and fhe is yours. 
Bur. 1 know no Anfwer. 
Lear, Will you with thofe infirmities fe owe 
Unfriended, new adopted to our hate, 
Dowr'’d with our Curfe, and ftranger’d withourOath, 
Take leave, or leave her 2 
Bur, Pardon me, Royal’Sir, 
Election mikes not up in fech Conditions. 
Lear. Uhea leave her, Sir, for by the’ Power that made me, 
[ tell you all-her Wealth, For you, gréat' King, 
I would not from your Love make fach a fray, 
To mach you where I hate therefore befeech’ you * 
Ts. 
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T’avert your liking a more worthier way, 
Than on.a wretch whom Nature. is afham’d 
Almoft t’ acknowledge hers. |. 7 
Fra, This is moitiftrange ! rd | 
That the, who even but now, was your; beft Obje&; 
The Argument'of your Praife, balm.of your Age, 
The bet, the.deareft, fould in this. trice of time 
Commit a.thing fo monftrous, to difmantle 
So many folds of Favours fare’ her. Offence 
Mutt be of fuch uanatural Degree, | 
As Monftrous is; or your fore-voucht, affection 
Could not fall into’ Taint; which to, believe of her 
Mutt be a Faith, that reafon without) miracle 
Should never plant in. me; 
Cor. I yet.befeech your Majefty, 
If for I. want that glib and oily Art, 
To {peak and purpofe not,. fince what I will intend, 
Vil do’t before I {peak;. that yout make known 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs, 
No unchafte AGion, or difhonour’d ftep; 
That hath depriv’d me of your Grace.and Favour, . » 
But even for want of that, for which I am,richer,,..., y 
A ftill folliciting Eye, and fuch a.Tongue,s.... (~ say’ 
That I am glad I have not, though notito have ir... 
Hath loft me in your hking. PEF Tain. 
Lear. Better thou -hadft ; ; won 
Not been born,. than not t’have pleas’d me betrer, 
Fra. Is it but this?.. A tardinefs in, Nature, 
Which often leaves the. Hiftory unfpoke._, 
That it intends to do; my Lord of Bargundy, 
What fay you to the Lady 2? Love's nor Love 
When it is mingled with regards, that ftands ° 
Aloof from th’intire Point, will you ,have her 7 
She is her felf a Dowry. ne 
Bur. Royal King, | 7 
Give but that Portion which your felf propos’d; 
And here I take Cordelia, by the Hand, 
Dutchefs: of Burgundy. 
Lear, Nothing I have Sworn, I am firm. . 
Bar. I am forry then you have fo loft a Father, 
That you muft lofe a Husband. 
Dd i Core 
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Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that refpec&t and fortunes are his Love, 
1 fhall not be his Wife. 

Fra. Patel Cordelia, that art moft rich being poor, 
Mott choice forfaken, and moft lov’d ‘defpis’d, 
Thee and thy Virtues here I feize upon, 
Be it lawful U take up what's caft away. a, 
Gods, Gods ! ’Tis ftrange, that from their cold’ft necleg 
My love thould kindle to enflam'd refpect. | 
il Thy dowrelefs Daughter, King, thrown to my chance, 
o)! Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : Pa or 
| Not all the Dukes of watrith Bargundy, ~~ ; 
Hs Can. buy this unpriz’d precious Maid’of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, though unkind; 
Thou lofeft here, .a better where to find. , 

Laer. Thou halt her France, letherbe thine; for we 
Have no fuch Datighter, nor fhallever'fee | 
That face of hers againg. therefore be ‘gone, ~ eget 

Mai Without our Gace, our Love; ‘our Benizon : wy 
Binet Come Noble Burgundy. ( Flouri[v. [ Extunt. 

M4 ‘Fra. Bid farewel to your Sifters. oi oxen: 

Cor. The Jewelsof out Father; with wath’d eyes | 
Cordelia leaves you, I know you what you are, ‘ 3 
a And like 4 Sifter‘am moft loath to’ call ‘ 
ut Your faults as they afénamed. Love well otir Father; 
BS ie To your profefledBofoms I commit him, ~ °° 
Bete But yet alas, ftood:f within his Grace,>” ~~ 
I would prefer hit’ to a betttr place, os epeieg 9 caer abt | 
So farewel to you both.” _ i ser fe Gy 

Reg. Prefcribe not us our Duty. 

Gon, Let your Study ~ | , 

Be to content your Lord, who hath receiv’d you) 
At Fortunes Alms you have Obedience feasted, °° ©" | 
And well are worth the'want that you have wanted.) 2 °°" 

Cor. Time hall unfold what plighted ctinning hides,’ © 
Who covers Faults; "at laft with fhame derides. 
Well may you profper. 7 Pee: 

Fra. Ccme, my fait Cordelia. (Exenat France and Cote, 

Gon. Sifter, itis hot little T haye to fay, clita 
Of what moft*néarly-appertains to’ us both, ripe 
I think our Father will go Hence to Night. 


King Lear. 
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Reg. That’s moft certain, and with you; next Month 
with us. oes eee | | oe 
Gon, You fee how full of Changes his Age is, the.ob{er- 
vation we have made of it hath been little ; he always lov'd 
our Sifter moft, and .with what poor. Judgment he shath 
now calt her off, appears too too grofly. . aud 
Reg. “Tis the infirmity of his, Age ;. yet “he hath. ever 
but. flenderly; known himfelf. 7 eee | = 
Gon. The belt and foundeft of his time hath, been but 
rath ; then mult. we look from. his Age, to receive not alone 
the Imperfections, of long engraffed Condition, but there- 
withal the unruly waywardne(s, that infirm and cholerick 
Years bring with them, Se White cins } 
Reg. Such unconftant ftarts are we like to. have from him, 
as this of Kezt’s Banifhment.. | | ae 
Gon. There, is. further Complement of leave taking, be- 
tween France and him ;.pray you Jet us fit together, if our 
Father carry Authority with fuch Difpofition as he bears, 
this Jaft furrender of his Will but- offend US. art 
«eg. We fhall further think of it. eS eG 
Gov. We muft do fomething, and rth’ Heat [Exeunt. 
> Enter Baltard witha Letters.) 0 0) 
Ba. Thou Nature art my Goddefs, tothy Law He 
My Services are bound ; wherefore fhould I . AK ET Sy 
Stand in the Plague.of Cuftom, and permit 
The curiofity of Nations: to. deprive me,\.. | 
Forthat I am fome twelve, or fourteen Moonfhines , 
Lag of a Brother? Why Baftard 7 wherefore bafe 2 
When my Dimenfions areas well compact, » 
My Mind as generous, and my Shape as true . | 
As honeft Madam’s Iffue 2. why brand they.us 
With Bafe 2: with Bafenefs ? Baftardy,? Bale, Bafe?. 
Who in the Jufty ftealth of Nature, take. | 
More Compofition, .and fierce quality; 
Than doth, within.a dull itale tired Bed, 
Go to th’ creating a whole Tribe of Fops.... . 
Got tween.a fleep, and wake 2 Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I-muft, have our.Land, - 
Our Father's Love ts: to the Baltard Edmunds 
Dd 3.) ti Ar 
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As to th’legitimete ; ‘fine Word legitimate ———- 
Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter {peed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 

Shall to th’legitimate I grow; I profper 

Now Gods, fland up for Baftards, 

“Enter Gliofter. 

Glo. Kent banith’d thus ! and France in Chole parted’ / 
And the King gone to Night / Prefcrib’d his Power, 
Confiird to Exhibition ! All this' gone” 

Upon the Gad ! Edmund, how now? what News’? 
Baft. So pleafe your Lordthip, none. | Putting up the Letters 
Glo. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that Letter¢ 
Bajft. TY know no News, my Lord. 

Glo. What Paper were you reading ¢ 

Baft. Nothing, my Lord. | 

Glo, No! ‘what needed then thit' terrible Difpatch of it 
into’ your Pocket ? ‘the’ quality of nothing, hath not fuch 
need to hide ir felf. Let's fee ; come, if'it be nothing, 1 
fhall not need Speétacles. = 

Baft. 1 befeech you, Sir, pardon me; it is a letter: from 
my Brother, that Ihave not all o’er-read; and for fo much 
as I have perus'd, I-find it not fit for your o’er-looking, 

Glo. Give me the Letter, Sir. 

Baft, ¥ fhall offend, either to detain, or give it ; 

The Contents, as in part I underftand them, 

Are to blame. | 
Glo. Let’s fee, let’s fee. 

Baft, 1 hope for my Brother's Juftification, he wrote 
this but asan Effay, or tafte of my Virtue. 

Glo. reads.| Thit’ Policy, and Reverence of Age, ‘makes 
the World bitter tothe beft of our times ; keeps our Fortunes from 
us, “till our oldnefs cannot relifh them. I begin-to find an idle 
and fond Bondage, in the oppreffion of aged Tyranny, which 
fuays, not as it hath Power, butas it’ is fuffered. Come to 
we, that of this I may [peak more. If our Father would fleép 
"till I wakid him, you fhould enjoy nalf bis Revenue for ever, 
aud live the beloved of your Bro:her, Edgar. Hum !--- Con- 
{piracy ! Steep “till I wake him you fhould 
enjoy half his Reyenue my Son’ Edgar # had ‘he 
a Hand to write this/ A Heart anda Brain to breed it'in! 
When came this‘to you ? who brought it? a 
| Affe 
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Baft. Ie..was not brought me, my Lord;. theré’s the 
cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the Cafement of my 
Clofet. | 

Glo, You know the Character to be your Brother’s 2 

Baft. If the matter were good, my. Lord, I durft {wear 
it were his; but in refpe@ of that, I would fain think it 
were not. 

Glo. It-is his. | 

Bajt. It is his Hand, my Lord ; I hope this Heart is not 
in the Contents. | orks 

Glo, Has he never before founded you in this Bufinefs? 

Baft. Never, my Lord. But I have heard him oft maiv- 
tain it to be fit, that Sons at perfe@ Age, and :Fathei’s de- 
clin’d, the Father fhould be as Ward to the Soh, and the 
Son manage his Revenue. | 

Glo, O Villain, Villain! his very. Opinion in the Let- 
ter, Abhorred Villain! unnatural, detefted, bruitith Villain ! 
worfe than bruitith ! Go, firrah, feek him; Vt apprehend 
him. Abominable Villain ! where is he 2 

Baft.. 1 do not well know, my Lord.;_ if it thall pleafe 
you to fufpend your Indignation againft my Brother, ‘ti!l . 
you. can derive from him better Teftimouy. of his Intenr, 
you fhould run a certain Courfe ;. where, if you violently 
proceed. againft him,, miftaking his Purpofe, it would make 
a great gap in your Honour, and fhake in pieces the Heart 
of his Obedience. I dare pawn ‘down my Life for him, 
that he hath writ this to feel my Affectionto your Honou’, 
and. tono other pretence of Danger, 

Glo. Think you fo 2 

Bag. If your Honour judge it meet, I will place youl 
where you thall hear us confer this, and by an Auricular 
Affarance have your .Satisfa€tion, and that without ary 
further delay, than this. very Evening. 

Glo, He cannot be fuch a Monfter... Edmund, feck him 
out ; wind me into him, I pray you ;. frame the Bufinefs 
after. your own Wifdom, I would unftate my felf, to be 
In a due refolution, | a. | 

Baft. 1 will feek him, Sir, prefently ; convey the Bufinefs 
as [ fhall find means, and acquaint..you withal. 

Glo, Lhefe late Eclipfes in. the Sun and Moon portend no 
good to us ; though the Wifdom of Nature can reafon at 
: Dd 4 thus, 
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thus, and thus, yet Nature finds itifelf fcourgids by. thé fe- 
quent Effeéts, Love cools, Friendfhip, falls: off, Brothers 
idivide. In Cities,..smutinies ;:..1n-Gountries,.diftords in 
| Palaces, Treafon ;; andthe. Bond..crack’dj twixt (Son and | 
/ Father. This Villain of mine comes under, the Predigtibn ; 
ayia | * there's Son againit.Father, the: King falis-from{-bidls. of Na- 
Tai "‘ture, there's Father againit Child..: We shave deen theibeftéf 
am our time. _Machinations,  hollownels) treachery,scandvall 
| ruinous Diferders follow us difquietly t0,our-GravesscFind 
out this Villain, Edmund ; it thallilofe.thee novhings: dot 
carefully ———and the Noble and trye+heatted Kextbanifi’d! 
eat | his.offence, honetly...’ Tis ftrange. . +5) wry T fubxit. 
mie! Baft.. This is the excellent .foppery..of; the Worlds: that 
Hiss when we are fick in Fortune: often the Surfeitsyofour own 
‘al ' Behaviour, we make guilty.of, our Dafaftersy the Suny the 
~ Moon, and Stars; asaf we were: Villains, on hécefhry, 
Fools by Heay’aly Compulfion,) . Knaves, |, Thieves)“and 
Treachers by Spherical. Predominance, (Drunkards, , byars, 
Bi | and Adulterers by ao inforc’d. Obedience. of . Pidnetarynan- 
Diet _ fluence; and al] that we are evil in, by.a idiyine thrufting 
a on. An ‘admirable Evafion of Whor.amafter-Manj «to lay 
hee ' his Goarith difpofition on the charge.of,a Star; My. Father 
1a compounded with my Mother. under, the Dragon's Frail, 
ai and my Nativity was under Ur/z. major, fo, that, it follows, 
ma Iam rough and lecherous... I fhould, have. been than bam; 
had the Maidenlieft Star in. the Firmament twinkledon:my 
tt Baltardizing. he v 





_. eater Edgare.+.\: ‘oc 2H ante 33, 
he comes like the Cataftrophe- of, the ldeCo* 
medy; my Cue is villanous Melancholy, with a figh like 
Tom 0°. Bedlam O thefe Eclipfes do:portend thefe 
‘ Divifions | Fa, Sol, ‘La, Me ———— eco : 
cal). Edg. How now, Brother Edmund, what ferious Con- 
| templation are you in? 
ta Baft, 1 am thinking, Brother, of a PrediGion.:Iyread this 
8 | other Day, what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes, 1 eid 
sol Edg. Do you bufie your felf with that.2. 


Pat] 
Bajt, \ promife you the Effe@s he-writes of fueceed.un- 








happily, on : | 
When faw you my Father laft 2, peed te! Wise en 2tot ten | 
ce SN tid tl Ate iginal ail 
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»| Baft.: Spakeyou with him? ee ates ACE 
> Edg® Ay, two houts together. © | Sk 
\: Bafts Parted *you in? good: Terms; found you no difplea- 
fure in-him, by Word; nor Countenatice ? A tea 
dg None at alle “moo om SAY “4h ee 
Bajt. Bethiak yout felf wherein’ you have offended him’ 
Andatmy' entreaty forbear ‘his prefetice, tintil fome ‘little 
time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafare; which at this 
inftant fo rageth im him) that with the Mifchief of your Pers 
fon, it - would fearcely allay. erat, as ean ed 
> Badge Some Villain hath done me wrongs St Co 
vw Bafé. That’s my fear; I pray you have a continent for- 
bearance till the iheed ‘Of his Rage ‘goes flower: And as I 
fay, retire;with me to my Lodging, from whence I will fitly 
bringyyou to hear ry Lord {peak : Pray you go, ‘there’s my 
Keysolf you do ftir’abroad, go'arm’d. © °°” ae 
»uEdgsArm’d, Brother | Se ga: 
Bajt. Brother,-I advife you to the beft, I am no honeft 
~ Mans :if there be any good meaning towatd you: T have 
told :you what I have feen and heard; but faintly ; nothing 
like the Image and Horror of it; pray you away, or 
»Edg. Shall I hear from “you anon? aR se  LExit, 
Baft Tdoferve you in this Bufinelg’; ©" 08 ali 
Avcredulous: Father, and'a Brother’ a hy 
Whofe: Nature is fo far from doing harms, = 
That he fulpe&s nonéson whofe fodlith Honefty 
My Practices ride eafie: I {ee the Bufinefs, 
Let me, if not by Birth; have Lands by Wirt, a 
AlDwith me’s meet, that I can fathiod fit. | Exit 


: " 
_«! o : ' 
"At ‘S| > *% 
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‘SCEN EW The Duke of Albany’s Palace, 


) Enter Goneril, and Steward. 
‘Gon Did my Father fttike my Géntleman for chiding of 
Stew. Ay, Madam. "eet Sree Ne 
Gon. By. Day and’ Night, he wrongs me; ‘every Hour 
He flathes into one grofs Crime, or other, _ xt 
That fets us all at odds; PH not endure it; .-- 
His Knights grow riotous, and ‘himfelf upbraids us * 
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On every Trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not fpeak with him, -fay I am Sick, 


Tf you come flack of former Services, 


You fhall do well, the fault of ic Pll anfwer, 

Stews He’s coming, Madam, I hear him. 

Gon, Put on what weary Negligence you pleafe, 
You and your Fellows: I’d have it come to queftion® 
If he diftafte it, let him to my Sifter, 

Whofe Mind and mine I know in that are one. 
Remember what I have faid. 

Stew. Well, Madam. 

Gow.. And jet his Knights have colder Looks among. you : 
What grows of it no matter, advife. your Fellows fo, I'll 
write ftraight tomy Sifter to hold my courfe: Prepare: for 
Dinner. | Exewnt. 

Enter Kent difeuis'd. 

Kent. If but as well I other Accents borrow; 
And. can my Speech difufe, my good intent 
May carry thro’ at: felf to that full Iffue | 
For which-I raz’d my likenefs.. - Now, banifht Kexr; 
If thou canft ferve where thou doft ftand condemn’d, 
So may it come, thy Mafter whom thou lov’ft, 
Shall find thee full of Labours. 

Florns within, Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not ftay a jot for Dinner, ‘goger it ready: 
How now; what art thou 3? 

Kent. A Many Sirs: | 

Lear. What-doft thou profefs ?, What wouldft thou with 
us¢ 

Kent. 1 do profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to,ferve 
him. truly that will put me in truft, to love him that is ho- 
neft, to converfe with him that is wife, and faysilittle,\to 
fear Judgment, to,fight when [-cannot,chufe, and to eatino 


} Fifth. 


Leare What art thou 2 | 

Kent. A very. honeft-hearted Fellow, and as poor as: the 
King. ‘ag bins 

Lear. If thou beeft-as poor for a Subje, as he’s'for a 
King, thou art poor enough. What wouldft thou? 


Kent. 
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Kent. Service. 

Lear. Whom wouldft thou ferve? 

Kent. You, 

Lear. Dott thou know me, Fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, "but'*you have-that in your Countenance; 
which I would fain’ call’ Mafter. 

Lear. What's that 20> ° 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What Services canft thou do 2 : 

Kent. I can keep honeft Counfels, ride, run, mart a curin 
ous Tale in telling it, and deliver a plain Meflage bluntly : 
That which ordinary Men are fit for, I am qualified in, and 
the beft of me, is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? i 

Kent. Not {o young, Sir, to love a Woman for finging, 
nor fo old to doat on her for any thing. I have Years on 
my Back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou fhalt ferve me; if T like thee no 
worfe after Dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
ho, Dinner,----where’s my Knave? my Foo]? go you and call 
my Fool hither.’ You, you, Sirrah, where’s my Daughter 2 
| Enter Steward. 


- 





Stew. So pleafe you [ Exit. 

Lear. What fays the Fellow there? Call the Clotpole back: 
Where’s my Fool? Ho! ----T think the World’ afleep, how 
now ? where’s that Mungrel? | 

Knight. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 
Lear, Why came not the Slave back to me when I call’d 
him? | 

Knight. Sir, he anfwered in the roundeft manner, he would 
now Er terit ¢ Ko! : | 
_ Leare He would nor? | 

Knight. My Lord, I know not what the matter is; but 
to my Judgment, your Highnefs is not entertain’d with 
that Ceremonious Affe@ion as you were wont; there’s a 
great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the gene- 
ral Dependents, as in the Duke himfelf alfo, and your 
Daughter. 

Lear. Ha! faift thon fo2 

Knight, I befeech you pardon me, my Lord, if I be 

| | miftaken ; 
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miftaken; for my Duty cannot be filent, when I think your 
Highiefs is .wrong’d. 
_ ear. Thousbut remembreft' me ef my own Concepti- 
on, J have perceiv’d a moft faintonegle& of late, which 
I have rather blamed as my own jealous Curiofity, than a8 a 
very pretence and purpofe of unkindnefs ; I will look fur- 
ther_into’t ;but-where’s my Fool ?:I‘have not feen him this 
two Days. 7 ef 
Knight. Since my young Lady's going into France, Sir, 
the Fool hath much pined away. 
~ Lear, No more of that, Ihave noted at well; go you 
and tell my Daughter, I would fpeak with her. -Go°you 
call hither my Fool ; © youSir, come-you hither, ‘Sir, who 
am [Sir 2 ” 
Enter Steward. - 
Stew. My Lady’s Father. © oo’. ott: that 
Lear. My Lady’s Father? my Lord’s Knave, you"wher-- 
fon Dog, you Slave, you Cur, WG UGH? Els 2h3! * 
Stew. I am none of thefe, my Lord; 
I befeech your pardon. rm rites 
Lear. Do you bandy Looks with me, you Rafcal? 
‘| Striking him. 


Stew. Vl not be ftrucken, my Lord. 
Kent.. Nor tript neither, you bafe Faot-ball player. 
) [Tripping up pis Heels. 
Lear. I thank thee, Fellow. UFO SE IL 3tsa 
Thou ferw ft mejcand Pl dove thee," 15 eset ox 
Kent. Come, Sirs arife; away, I'll teach you Differences + 
Away, away, if you will meafure your Lubbers length again, 
tarry; but away, go to; haveiyou Wifdom, fo. bat 
Lear. Now my friendly Knave'l thank thee, there’s ear- 
neft.of. thy Service : | 
| Enter Fool, | 
Fool. Let me hire him too, here’s my Coxcomb. * 


| | LG iving his Cap, : 
Lear. How now my pretty Kaave? how’ doft thou? ~ 


Fool. Sirrah, you were beft take my Coxcomb. — ~ 
Kent... W hy,omy Boy? tae 


Fool. Why 2 for taking one’s part that is out of. Faypur; 


nay, aod thou canft notyfmile as the Wind fits, thou It rats 
cold fhortlyytheteitake my'Coxeomb'; why, this Fellow has 


banifh’d 
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banith’d two on’s Daughter, and did the third a Bleffing ie 
gainit his Will; if thou follow him, thou imuft needs wear 
my Coxcomb,.. How,now:Nuficle? would had tWo Cox. 


rh” os 


combs, and two Daughters. 


hear, Why; my Boy?) ng OM . 

) feel. TET. give them/all my living, Fil keep my Coxcom} 

my {elf ; there’s mine, beg another of thy Daughters, - 
Lear,..Take heed, Sirrah,! the whip, 

~ Fool. Truth’s a Dog mutt to kennel, he muft be whip’d 

out, when the Lady Brach.may ftand by th’ Fire and ftink, 

Lear, A peltilent gall fo me, : 

» Fool, Sirrah, Vl teach thee a Speech. | ” (7oKent: 
Lear, Do. CL 
Fool, Mark it, Nunclegs. 

Have more than thou thoweft, 

Speak Jefs than. thou knoweftt, 

Lend lefs than thou oweft, 

Ride more than thou poeft, 

Learn more than thou trowett, 

Set lefs: than thou throweft : | 

Leave thy Drink and thy Whore, 

And keep in Door, c 

And thou fhalt/ have.more, sAsisa 

‘Than:two tens to.a fcore. 

Kent. This is nothing, Fool. Hy Hierls Teas 
Fool, Then it is like the Breath of an unfee’d Lawyer, you 
ive me. nothing for’t, can you make: no ufe of nothing, | 

Nuncle.. 50.035. ) a 

’ Lear. Why.no,..Boy,) .. 

Nothing. can be made out of Nothing. (i ¥ 

ool. Prithee tell him, fo much the Rent of ‘his Lard comes 

to, he will not believe a Fool. | Zo Kent. 
Lear, A bitter Fool, .. .. iil 4 13 

Fool. Doft thou know the difference, my Boy, between 

a bitter Fool and a fweer.one 2 , ym wo 
Lear, No Lad; teach me, Siw Boy | 
Fool. Nuncle, give me an Egg, and T’ll'give thee two 

Crowns, - er sq 2'ane anids Ke 
Lear. What two Crowns shall they be #0: 

Fool, Why, after I have-cut the Egeo'th middle, and 
eat up the Meat, the two Crowns of the Egg: When.tho 


clovell 
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cloyeft thy Crown i’th’ middle, and gav’ft away both. parts, 
thou bor’ft thine Afs on thy Back o’er the Dirt; thouhadft 
little Wit in thy bald Crown, when thou gay’ft, thy golden 
one away: If I {peak like my felf in this, let him be whipt 
that firft finds it fo. 

Fools had ne’ er lefs Grace in a Tear, | Singings 

For Wifemen are grows foppifh, 

And know not how their Wits to wears 

Their Manners are {0 apifp. 


Lear, When were you wont to be fo full of Songs, Sirrah ¢ 
Fool. I have ufed it Nuncle, e’er fince thou mad’{t thy 
Daughters thy Mothers ; for when thou gav {tthem the Rod 


and put’{t down thine own Breeches; then they , 
For {adden Foy did weep, (Singing: 
And I for Sorrow fung; - 
That [uch a King fhould play bo peep. 
And go the Fools among. 

Prithee Nuncle keep a School-Matfter that can teach thy Fool 

to lie; I would fain learn to lies 

Lear. And you lie, Sirrab, we'll have you whipt. 

Fool, 1 matvel what kin thou and thy Daughters are : 
they'll have me whipt for. {peaking true, thou'it have me 
whipt for Lying, and fometimes 1 am whipt; for holding 
my Peace. . I had rather be any. kind o’ thing than a, Fool, 
and yet I would not be thee, Nuncle; thou haft pared thy 
Wit o’ botli fides, and left nothing ith’ middle; here comes 
one o’ the parings. 

Enter Goneril. 

Lear. How. now, Daughter ? what makes that Frontlet oné 
You are too much of late i’th’ frown. 

Fool, Thou wafta pretty Fellow when thou hadft noneed 
to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O without a Fi- 
gure; I am better than thou artnow, I am a Fool, thou art 
nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my Tongue, {fo your Face 
bids me, tho” you fay nothing. 


Mum, Mum, he that keeps nor Craft, nor Crum, | Singings 
Weary of all, hall want fome, | 


That’s a theal’d Pefcod. 


Gow. Not only, Sir, this, your all-licenc’d Fool, 
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But other of your irifolent Retinue | 

Do hourly Carp and Quarreh breaking forth 

In rank, and not to be endured’ Riots, Sir. 

I had thought by making'this well known unto you, 
To have found a fafe redrefs; but now grow fearful 
By what your felf too late have {poke and done, 
That you proteé this courfe, and pur it on 

By your Allowance; which if you fhould, the faule 
Would not fcape Cenfure, nor the Redreffts fleep, 
Which in the tender of a wholfome weal, | 

Might in their working do you that Offence, 
Which elfe were Shame, that then neceflity 

Will call difcrect. proceeding, 

Fook For you know, Nuncle, the Hedge-fparrow fed the 
Cuckoo fo long, that it had its Head bit off by its young; 
fo out went the Candle, and we were left darkling, 

Lear. Are you our Daughter? 

Gon, I would you would make ufe of your god Wifdom, 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Thefe Difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. aa 

Fool, May not an AS know when» the ‘Cart ‘draws the 
Horfe? Whoop Jug I love thee: 4 

Lear. Does any here know me? This-is not Lear: 
Does: Lear walk thus ? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
Are Lethargied#—Ha/y waking !——’Tis not fo; 

Whois it that can tell me who I am?2 

Fool. Lear’s Shadow, > : 

Lear Your Namey fair Gentlewoman Ies-w’ 

Gor. This Admiration; Sir, is much o’th’ favour 

OF other your new’ Pranky, © ‘Ido befeech you 
To underftand my purpofes aright: - 
You, as you are Old and Reverend, fhould be Wife. 
Here do 'youkeep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo diforder’d, fo debofh’d, and bold, 
That this our Cout, infe@ed with their Manners, 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicurifm and Luft 
Make it more like a Tavern or 4 Brothel, 
Than agrac’d Palace. The Shame it felf doth {peak 
Por inftant remedy. Be then defir'd, 
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By her, that elfe will take the thing the begs; 
A little to difquantity your Train; 
And the remainders that fhall {till depend, 
To be fuch Men.as may befort your Age, 
Which know themfelves, and you. 
Lear, Darknefs and Devils! | 
Saddle my Horfes, call my Train together ———_ 
Degenerate Baftard! V'll not trouble thee; 
Yet have I left a Daughter. 3 
Gon. You ftrike my, People, and your diforder’d Rabble 
make Servants of their Betters. 
as Enter Albany- 
Lear. Woe! that too late repents : 
Is it your will, fpeak, Sir? Prepare my Horfes---- | To Alb; 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 
More hideous when thou fhew’ft thee in a Child; 
Than the Sea-monfter, 
Alb, Pray, Sir, be patient; 
Lear. Detefted Kite! thou lieft. [Ze Goneril, 
My Train are Men of choice and rareft parts, 
That all particulars of Duty know, 
And in the moft exact regard, fupport 
The worthipsof their Names. O moft {mall Fault! 
How ugly didft thou in Cordelia thew ? 
Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame of Nature 
From the fixt place; drew from my Heart all love; 
And added to the call. O Lear, Lear, Lear: 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgment out. Go, go, my Peoples 
‘Alb. My Lord; 1 am guiltlefs, as 1 am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 
Lea*. it may be fo, my Lord 
Hear Nature, hear, dear Goddcfs, hear ¢ 
Sufpend thy Parpofe, if thou didft intend 
To make this Creature fruitful : 
Into her Womb convey fterility, 
Dry up in her the Organs of Increafes, 
And from her derogate Body, never {pring 
A Babe to honour her. If the muft teem; : 
Create her Child of Spleen, that, it may live; 44 
n 
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Afid be a thwart, difnatur’d torment to her ; 
Let it ftamp wrinkles inher Brow of Youth, 
With cadent Tears fret Chafels inher Cheeks, 
Turn all her Mother's Pains and Benefics 
To Laughter and* Contempt 3 thar fhe'may feel, 
How fharper than a Serpent's Téoth it sf" | ‘WwW 
To havea thanklefs Child. Away; aways—orrrn Exit, 
Alb, Now Gods tha we'adore; i 
Whereof comes this @ reid: 
Gow Neyer afflict your felf to’know of it ¥ 
But let his Difpofition have that Scope 
As dotage gives it, ; 
~~ Enter Lear. 
Lear. What, fifty of my’ Followers ata clap’? 
Within-a fortnight 2‘ S5q 
Mlb. What's thé matter, Sir’? ae 
Lear. Vl tell thee*-st- Life® and Death, IT am afham’d, 
That thou haft power to thake my Mankéed thus, 
That thefe hot Tears, which break fot mé perforce, 
Should'make thee worth them “+ Blafts and Pogs upon thee ; 
Th’ untented Wotindings of a Father’s Curfe 
Pierce every Senfe abour thee, Old fond Eyes, 
Beweep her once again, ‘I'll pluck ye out,’ © 
And caft you with thé Waters that you" lofe* 
To temper Clay, Ha!" Let it befo Let 
I have another Daughter, vie o 
Who I am fure is kind and comfortable ; 
When fhe fhall hear this of thee, with Ket nails 
She'll flea thy Wolvith Vifagey Thott halt find, 
That PIL refume the fhape which thoi dof think 3 
I have caft off for ever.’ ©” [Exit Lear and dctendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that 2 ribs 
Alb. I cannot BETS partial, Goveril], 








: =~ 


To the great Loye T bear you." 


Gon. Pray you be Content. What, Oswald) hos 
You, Sirs-more Knave than Fool) ‘after your Matter. 
Foot. Nuncle Lear, Nunélé "Leary a 
Tarry, take the Fool With thee: 
A Fox, when oné has catight: her) 


And fuch a Daughter," 9% on } 
Should fure to the Slaughter, > ve 
| “Vo Le Vv, Ee If 















































King Lear. 
If my Cap would buy a Halter, 


S» the Fool follows after. [ Exit: 
Gon. This Man hath had good Counfel, —+—— a hundred 
Knights ! 


’Tis politick, and fafe to let him keep 
At point a hundred Knights ; yes, that on every Dreamy 
Each buz, each Fancy; each Complaint, Diflike, 
He may enguard his dotage with their Powers, 
Ard hold our lives in Mercy. Ofwwald, I fay. 
Alb, Well, you may fear too fear ; 
Gon. Safer than truft too far ; 
Let me ftill take away the harms I far, - 
Not fear ftill to be taken. I know his Heart ; 
What he hath utter’d, I have writ my Sifter ; 
If fhe’ll {uftain him, and his hundred Knights 
When I have fhew’d th’ unfitnefs 
Exter Steward. 








How now, Ofwald? 
What, have you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 

Stew. Ay, Madam. | 

Gon, Take you fome Company, and away to Haifes 
Inform her full of my particular Fear, 

And thereto add fuch Reafons of your own, 
As may compa it more. Get you gone, 
And haften your return. No, no, my Lord, 
[ Exit Steward, 
This milky Gentlenefs, and courfe of yours, ) 
Though I condemn not, yet under Pardon 
You are much more at Task for want of Wifdom, 
Than prais’d for harmful Mildnefs. 

Alb. How far your Eyes may pierce cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well, 

Gon, Nay then — 

Alb. Well, well, the ’vent. | Exetnt. 

Enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman, and Fool. 

Lear. Go, you before to Gloffer with thefe Letters; ac- 
quaint my Diughter no further with any thing you know, 
than comes from her-demand out of the Letter, 1f your di- 
ligence be not fpeedy, I thall be there. afore yous. 
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Kent. ¥ will not fleep, my Lord, ‘till t have delivered 
your Letter; { Exit. 


Fool. If a Man’s Brains were in his Heels, wer’t noc in 
danger of Kibes 2 

Lear, Ay Boy. 

Fool, Then I prethee be merry, thy Wit fhall not go 
flip-fhod., | 

Lear. Ha, hay ha, 

Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will ufe thee kindly; 
for though fhe’s as like this, asa Crab’s like an Apple, yet 

can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What canft tell, Boy 2 
__ Fool. She. will.tafte. as like this, asa Crab do’s to a 
Crab; canft thou tell why ones Nofe flands i’th’ middle 
on’s Face 2 

Lear. No. | 

Fool. Why, tokeep ones Eyes of either fide one’s Nofe ; 
that what a Mad cannot {mell out, he may {py into, 

Lear. I did her wrong, 

Fool. Canft tell Hew ar Oyfter makes his Shell ? 

Lear, No. “| | 

Fool, Nor I neither ; but I can tell why a Soail' has, a 

oufe, | | | 

Lear. Why ? ) | i 
_ Fool. Why to put’s Head. in, not to give it away to his 
Daughters, and leave his Horns without a Cafe. _ 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, {0 kind a Father / Be 
my Horfes ready 2 
_ Fool.’ Thy Afftsaregone about ’em ; the reafon why the 
feven Stars are no more than feven, is a pretty Reafon, 

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight, 

Fool. Yes indeed ; thou would{t make a good Fool, 

Lear, To take’t avain perforce «---- Montter ingratitude ! 
_. Fool. If you were my Fool, Nuncle, I’d have thee beat- 
en for being old before thy time. ) 

Leavy, How's that? # 

Fool, Thou fhould{t not have been Old, till thou hadft 
been Wife, al | 
_ Lear, O let me fot be mad, not mad, fweet Heaven | 
keep me in temper, I would not be mad. How now, are 
the Horfes ready ? | 

. Bea Gent. 
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Gent. Ready, my Lord, 
Lear. Come, Boy. 
Fool. She that’s 2 Maid now, and laughs at my departure, 


Shall not be a Maid long, unlefs things be cut fhorter. 
[ Exennt. 


ee sal : | 
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SCENE A Caftle belonging to the Earl of 


Glofter. 


Enter Baftard, and Curan, feverally. 
Baft. S*2 E thee, Curan. 
Cur. And you, Sir, I have been 
With your Fathers and given him Notice 
That the Duke of Cornwall, and Regan his Datchefs 
Will be here with him this Night. 
Ba/t.. How comes that ? e 
Cur. Nay I know not ; you have heard of the News a- 
broad, I mean the whifper’d ones, for they are yet but 
Ear-kiffing Arguments. 
Baft. Not1; pray you what are they 2 
Cur. Have you. heard of no likely Wars toward, 
*Twixt the Dukes of Cormiall and Albany ¢ 
Baft. Not a word. 
Cur. You may do then in time, 
Fare you well, Sire | | Exit. 
Baft. The Duke be here to Night ! the better, beft, 
This weaves it felf perforce into my Bufinefs. 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, 
And 1 have one thing of a queazy Queftion 
Which I muft a@ ; briefnefs, and Fortune work. 
Enter Edgar. 
Brother, a word, defcend, Brother, I fay, 
My Father watches ; O Sir, fly this place, 
Intelligence is given where you are hid; 
You have now the good advantage of thenight----- 
Have you not {poken ’gainft the Duke of Cornwall? 


-He’s 
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He’s coming hither, nowi'th’ Night, i’th’ hafte, 
And Regan with him ; have you nothing faid 
Upon his party ‘gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Advife your felf. 

Edg. I am fure on’t, not a word. 

Baft, I hear my Father coming, pardon me —— 
In cunning, I muft draw my Sword upon you 
Draw, feem to defend your felf, 

Now quit you well —___.__.. 
Yield come before my Fathe light hoa, bere, 
Fly, Brother ---- Torches! --- fo farewel ---- [Exit Edgar. 
Some blood drawn on me would beget Opinion 
[Wounds his Arm. 

Of my more fierce endeavour. I have feen Drunkards 
Do more than this in Sport; Father! Father ! 
Siop, ftop, no help 2 

Enter Glolter, and Servants with Torches. 

Glo. Now Edmund, where’s the Villain 2 

Baft, Here ftood he in the dark, his fharp Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjuring the Moon 
To ftand his aufpicious Miftrefs. 

Glo. But where is he 2 

Bajt. Look, Sir, I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the Villain, Edssund 2 ih 

Baft. Fledthis way, Sir, when by no means he could ----- 

Glo. Purfue him, ho! go after. By nomeans, What ¢ «=» 

Baft, Perfwade me to the Murther of your Lordihip ; 
But that I told him the revengingGods, 

’Gainft Parricides did all the Thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold, and ftronga Bond | 
The Child was bound ro th’ Father. Sir, in fine, 
Seeing how lothly oppofite I ftood 
To his unnatural purpofe, in fell Motion 
With his prepared Sword, he charges home - 
My unprovided Body, launcht mine Arm ; 
And when he faw my beft alarmed Spirits, 
Bold inthe Quarrels right, rouz’d to th’ encounter, 
Or whether gafted by the Noife I made, 
Full fuddenly he fled. 
Glo. Let him fly far ; 

Nog in this Land fhall he remain uncaughe 

—_—— en EP 
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And found; Difpatch, the Noble Duke, my Matter, 
My worthy Arch and Patron comes to Night, 

By his Authority I will proclaim ir, 

That he which finds him hall deferve our Thanks; 
Bringing the murtherous Coward to the Stake : 
He that conceals him, Death. 

Baff. When { diffwaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curft Speech 
I threatned to diféover him ; he replied, 

Thou unpoffefling Baftard, doft thou think, 
If I would ftand againft thee, would the Repofal 
Of any Truft, Virtue, or Worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d? No, by whatI fhoulddeny, 
(As this I would, though thou didft produce 
Ay very CharaGter) I'd turn it all 
‘Yo thy Suggeftion, Plot, and damned Practice ; 
And thou maft make a dullard of the World, 
If they not thoughr the Profits of my Death 
Were very pregnant and potential Spirits 
‘To make thee feck it. « [Trumpets withix. 
Glo. O ftrange and faftned Villain ! 

Would he deny his Letter, faid he ? 
Hark, the Duke’s Trumpets! I know not why he comes---- 
All Ports Vil bar, the Villain fhall not feape, 
The Duke muft grant me that; befides his PiGure 
I will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May havedue Note of him; and of my Land, 
Loyal and natural Boy, I'll work the Means 
‘To make thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Coru. How now, my noble Friend? fince I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard ftrangenefs, 

Reg. Xf it be true, all Vengeance comes too fhort 
Which can purfue th’offender ; how does my Lord? 
Glo. O Madam, my old Heart is crack’d, it’s crack’d, 
Reg. What, did my Father’s Godfon feek your Life 7. 

He whom my Father nam’d, your Edgar 2 | 

Glo. O Lady, Lady, fhame would have it hid. — 

Reg. Was he not Companion with the riotous Knights 
‘That tended upon my Father? Gee: 

sali dal? eed Giles 
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Glo, I know not, Madam, ’tis too bad, too bad. 

Baft. Yes, Madam, he was of that Confort. 

Reg. Nomarvel then, though he were ill-affeGted; 
’Tis they have put him on the old Man’s Death, 
To have th’expence and wafte of Revenues ; 

I have this prefent Evening from my Sifter 

Been well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my, Houfe, 

I'll not be there, 

Corn. Nor I, affure thee, Regan ; 

Edmund, 1 hear that you have thewn your Father 
A Child-like Office. 

Bajft. It is my Duty, Sir, | : 

Glo, He did bewray his PraGice, and receiv’d 
This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he purfued 2 | 

Glo, Ay, my good Lord. 

Corn. If he be taken, he thall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm, make your own purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe; as for you, Edmund, 
Whofe virtue and obedience doth, this inftant, 

So much commend it felf, you thall be ours ; 
Nature’s of fuch deep truft, we thall muchneed: 
You we firlt feize on. | 

_-Baft, I thall ferve you, Sir, truly, how ever elfe.. 

Glo, For him [thnk your Grace. 

Corn, You know, not why we came tovifit you =-+- 

Reg. Thus out of feafon, thredding dark-ey’d night? 
Occafions, noble Gloffer, of fome Prize, 

Wherein we muft have ufe of your Advice ms 
Our Father he hath writ, fo hath our Sifter, 
Of Differences, which I beft thought ic fit 
To anfwer from our home ; the feveral Meflengérs 
From hence attend Difpatch. Our good old Friend 
Lay Comforts to your Bofom, and beftow 
Your needful Counfel.to our Bufineffes, 
Which crave the inftant ufe. 
_Gle. Tferve you, Madam, 
Your Graces are right welcome, | Exeunt. 


Ee 4 Enté 
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Enter Kent, and Steward, feverally. 
Stew, Good dawning to thee, Friend, art of this Houfe2 
Kent. Ay. 
Stew. Where may we fet our Horfes ? 
Kent. th’ Mire. 
Stew. Prithee if thou lov’ft me, tell me. 
Kent. I love thee not. 3 
' Stews Why then I care not for thee. 
Kent. If I hadthee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 
Stew. Why doft thou ufe me thus ? I know thee not. 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 
Stew. What doft thou know me for 2 
Kent. A. Koave, a Rafcal, an eater of broken Meats, a 
bafe, proud, thallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hundred pound, 
thy Woofted-ftocking Knawe, a Lilly-livered, A@ion- 
taking, whorfon Glafs-gazing, Super-ferviceable finical 
Rogue, one Frunk-inheriting Slave ; one that wouldft be 2 
Bawd in. way of good Service, and art nothing but the 
compofition of a Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pander, and 
the Sonand Heir of a Muneril Bitch; one whom I will beat 


| 


into clamours whining, if thou deny’ft the leaft Syllable 
of thy Addition. 

Stewe Why, what a monftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to rail..on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
thee? 

Keat. What a brazenefac’d Varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knowelt me ¢ Is it two Days fince I tript up thy Heels, 
and beat thee before the King? Draw you Rogue, for 
though it be Night, yerthe Moon fhines; I'll make a Sop 
oth’ Moonfhine of you, you whorfon Culleinly.: Barber- 
monger, draws | Drawing his Sword. 

Stew. Aways I have-nothing to do with thee. __ 


Kent, Draw, you Rafcal ; you come with Letters againit’ 


the King, -and:take Vanity the puppets Part, againit the 
Royalty of her Father; draw, you Rogue, or P'Il{fo carbo- 


nado your Shanks=-—~ draw, you Rafcal, come your ways. 


Stew. Help, hod<Murther! help! 





Kent. Strike you Slave; ftand, Rogue, ftand you neat ° 


Slave, {trike, [Beating him. 


Stey’, 
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stew. Help ho! Murther, murther !———___ 


Enter Baftard, Cornwall, Regan, Glofter, and Servants, 


Baft. How now, what’s the Matter? Parte—___ 

Kent. With you, goodman Boy, if you pleafe, cqme, 
I'll fleth ye, come on young Matter, | 

Glo. Weapons? Arms 2 what's the Matter here 2 

Corn. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that ftrikes 2. 
gain, what is the Matter 2 : 

Keg, The Meffengers from our Sifter, and the King 2 

Corn. What is your difference 2 {peak, 

Stew. Lam fcarce in breath, my Lord, 

Kent. No marvel, you have {o beftir’d your Valour, you 
cowardly Rafcal, Natiire difclaims al] thare inthee: A Tailor 
made thee. , 

Corz, Thou art 4 ftrange Fellow, a Tailor make a Man2. 

Kent. A Tailor, Sir? 4 Stone-cutter, or 4 Painter, could 
not have made him {0 ill, tho’ they had been but two Years 
oth’ Trade, 

Corn, Speak yet, how grew your Quarre]2 

Stew. The ancient Rufian, Sir, whofe Life I have {par’d 
at fute of his fray beard ——_____. 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zed! thou unneceflary Letter | my 
Lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolred 
Villain into Mortar, and daub the Wall of 4 Jakes with him, 
Spare my gray Beard, you wag-tail !.... 

Corn. Peace, Sirrah! 

You beaftly’Knave, know you no Reverence? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege, 

Corn, Why art thou angry? 

Kent. That fuch a'Slaveas this fhould wear 3 Sword, 

ho wears no Honefty :Such {miling Rogues as thefe, 

ike Rats oft bite the holy Cords a-twain, , 
Which art t’intrince, Punloofe« Smooth every Paffion 
That in the Natures of their Lords rebel, 

Being Oil to Fire, Snow to their colder Moods, 
Renege, affirm, and turn their Halcyon beaks, 
With every gale; and vary of their Matters, 
Knowing nought, like Dogs, but following: 

A plague upen your Epileptick Vitfage, 

be aku one 3 Smile 
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Smile you my Spéeches, as 1 were a Fool? 

Goofe, if 1 had you upon Sarum Plain, 

I'll drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad, old Fellow 2 
Glo. How fell you out, fay that? 
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Than I, and fuch a Knave, | 
Corn, Why doft thou call him Knave? What is his Fault? 
Kent. His Countenance likes me fot. 

Corn. No more perchance doés mine, nor his, nor hers. - 
Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain, 

I have feen better Faces in my time, © 

Than ftands on any Shoulder that I fee 

Before me, at this inftant. : 


Corn. This is fome Fellow, ¥ 


Who having been prais'd for bluntlefs, doth affe& 
A fawcy roughnefs, and conftrains the garb) 
Quite from:his Nature. . He cannot flatter, he, 
An honeft Mind; and plain, he muft {peak truth, 
And they will take it, fo5 if not, he’s plain. 
Thefe kind of Knaves I know, which in this plainnefs, 
Harbour more Craft, and more corrupter Ends, — 
Then twenty filly ducking obfervants, 
That ftretch their Duties nicely, 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
Under th’ allowance of your great Afpec, 
Whofe influence like the wreath of radiant Fire, 
Or flicking Phebus front-— ~ | 

Corn, What mean’ft by this 2 

Kent. Togo ourof my Diale@, which you difcommend 

fo much; I know, Sir, I am no Flatterer, he that beguil’d 





you ina plain Accent, was a plain Knave, which for my 


part I will not be, though I fhould win your difpleafure to 
intreat mé to’. | 
Corn. What was th’ Gffence you gave him 2 
Stew. I never gave him any : 
It pleas’'d the King-his Mafter, very lately, 
To ftrike at me upon his Mifconftrucion, 
When he compa&, and flattering his Difpleafure, 
Tript me bchind ; being down, infulted, rail’d, ~~ fi : 
n 
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And put = i him fuch.a deal of Man, 

That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting, who, was felf-fubdued, 

And in the flethment of this dead Exploit, 

Drew on me here again, ». 

Kent. None of thefe-Rogues, and Cowards, 

But -4jax is their Fao}. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks, | 

You ftubborn ancient Knave, you reverent Braggart, 

We'll teach you, | 
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : | 

Call not your Stocks for me, I ferve the King ; 

On whole Imployment I was fent to you, 

You fhall do {mall Refpects, thew too bold Malice, 

yigainft the Grace and Perfon of my Mafter, 

Stocking his Meffenger, 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 

As I have Life and Honour, there fhall he fic. ’till Noon, 
Keg. *Till Noon! ‘till Night my Lord,..and-all Nighttoo, 
Kent. Why Madam, if I were your Father’s Dog, 

You fhould not ufe me $y 5 i poyeriol | 
Keg. Sir, being his Knave, I will, . [Stocks brought ont. 
Corn. This is a Fellow of the felf-fame Colour, 

Our Sifter {peaks of, Come, bring away the Stocks. 

Glo. Let me befeech your Grace, notito do fo, 

The King his Mafter needs mutt take it -ill,. 

That he’s fo lightly valued in his Meflenger, 

To have him thus reftrained, | | 
Corn. Tl anfwer that. | Kent és putin the Stocks, 

_ Reg. My Sifter May 1eceive.it much more worfe, 

To have her Gentleman abus’d, affaulted, 

Corz, Come, my Lord, away, ‘3 | Exit, 
Glo. Tam forry for thee, Friend, .’tis'the: Duke’s pleafure, 

Whole Difpofition all the World well knows 

Will not be rubb’d nor ftopr, I'l] intreat: for.thee. 

Kent. Pray do not, Sir, I have watch’d and travel’d hard, 

Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft Th whittle: | 

A good Man's fortune may SOW out at Heels; 

Give you good Morrow... - | 
Glo. The Duke’s te blame in this, ‘wall be illitakenwf Exits 

7 Kent. 
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Kent. Good King, that muft approve the common Saw, 
Thou out of Heav’ns Benediction com’tt | 
To the warm Sun. 

Approach thou Beacon to this under Globe, 

That by thy comfortable Beams I may 

Perufe this Letter.” Nothing almoft fees Miracles 

But Mifery. I know 'tis from Cordelia, | 

Who hath moft fortunately been inform’d 

Of my obfcured courfe. I fhall find time 

For this enormous State, and feek to give 

Loffes their Remedies. All weary and o’er-watch’d, 

Take vantage heavy Eyes, not to behold 

This fhameful Lodging. Fortune, good Night, 

Smile once more, turn thy Wheel.’ z [ He fleeps, 
| Enter Edgar. 

Edg. 1 have heard my felf proclaim’d, 

And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 

Efcap’d the hunt. No Port is free, no Place 

That guard, and moft unufval Vigilance — 

Doés not actend my taking. Whiles I may fcape 

I will preferve my felf: And am bethought 

To take the bafeft and moft pooreft Shape — 

That every penury in Contempt of Man, 

Brought near to Beaft; My Face Pil grime with filth, 
Blanket-my Loins, put all my Hair in knots, 

And with prefented»Nakednefs out-face 

The Winds, andoperfecutions of the Sky. 

The Country. givessme proof ‘and prefident 

Of Bedlam Beggars; who with roaring Voices 

Strike in their numm’d and mortified Arms, ~ 

Pins, wooden Pricks, Nails, Sprigs of Rofemary ; 

And with this horrible Obye@, from low Farms, 

Poor pelting Villages, Sheeps-coats, and Mills, 

Sometimes with Lunatick Bans, fometimes with Prayers, 
Inforce their Charity: Poor Turlygod, poor Tom, 

That’s fomething-yet : Edgar I nothing am. [ Exit. 

fr Eater Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. Tis ftrange that they fhould fo depart from home, 
And not fend back'my Meflenger. ~ | 
Gent. As Llearn’d, 

The Night before, there was no purpofe in them ' 
© 
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OF this remove; | 
Kent, Hail to thee, Noble Matter. 
Lear. Ha, make’{t thou this Shame thy Paltime? 
_ Kent. No, my Lord, 7 
Fool. Ha, ha, he wears Crewel Garters; Horfes are ty’d 
by the Heads, Dogs and Bears by th’ Neck, Monkeys. by 
th’ Loins, and Men by th’Legs; when.a Man ls.over-lufty 
at Legs, then he wears wooden nether Stacks, ) 
Lear. What’s he, that hath fo much thy place miftook, 
To fet thee here? | 
Kent. It is both he and fhe; 
Your Son and Daughter, | 
Lear. No, | tisha 
Kent. Yes, 
Lear. No, I fay. 
Kent. I fay, yea. 
Lear. By Fupiter, I {wear no: 
Kest. By Funos I {wear ay. 
_ Lear. They durft not do’t ; 
They could not, would not do’t; ’tis worfe than Murther, 
To do upon refpe& fuch violent outrage: 
Refolye me with all modeft hafte, which way 
Thou might’ft deferye, or they impofe this ufage, 
Coming from us 2 Yipee oie 
Kent.: My Lord, when at their home -- 
I did commend your Highnefs Letters to them, 
E’er I was rifen from the Place, that fhewed 
My Duty kneeling, came there a reeking Poft, 
Stew'd in his hafte, half breathlefs, panting. forth 
From Goxerill his Miftrefs, Salutation; |. 
Deliver’d Letters {pight of intermiffion,.,.. 
Which prefently Pat read: on thofe Contents 
ey fummon’d up their meiny, ftraight took Horfe, 
Commanded me to follow dndattend 
The leifure of their Anfwer, gave me cold Looks, 
And meeting here the other Meffenger, :... 
Whofe welcome I perceiy’d had poifon’d mine,: 
Being the very Fellow which of late | 
Dilplay’d fo fawcily againtt your Highnefs, 
Having more Man than Wit about me, I drew; 
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He rated the Houfe, with loud and. coward cries; 
Your Son and Daughter found this Trefpafs worth 
The Shame which here it fuffers. | 
_ Fool. Winter's not gone yet; if the wild Geefefly tliat way 
Fathers that wear Rags do make their Children blind, : 
But Fathers that. bear Bags, fhall fee their Children kind. 
Fortune, that arrant Whore; ne’er turns the Key toth’ Poor. 
Bot for all this thou fhalt have as many dolours for thy dear 
Daughters, as thou canff tell in a Year, 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwells up toward my Heart ! 
Hyfterica paffio, down thou clinibing Sorrow, ~~ 
Thy Element’s below; where 1s t is Daughter? 

Kent, With the Earl, Sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow ine not, ftay here. ( Exir, 

Gen. Made you no more Offence, | 
But what you fpeak of. 

Kent. None ; | Le 
How chance the King comes with fo fmalf'a Number? 

Fool, And'thou: hadft been fet ith’ Stocks for that Quefti- 
on, thou’dft well deferv’d it. 

Kent. Why, Fool? | 

Fool, Weill fet thee to School to an Ant; to teach thee 
there’s no’ labouring 7th’ Winter.’ All that follow their 
Nofes, are led by theit Eyes, but blind Men; and'there’s not 
a Nofe among twenty, bur cart fmell him’ that’s {tinking---- 
Let go thy hold, ‘when a ‘great Wheel runs down’ a Frill, left: 
it break thy Neck. with following 5 but the great’ one rhat 
goes upward, let him draw thee after, When a wife Man 
gives thee better Counfel; give me mitre again; I would have 
none but Knaves follow it, fincé a Fool gives it. 
That, Sir, which ferves and fecks for Gain, 
And follows but for Form; 
Will pack:when it begins to Rain, | 
And leave thee in 2 Storm, 4 

And I will tarry, the Fool will ftay; | 
And let the wife Man fly: 
The Knave turns Fool that runs away, 
The Fool no Knave’ perdy. 

Enter Lear and Glofter: 
Kent. Where learn’d you this, Pool? 
Fool. Not i'th’ Stocks, Fool. 
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fear. Deny to {peak with me 2 they .ate fick, they are 
a St weary? 
They have travell’d all the Night?_ meer: fetches, pga 
The Images of revolt and flying off... 
Fetch me a better Anfwer———___.___ | 
_ Glo. My dear Lord, MOVosH 
You know the fiery; quality of the Duke, 
How unremoveable and fixt he iss ; | 
In his own courfe. ees Hnttees 
Lear. Vengeance! Plague! Death! Confufion !:-- 
Fiery? what quality 2 why Glofter, Gleffer, 
I'd {peak with the Duke of Corswall, andihis Wife. - 
Glo, Well, my good Lord, I have inform’d them fo, 
Lear. Inform’d them? doft thou underftand, me, Man ? 
Glo. Ay, my good Lord, ay CAS 
Lear. The King would {peak with Cormwall, the dear ea 
| (ther 
Would with his Deughesy {peak, Commands tends Service, 
Are they inform’d of this2 My Breath and Blood!—— 
Fiery? the fiery Duke, tell the hot Duke thac——— 


No, but not yer, may be he is not well, . 

Infirmity doth fill neglect all Office, - 4 9a} Hiewug 

Whereto our Health is bound, we are not our felves,. 

When Nature being oppreft, commands the, Mind 

To fuffer with the Body; I'll forbear, 

And am fall’n out with my more. headier. will, 

To take the indifpos’d and fickly fir, 

For the found Man, , Death on my State ; wherefore 

Should he fit here ?. This a& perfwades me, 

That this remotion of the Duke and her 

Is practice only, giye me.my Servant forth;. 

Go, tell the Duke and’s Wife, I'd {peak with them:. - 

Now prefently---Bid them come forth and hear.me, 

Or at their Chamber Door Pll beat the Drum, 

“Till it cry Sleep to Death, . = 
Glo. I would haye all well betwixt.you, 9... L Exit, 
Lear. Oh me, my Heart!) my-rifing Heart |. but.down. 
Fool. Cry to ity Nuncle, 2 the Cockney, did to, the Eels, 

when he put them i’th’ Pafte alive, the. knapt ’em o’th’ Cox- 

combs with a Stick; and cry'd; down: wantons,: down; “twas 


| : his 











2.5 OY. King Leat. | 
his Brother, that in pure kindnefs to his Horfe buttered his : 


Hay. * , 
Enter Cortiwall, Regan, Glofter, and Servants. 
Lear. Good Morrow.to you both, 
Corn. Hail to your Grace. . . [Kent és fet at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnefs. 
Lear. Regan, 1 think you are, I know what reafon 
Thave to think fo, if thou fhouldft not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy Mother’s Tomb, 
Sepulchring an Adulterefs. ©, are you free? [To Kent, 
Some other time for that, Beloved Regan, 
Thy Sifter’s naught: Oh Regan, fhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d unkindnefs, like a Vulture here; 
L can fearce {peak to thee, thou lt not believe 
With how deprav’d a quality---Oh Regan {-~-- _ 
Reg. 1 pray pas Sir, take patience, I have hope 
You lefs know how to value her defers, 
Than fhe to {cant her Duty. | 
Lear. Say ? How is that? | 
Reg. I cannot think my Sifter in the leaft 
W ould fail her Obligation. If, Sir, perchance ) 
She have reftrain’d the Riots of your Fellowers, 
- ‘Tis on fich’ Ground, and to fuch wholefom end; ) 
As clears her from all blame. 
Lear. My Curfes on her. 
Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
Nature in you ftands on the very Verge 
Of her confine; you fhould be ral’d and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your State 
Better than you your felf: Therefore I pray you; 


es 


That to our Sifter you do make return; 
Say you: have wrong’d her. 
Lear. Ask her forgivenefs? 
Do you but mark how this becomes the Houfe ¢ 
Dear Daughter, I confefs that I am old ; 
Age is unneceflary: On my Knees I beg; 
That you'll vouchfafe me Raiment, Bed, and Food. 
Reg, Good Sir, no more ; thele are unfightly Tricks: 
Return you to my Silter. i : 
’ 


Lear. Never, Kegan: 
She hath abated me of half my Train; | 
| Look’d - 
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Look’d black upon’ me, ftruck me with her Tongue 
Mott Serpent-like, upon the very heart. 
All the ftor'd vengeanices of Heav’n fall | 
On her ingrateful top : Strike het young bones, 
You taking Airs, with Lamenefs. 
Corn, Fie, Sir! fie! 
Lear. You nimble Lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her feornful Eyes: Infe& her Beauty, 
You Fen-fuck’d Fogs, drawn by the powerful Sun 
To fall, and blifter, 
Reg, O the bleft Gods ! 
So will you wifh on me, when the rath mood is of. 
Lear. No, ‘Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe: 
Thy tender-hefted Nature fhall not give, 
Thee o’er to harfhnefs; Her Eyes are fierce, but thine  # 
Do comfort, and not burn. °Tis not in thee 
To grudge my Pleafures, to cut off my Train, 
To bandy hafty words, to feant my fizes, 
And in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt | 
Again{ft my coming in. Thou better know?ft 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood; 
E ffec&ts of Courtefie, and Dues of Gratitude : 
Thy half o’th’ Kingdom haft thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow’d. : i: 
Reg. Good Sir, to th’ purpofe: [Trumpet within, 
Lear. Who put my Man i’th’ Stocks? 
Enter Steward. 
Corn. What Trumpet’s that 2 
Reg. I know’t, my Sifter’s: This approves her Letter, 
That the would foon be here. Is your Lady come? 
Lear. This is a Slave, whofe ‘lke borrowed pride 
Dwells in the fickly grace of her he follows. 
Out Varlet, from my fight. 
Corn, What means your Grace? 
Enter Gonerill, . 
Lear. Who ftockt my Servant? Regaz, Lhaye good hope 
Thou did not know on’, ~ 
Who comes here? O Heav'ns ! | 
If you do love old Men; if your fweet fway 
Allow Obedience; if you your felves are old, 
Make it your caufe: Send down and take my part, 
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Art not afham’d to look upon this Beard 2 
O Regan, will you take her by the Hand? | 
Gon. Why not by th’ hand, Sir? How have I offended? 
All’s not offence that indiferetion finds, 
And dotage terms fo. 
Lear. O fides, you aretoo tough! Will you yet hold? | 
How came my Man i'th’ Stocks? 
Corn, 1 fet him there, Sir: But his own Diforders 
Deferv’d much lefs advancement. 
Lear. You? Did yous 
Reg. Ipray you, Father, being weak, feem fow 
If, “ull the expiration of your Month, 
You will return and fojourn with my Sifter, 
Difmiffing half your train, come then to me, 
T am now from home, and out of that provifion, 
Which {hall be needful for your entertainment, 
Lear. Return to her? and fifty Men difmifs’d ? 
No, rather Tabjure all roofs, and chufe 
To wage againft the enmity oth? Air; 
To be a Comerade with the Walf and Ow}, 
Neceffity’s fharp pinch Return with her ? 
Why? The hot-bloody’d France, that Dowerlefs took 
Our youngeft born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his Throne, and Squire-like Penfion beg, 
To keep bafe Life a-foot; return with her? * ” 
Perfwade me rather to be Slave ahd Sumpter 
To this detefted Groom. an 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. 
Lear. I prithee, Datighter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my Child. Farewell: 
We'll no more meet, No more fee one another, 
But yet thou art my eth, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a difeafe that’s in my flefh; © 
Which I muft needs call mine; Thou art a Bile, 
A plague-fore, oF imboffed Carbuncle 
In my corrupted blood ; but I'll not chide thee. 
Let fhame come when it will, I do not call it, 
I do not bid the Thunder-Bearer fhoor, = 
Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging ‘ove. 
Mend when thou canft, be better at thy leifure, : 
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I can be patient, Lean ftay with Regan, 
I and my hundred Knights, 

Kegs Not altogether fo, 
I look’d not for you.yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome; give ear, Sir, to my Sifter; 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 
Muft be content to think you old, and fo 
But fhe, knows: what. the does. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir; what, fifty followers ¢ 
Is itnot well? .What fhould you need.of more? 
Yea, or fomany? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speak *gainft fo great a number: How in one houfe 
Should_many People, under two commands, 
Hold amity? ’Tis hard, almoft impoflible, 

Gon, Why might not you, my Lord, receive attendance 
From thofe that fhe calls fervants, or from mine 2 

Keg. Why not, my Lord? If thenthey chane'd to flack ys 
We could controll them; if you will come té me, 
For now I {py adanger, Lintreat. you 
To bring but five and twenty; to no more 
Will I give place or notice, — 

Lear. I gave youall———— 

Reg. And in good time tyou gave ir. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my Depofitaries, 
But keep a refervation to be followed 
With fuch a number; What muft T come to you 
With five andtwenty? Regan, faid you {02 

Reg. And {peak’t again, my Lord, no more with me: 

Lear. Thofe. wicked Creatures yet do look well-favour’d 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft 
Stands in fome rank of praife ; I'll go with thee, 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty; 
And thou art twice her Love, 

Gon, Hear me, my Lord; : 
What need you five and twenty? Ten? Or five? 
To follow ina houfe, where twice fo many, 
Have a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear. O reafon not the need: Our bafelt Beggars 
Are in the pooreft thing os Ty 
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Allow not Nature, more than Nature needs, 
Man’s Life is cheap as Beafts. Thowart.a Lady ; 
Ii only to go warm were gorgeous; 
Why Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lt, 
Which fearcely keeps thee warm; but for true need, 
You Heav’ns, give me that patience, patience I need, 
You fee me here, you Gods, a poor old Man, 
As full of Grief as Age, ‘wretched in both, 
If it be you that ftir thefe Daughters hearts 
Again{t their Father, fool me not fo much, 
To bear it tamely :, Touch me with’ noble Anger, 
And let not Womens weapons, water drops, 
Stain my Man’s checks. No, you unnatural Hags, 
I will hive fuch revenges on you Both; 
That all the World fhail [ will do inal things, 
What they are yet, I know not, but they fhall be 
The terrors of the Earth ; you think Til weep, 
No, [ll not weeps: I have full caufe of weeping. 
| Storm and Tempeft. 
But this Heart fhallvbreak into a hundieat thoufand flaws, 
Or eer I weep. O Fool, I fhall go mad. | Exennt. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, "twill be a Storm. 
Reg. This Houle is little, the old Man and’s People 
Cannot be well beftow’d, 
Gon. °Tis his own blame hath put himfelf from reft, 
And muft needs tafte his folly. fa 
Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly, 
But aot one follower. 
Gon. So am I purpos’d ; 
Where is my Lord of Glofter ? 
Euter Glotter. 
Corn. Followed the old Man forth; he is return’d. 
Glo. The King is in high rage. 
Corn. Whither is he going ? 
Glo. He calls to Horfe, but will I know not whither, 
Corn. ’Tis beft to give him way, he leads himfelf. 
Gon. My Lord, intreat him by no means to ftay. 
Glo. Alack, the Night comes on: and the bigs winds 
Do forely ruffle, for many. Miles about 
There’s fcarce a Buth. : 
Reg. O Sir, to wilful Min, 
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The injuries that they themfelves procure; 
Mutt be their School-Mafters: Shut up your doors; 
He is attended with a defperate train, 
And what they may incenfe him to, being apt 
To have his Ear abus’d, Wifdom bids fear. 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my Lord;:’tisa wild Night, 
My Regan Counfels wells Come out o’th’ Storm, » | Exeunt, 





AGT shh 2S: CEONB od, 


SCENE «4 Heath, 


44 Storm is heard with Thunder and Lightning. Luter Kent, 
and 4 Gentleman, [everally. | 


Kent, \ \ ] Ho's there befides foul weather2 iiethy, 
Gent. One minded like the weather, en Sed 
Kent. I know you: Where's the King ? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful Elements; 
Bids the wind. blow the Earth into the Sea, 
Or {well the curled Waters *bove the Main, 
That things might change, or ceafe. 
Kent. But whois with him? ...,, 
Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeft 
His heart-ftruck injuries, | 
Kent. Sir, Ido know you, 
And dare uponthe warrant of my note 
Commend a dear thing to you. © There’ is diyifion 
( Although as yet the face of it is cover’d 
With mutual cunning ) ’twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Who have, as who have not, that their'great Stars 
Thron’d and fet high, Servants who fee no lefs, 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath been fen, 
Either in fnuffs and packings of the Dukes, 
Or the hard Rein which bath of them have born 
Againft the old kind King; or fomething Geeper, 
Whereof, perchance, thefe are but furnifhiogs——_. 
Gent. I will talk further with you. 
Kent. No, do nor: 
For confirmation that I am much more i 
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Than my out-wall ; open this purfe and take 

What it contains. If you fhall fee Cordelia, 

As fear not but you fhall, fhew her that Ring, 

And fhe will tell you who this Fellow is, 

That yet you do not know. Fy on this ftorm, 

I will go feek the King. | 
Gent. Give me your hand, 

Have you no more to fay ? 

Kent. Few words, bucto effe& more than all yet; 

That when we have found the King; in which ‘your pain 

That way, I'll this: He that firft lights on him, 

Hollow the other. [ Excent. 
Storm ftil, Enter Lear, and Fool, 

Lear. Blow Winds, and crack your Cheeks; Rage, blow 
You Cataracts, and Hurricano’s fpour, 

‘Till you have drench’d our Steeples, drown the Cocks. 
You Sulph’rous and thought-executing fires, : 
Vaunt-curriors of Oak-cleaving Thurder-bolts, 
_ Sindge my white head. And thow all-fhaking Thunder, 
Strike flat the thick Rotundity o’th’ World, 
Crack Nature’s moulds, all Germains fpill at. once 
That makes ingrateful Man. 

Fool, © Nuncle, Court-holy-water in a dry Houk, is 
better than the R'ain-water out o’door. Good Nunele, in, 
ask thy Davghter’s bleffing; here’s a Night pities ndther 
Wifeemen, nor Fools. | 

Lear. Rumble thy Belly full, {pit Fire, fpout Rain; 
Nor Rain, Wind, Thunder, Fire are my Daughters; . " 
I tax not you, you Elements, with unkindnefs, . 
I never gave you Kingdom, call’d you Children, 
You owe me no fubfcription. Then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure;—— Here I ftand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old Man : 

But yet I call’ you fervile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters join 

Your high-engender’d Battels, *gatnft a head 

So old and white as this.’ ‘O, ho! ’tis foul. , 
Fool. He that has a Houfe to put’s head i, has a good 
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That Man that makes his toe, what he his heart thould make, 
Shall of aCorn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake, | 
| For there.was never yet fair Woman, but fhe made mouths 
ina Glafs, 
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«Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all Patience. 
I will fay nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there? | | 

Fool, Marry here’s Grace, and a Codpiece, that’s a Wife- 
man, and a Fool, | 

Kent. Alas Sir, are you here? things that love Nighr, 
Love not fuch Nights as thefe: the wrathful Skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, : 
And make them keep their Caves: Since Iwas Man, 
Such fheets of fire, {uch burfts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring Wind, and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man’s Nature cannot carry 
Th’ affliGion, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great Gods, 

| That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 
That haft within thee undivulged Crimes 
Unwhipt of Juftice. Hide thee, thou blood y hand; 
Thou Perjur’d, and thou Simular of Virtue 
That art inceftuous; Caitiff, to pieces fhake 
That under covert and convenient feeming 
Has practis’d on Man’s life. . Clofe pent up: guilts, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and cry 
Thefe dreadful Summoners grace. [ama Man, 
More finn’d againft, than fining, 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed 2 = 
Gracious my Lord, hard by here is a Hovel, 

Some friendfhip willitlend you.’gainit the tempeft : 
Repofe you there, while I, tothis hard Houfe 

( More harder than the Stones whereof ’tis rais‘d ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny’d me to come in ) return, and:force. | 

Their {canted courtefie, 

Lear. My wits begin to turn, ; | 
Come on my Boy... How doft my Boy? Art cold? 
fam cold my felf. Where is this Straw, my Fellow 
‘ecg Ff 4 The 
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The art of our Necefhities is ftrange, 
And can make vild things precious. Come, your Hovel; 
Poot Fool, and Knave, [ have one part in my heart 
That’s forry yet for thee. 
Fool. Ae that bas and alittle tyne wit, 
With leigh ho, the Wind ana the Rain, 
MujF make content with his Fortunes fits 
Though the Rain it raineth every day. 
Lear. True Boy: come bring us to this Hovel. [ Exit. 
ia Fool. This is a brave Night to cool a Curtizan: 
| I'll {peak a Prophecy e’er I go; 
i, When Priefts are more in words, than matter, 
a When Brewers marr their Malt with Water; 


fai) When Nobles are their Tailors Tutors, 
| 7 No Hereticks burn’d, but wenches Suitors, . 
Hl When every Cafe in Law is right, | 
; d - | 


No Squire in Debt, nor po poor Knights 
When Slanders do not live in tongues, 


Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs, 
¥ When Uftrers tell their Gold ith’ field, } 
i And Bawdsand Whores do Churches build; ' 


Then fhall the Realm of Albion come to great confufion, 
‘i Then comes the time, who lives to fee’t 
a That going fhall be us’d with feet. 


i ‘\ “ar = , 4 
m4) This Prophecy Aéerlin fhall make, 
“or Ido live before his time. [ Exit. 


SCENE JI. An Apariment in Glofter’s 
Caftle. 


ea Enter Glofter and Baftard. 
‘atte ae Glo. Alack, alack, Edmsud, 1 like not this unnatural deal- 
ie ing; when I defired their leave that I might pity him, they 
ae took from me the ufe of mine own Houle, charg’d me on 
: pain of perpetual Difpleafure, neither to fpeak of him, entreat 
for him, or any way fuftain him. 
Baft. Mott favage and unnatural. . 
as Glo, Go too; fay you nothing. There is divifion be- | 
vi tween the Dukes, and a worfe matter than that: 1 have 
} received a Letter this Night, ‘tis dangerous to be fpoken, I 


have lock’d the Letter inmy Clofer, thefe Injuries the King 
now ‘ 
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now bears, will be revenged home; there is part of a Power 
already footed, we. mutt incline to.the King, I will look 
him, and_privily relieve him; go you and maintain talk with 
the Duke, that my Charity be not of him perceived; if he 
ask for me, I am ill, and. gone to Bed, .if I die for it, as 
no lefs is threatned me, .the King my old. Mafter muft he 
relieved, There.is ftrange things toward, Edmund, pray 
you be careful. Exit. 
Baft. This Courtefie forbid thee, fhall the Duke 

Inftantly. know, and of that Letter too; 3 

This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 

That which my. Father Jofes;. no lefs. than all, 





The younger rifes, when the old doth fall. _ [ Exit. 
SCENE fll. Part of the Heath with 
a Hovel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 


Kent. Here is the place, my Lord, good my Lord, enter, 
he Tyranny of the open Night’s too. rough 
For Nature to endure, | [ Storm frill, 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter here, 
Lear. Wilt break my Heart? ~ 3 
Kent. 1 had rather break mine own;. good my Lord enter. 
Lear. Thou think’ft *tis much that this contentious ftorm 
Invades us'to the Skin fo} ’tis to thee; | 
But where the greater Malady is fixt, 
The leffer is fcarce felt. Thou’dft fhun a Bear; 
But if thy flight light toward the roaring Sea, 
Thou’dft meet the Bear ith’ Mouth} when the Mind’s free, 
The Body’s delicate; the tempeftin'my Mind, 
Doth from my Senfés take all feeling elfe, 
Save what beats there.» Filialaingratirude !: 
I$ it not as this Mouth fhould*tear his Hand 
For lifting food to’t ?—seBut-I will: punith home; 
No, I will weep no more-——In fuch a Night, 
To fhut me out? Pour on, I will endure: 
In fuch a Night as this? O Regan, Gonerill, 
: Your 
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Your old kind Father, whofe frank Heart gave all_—— 
O that way madnefs Iyes, let me fhun that, 
No more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee go in thy felf, feek thine own eafe, 
This Tempeft will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but I'll go in, 
In Boy, go firft. You houfelefs Poverty— [ Exit Foel. 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then Pil fleep 
Poor naked Wretches, where fo e’er you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitilefs Storm, 
How fhall your houfelefs Heads, and unfed fides, 
Your lop’d and window’d raggednefs, defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe? O I have ta’en 
Too little care of this; take Phyfick, Pomp, 
Expofe thy felf to feel, what Wretches feel, 
That thou may’ft thake the Superflux to them, 
And thew the Heav’ns more jutft. 

Enter Edgar, difguisd like a Madman and Fool. 

Edg. Fathom and half, Fathom and half! poor Tom. 

Fool. Come not in here Nuncle, here’s a Spirit, help me; 
help me. 

Kent. Give me thy Hand, who’s there? 

Fool. A Spirit, a Spirit, he fays his Name’s poor Tom, 

Kent; What art thou that do’ft grumble there i’th’ Straw 2 
Come forth. 

Edg. Away, the foul Fiend follows me, through the 
fharp Hawthorn blow the Winds. Humph, go to thy Bed 
and warm thee. 

Lear. Didft thou give all to thy Daughters? And art 
thou come to this? 

Edg. Who gives 7 thing to poor Jom? whom the 
foil Fiend hath led through Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword, and Whirlpool, o’er Bog, and Quagmirey 
that hath laid Knives under his Pillow, and Halters in his 
Pue; fet Ratsbane by his Porredge, made him proud of 
Heart, to ride on a Bay trotting Horfe, over four arch’d 
Bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a Traitor, blefs 
thy five Wits, Tom's a cold. O do,.de, do, de, do, de, 
blefs thee from Whirle-winds, Star-blafting, and taking, do 

| poor 
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poor Tom fome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes. 
There could I have him now, and there, and here apain, 
and there. | Storm till. 
Lear, Have his Daughters brought him to this paz 
Could 'ft thou fave nothing? would’ft thou give *em all2 
Fool. Nay, he referv’d a Blanket, elfe we had been all 
fham’d. , 
_ Lear. Now all the Plagues that in the pendulous Air 
Hang fated o’er Mens faults, light on thy Daughters. 
Kent. He hath no Daughters, Sir, 
Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have fubdu’d Nature 
To fuch a Lownefs, but his unkind Daughters, 
Is it the Fathion, that difcarded Fathers? | 
Should have thus little mercy on their Flefh: 
Judicious Punifhment, ’twas this Flefh begot 
Thofe Pelican Daughters. 
Edg. Pillicock fat on Pillicock-hill, alow ; alow, loo, loo. 
Fool. This cold Night will turn us all to Fools, and Mad. 
men. | 
Edg. Take heed o’th’ foul Fiend, obey thy Parents, keep 
thy word, do Juftice, fwear nor, commit not with Man’s 
{worn Spoufe; fet not thy Sweet-heart on proud array. 
Toms acold, — 
Lear. What haft thou been? 
Edg. A Servingman, proud in Heart, and Mind: That 
curl'd my Hair, were Gloves in my Cap, ferv’d the Luft 
of my Miltrefs Heart, and did the a@ of darknéfs with her, 
Swore as many Oaths, as I fpake words, and broke them in 
the {weet Face of Heav’n. One, that flept in the contri- 
ving of Luft, and wak’d to do it. Wine lov’d I dearly ; 
Dice dearly; and in Woman, out-paramour'd the Turk, 
Falfe of Heart, light of Ear, bloody handed. Hog in floth, 
Fox in ftealth, Wolf in greedinefs, Dog in madnefs, Lion in 
prey. Let not the tedkin of Shooes, nor the ruftling of 
Silks, betray thy poor Heart to Woman. Keep thy Foor 
out of Brothels, thy Hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from 
Lenders Books, and defie the foul Fiend. Still through the 
Hawthorn blows the cold Wind: Says fuum, mun, nonny, 
Dolphin my Boy, Boy Sefey; Let him trot by. 
[Storm fill. 
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Lear. Thou wert better in a Grave, than to anfwer with 
thy uncover'd Body, this extremity of the Skies. Is Man 
no more than this? Confider him well. Thou ow’ft the 
Worm no Silk, the Beaft no Hide, the Sheep no Wool, 
the Cat no perfume. Ha! Here’s three on’s are fophiftica- 
ted. Thou art the thing it felf; unaccommodated Man, 
is no more but fuch a poor, bare, forked Animal as thou 
art, Off, off you Lendings : Come, unbutton here. 

| Tearing off his Cloaths. 
Enter Glofter with a Torch. 

Foo]. Prethee Nuncle be contented; *tis a naughty Night 
to fwim in. Now a little Fire.in a wild Field, were like 
an old Letcher’s Heart, a fimall Spark, and all the reft on’s Bo- 
dy, cold; look, here comes a walking Fire. 

Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins at Cur- 
few, and walks at firft Cock; he gives the Web and the 
Pin, {quints the Eye, and makes the Hair-lip; Mildews 
the white Wheat, and hurts the poor Creature of the 
Earth. 

Swithold footed thrice the old; 

He met the Night-Mare, and her Ninefeld, 
Bid her alight, and her troth-plight, _ 
And aroynt thee Witch, aroynt thee. 

Kent. How fares your Grace? 

Lear. What’s he? 

Kent. Who’s there? what ts't you feek? 

Glo. What are you there? Your Names? | 

Edg. Poor Tom, that Eats the {wimming Frog, the Toad, 
the Tod-pol; the Wall-neut, and the Water-neut; that.in 
the fury of his Heart, whén the foul Fiend rages, Eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets; fwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch- 
dog; drinks the green Mantle of the ftanding Pool; Who is 
whipt from Tything to Tything, and ftockt, punifh’d, and 
imprifon’d: Who hath three Suits to his Back, fix Shirts 
to his Body; 

Hor{é to ride, and Weapon to wear; 
But Mice, and Rats, and [uch (mall Dear, 
Fave been Tom's food for feven long Year; 
Beware my Follower. Péace Smulkin, peace thou Fiend, 

Glo. What, hath your Grace no better Company ? 

| Edg. 


nd 








King Lear. 7 2517 


_ £dg. The Prince of Darknefs is a Gentleman, AZodo he’s 
call’d, and ALahz. 
Glo, Our Flefh and Blood, my Lord, is grown fo vile, : 
that it doth hate what it gets 
Edg. Poor Tons’s a-cold. 
Glo. Go in with me; my duty cannot fuffer 
Tobey in all your Daughters hard commands: 
Though their injun@ion be to bar my Doors, 
And let this tyrannous Night take hold upon you, 
Yet have I ventur’d to come to feek you out, 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready, 
Lear, Firft let me talk with this Philofopher; | 
What is the caufe of Thunder? 
Kent. Good, my Lord, take his offer,. ; 
Go into th’ Houfe. | 
Lear. I'll talk a word with this fame learned Thebay - 
What is your Study? 
Edg. tow to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
Lear. Let us ask you one word in private. 
__ Kent. Importune him once more to go, my Lord, 
His wits being tunfettle. | 
Glo. Canft thou blame him 2 [Storm fill, 
His Daughters feek his death: Ah, that good Kent ! 
He faid it would be thus; poor banifh’d Map. | 
Thou fayeft the King grows mad, I’ll tell thee, Friend, 
I am almoft mad my felf, I had a Son, 
Now out-law’d from my Blood, he fought my Life 
But lately, very late; I lov’d him, Friend, 
No Father his Son dearer: True to tell thee, 
The grief hath craz’d my Wits. What a Night’s this? 
I do befeech your grace. 
_ Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 
Noble Philofopher, your company, 
Edg. Tom’s a-cold. 
Glo. In, Fellow, there, into th’Hovel ; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let’s in all. 
Kent. This way, my Lord. 
Lear. With him; 
i will keep ftill with my Philofopher. 
Kent. Good, my Lord, footh him; let him take the Fellow. 
Glo. Take him you on, re aes 
Kent. 
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i Kent. Sirrah, come on; Go along with us; 
1 Lear. Come, good Athenian. 
Gle. No words, no words; hufh. 
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark, Tower came; 
| His word was ftill, fie, fob, and fum, 
I f{mell the Blood of a Briti/b Man: | Exennt. 


S CEN E IV. Glofter’s Caflle. 


Enter Cornwall aud Baftard. 

Corn. I will have revenge, eer I depart his Houfe. 

Baft. How, my Lord, I may be cenfured, that Nature 
thus gives way to Loyalcy, fomething fears me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your Bro- 
ther’s evil Difpofition made him feck his Death: But a 
provoning Merit fet a work bya reprovable badmefs in him- 
felf. 

Baft. How malicious is my Fortune, that I muft repent 
to be juft? This is the Letter which he fpoke of; which . 
approves him an intelligent party to the advantages of | { 
France.. O Heav’ns! That this Treafon were not; or not | 
I the Detector. 

Corn, Go with me to the Dutchefs. 

Bajt. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you have 
mighty Bufinefs in Hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of Glofer: 

Seek out where thy Father is, that he may be ready for 
our apprehenfion. ) 

Baft. If I find him comforting the King, it will ftuff 
his Sufpicion more fully... I will perfevere in my courfe of 
Loyalty, though the confli@ be fore between that and my 
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Blood. 
Corn. I will lay truft upon thee; and thou fhalt find a 
dear Father in my Love, | Exeunt. 


s CEN E V.. A Chamber. 


i Exter Kent and Glofter. 

4! Glo, Here is better than the open Air, take it thankfully : 
HF I will piece out the.comfort with what addition I can; I 
i _ willnot be long from you. ss thes [ Exit. 
ea 3 Kent. 
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Keat. All the power of his Wits, have given way to his 

Impatience: The Gods reward your Kindnefs. 
Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 

Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me Nero is an Angler 
in the Lake of Darknefs : Pray Innocent, and beware the. 
foul Fiend. 

Fool, Prithee, Nuncle, tell me, whether a Madman be a 
Gentleman, or a Yeoman. 3 

Lear. A King, a King. 

Fool, No, he’s a Yeoman, that has a Gentleman to his 
Son: For he’s a Yeoman that fees his Son a Gentleman be- 
fore him. | 

Lear. To have a thoufand with red burning Spits 
Come hizzing in upon ’em, 

E£ag. Blefs thy five Wits. 

Kent. O pity! Sir, where is the patience now, 

That you fo oft have. boafted to remain? 

Edg. My Tears begin to take his part fo much 
They mar my Counterfeiting, | Aide. 

Lear, The little Dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart; fee, they bark atme—— 

Edg. Tomwill throw his Head at them; avaunt, you Curs ! 
Be thy Mouth or black or: white, 

Looth that Poifons if it bite; 

Mattiff, Grey-hound, Mungril grim, 

Hound or Spaniel, Brache, or Hym; 

Or Bobtail tike, or Trundle tail, 

fom will make him weep and wail, 

For with throwing thus my Head; 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 

Do, de, de, de: Sefe; come, march to Wakes and Fairs, 
And Market Towns; poor Tom, thy horn is dry. __[ Exit. 

Lear. Then let them Anatomize Regan See what 
breeds about her Heart——Is there any caufe in Nature 
that make thefe hard Hearts? You, Sir, I entertain for one 
of my hundred; only, I do not like the fathion of your 


Garments. You will fay they are Perfian; but let them be 
chang’d. 





Exter Glofter. as 
Kent. Now, good my Lord, lye here, and reft a = 
CAT « 
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Lear. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the Curtains; 
So, fo, we'll go to Supper i’th’ Morning. 
Fool. And I'll goto Bed at Noon. 
Glo. Come hither, Friend ; where is the King, my Matter? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not, his Wits are gone, 
Glo. Good Friend, I prithee rake him in thy Arms ; 
I have o’er-heard a Plot of death upon him : 
There is a Litter ‘ready, lay him int, vf 
And drive toward Dover, Friend, where thou fhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy Maiter, 
If thou fhould’ft dally half an Hour, his Life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in affured lofs, Take up, take up, 
And follow me, that will to fome provifion 
Give thee quick conduct, Come, tome away. [Exennt. 


SCENE VI. __ Gloftet’s Caftle. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Baftard, and Servants. 





Corn. Poft fpeedily to my Lord your Husband, thew him 
this Letter, the Army of France is landed; feek out the 
Traitor Gloffer. 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his Eyes. | 

Corn. Leave him to my difpleafure. Edmund, keep you 
our Sifter Company; the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traiterous Father, are not fit for your beholding. 
Advife the Duke where you are going, to a moft feftinate 
Preparation; we are bound to the like. Our Pofts fhall be 
{wift, and intelligent betwixt us. Farewel dear Sifter, fare- 
wel my Lord of Glefler. 

Enter Steward, - 
How now? Where's the King ¢ 

Stew. My Lord of Gloffer had convey’d him hence. 

Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights, 

Hot Queftrifts after him, met him at Gate, 

Who, with fome other of the Lords dependants, 

Are gone with himvtoward Dover; where they boaft 
To have well armed Friends; 

Corn. Get Horfes for your Miftrefs, 

Gans 
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Gon. Farewel, fweet Lord, and Sifter. | Exennt. 
Corn. Edmund farewel : go feek the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinion him like a Thief, bring him before us: 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life 
Without the form of Juftice ; yet our power 
Shall do a court’fie to our wrath, which Men 
May blame, but not controul.. 
Enter Glofter Prifoxer, and Servants. 
Who's there? the Traitor? ) 
Reg. Ingrateful Fox ! ’tis he. | 
Corn, Bind faft his corky Arms. 
Glo. What mean your Graces? 
Good my Friends, confider you are my Guefts: 
Do me no foul play, Friends, 
Corn, Bind him I fay. | They bind him, 
Reg. Hard, hard; © filthy Traitor ! 
Gio.. Unmerciful Lady, as you are, I’m none. 
Corn. To this Chair bind him, 
Villain, thou fhalt find. 
Glo. By the kind gods, ’tis moft ignobly done 
To pluck me by the Beard. 
Reg. So-white, and fuch a Traitor 2 
Glo, Naughty Lady, 
Thefe Hairs which thou do’ft ravifh from my Chin 
Will quicken and accufe thee. Iam your Hoft, . ° 
With Robbers hands, my hofpitable favours 
You fhould not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Corn. Come, Sir, what Letters had you late from France ? 
Reg. Be fimple anfwer’d, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what Confederacy have you with the Traitors 
Late footed in the Kingdom? | 
Reg. To whofe hands 
You have fent the Lunatick King? {peak. 
Glo. I havea Letter gueffingly fer. down 
Which came from one that’s of a neutral Heart, 
And not from one oppos’d. ) 
Corn. Cunning 
Reg. And falfe. ; 
Corn. Where haft thou fent the King? 
Glo. To Dover. 
Me. Vv. Gg Reg. 
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Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Watt thou fiot charg’d at peril?-———— 
Corn, Wherefore to Dever ?, Let him anfwer thats 
Glo, 1 am ty’d to th’ Scake, 
And I mutt ftand the Courfe. 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
Glo. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruel Nails 
Pluck out his poor old Eyes; ror thy.fierce Sifter, 
In his Anointed Fleth, {tick boarith phangs. 
The Sea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare Head, 
In Hell-black-night indur’d,. would have buoy d up 
And quench’d the Steeled fires : 
Yct poorold Heart, he holp the Heav’ns to rain. 
If Wolves had at thy Gate howl’d.that ftern time, 
Thou fhouldit have faid, good Porter turnthe Key; 
All Crucls elfe fubfcribe: but I fhall fee 
The winged Vengeance overtake fuch Children. ae 
Corn. See’t fhalt thou never. Fellows hold the Chair. 
Upon thefe Eyes of thine, Pll fet my foot. 
| Glotter és held down while Cornwall treads out one of his Eyes: 
Glo. He that will think to live, ’tilh he be old, 
Give me fome help, O cruel! O you gods! 
Reg. One fide will mock another; th’ other too. 
Corn. If you fee Vengeance-—~ 
Ser. Holdoyour:hands: my Lords: s: | 
I have fery’d you-ever fince Lwas,aChild: ..) 
But better fervice have I.never done you, 
Than now to bid you hold. 
Reg. How now, you Dog? | 
Ser. If you did:wear a Beard upon your Chin; 
I'd thake it on this quarrel. What doyou mean2.., . 
Corn. My Villain! | Fight, in the fcuffle Cornwallis wounded. 
Ser. Nay then come on, and take the chance: of anger. 
Reg. Giveme thy Sword. A Peafant.ftand up thus? 
| ist 4 [ Kills, him. 
Ser, Oh, Tam flain-—— my Lord, you have one Eye left 
To fee fome mifchief on. him. -Oh eit wDies. 
Corn. Left it fee more, preventiit;, Out vild gelly.: » 
Where is thy-lufternow? 4). soft reads out the other Eye. 
Gio, All dark and comfortle{s ——— 2 eet 
- Where's my Son-Edmandiz | 








Edmund; 
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Edmund, enkindle all the {parks of Nature 
To quit this horrid a@, 
Keg. Out treacherous Villain, 
Thou call’ft on him that hates thee: ‘Tt wad he 
That made the Overture of thy Treafotis to us: 
Who is too good to pity thee. , 
Gio. O my follies! then Edgar was abus’d; 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and profper him, 
Reg. Gothruft-him out at Gates, and let him finel] 
His way to Dover, © [Exit with Glofter: 
How ist my Lorld? How look you? | | 
Corn. Ihave receiv’da hurt ; follow me, Lady » 
Turn out that Eyelef$ Villain; throw this Slave 
Upon the Dunghil Regan, I bleed apace, 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm, "| Bxeun:. 








A God coli Ss IN ok aki 
SCEN EK An open Country. 


Enter Edgat. 


Ed. yA better thus, and known'to be contemn’d, 
Than {till contemn’d and flarter’d, to be worft: 
The loweft, and moft deje@ thing of Fortune, 
Stands ftill in efperance, lives not in fear. 
The lamentable change is from the beft, 
The worft returns to laughter. ° Welcome then; 
Thou unfubftantial Air that I embrace: 
The Wretch that thow hft blown unto the worft, 
Owes nothing to my blafts,. ) 
Enter Glofter, led by an old Man: 
But who comes here? My Father poorly led 2 
World, World; OQ World! 
But that thy ftrange mutations make us hate thee; ] 
Life would not yield to Age: | 
Old Afan, O my good Lord, I have been your Tenant, 
And your Father's Tenant, thefe'fourfcore Years. 
Gle, Away, get thee away: good Friend be gone, 
Gg 2 Thy 
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Thy Comforts can’do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Adam You cannot fee your way. 

Gio. I have no way, and therefore want no Eyes: 
I ftumbled when I faw. Full oft ’tis feen, 

Our means fecure us, and our meer defiéts 
Prove our Commodities. Oh dear Son Edgar, 
The food of thy abufed Father’s wrath: 
Might I but live to fee thee in my. touch, 
I'd fay L.had Eyes again, 

Old Man. How now? who’s there? 

Edg. O gods! Who.is’t can fay Iamat the worft? 
I am worfe thane’er I was. | 

Old Man. 'T1s.poor mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe Imay be yet: the. worft is not, 

So long as we can fay, this is the worft. 

Old Man, Fellow, where goeft ? 

Gio. Is it a Beggar-man2 

Old Adan. Madman, and Beggar too. 

Glo, He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg, 

Pech’ laft Night’s ftorm, I fuch a Fellow faw; 

Which made me think a Man, a Worm. My Son 

Came then into my mind, and yetmy mind 

Was then fcarce friends with him. Ihave heard more fince: 
As Flies to th’ wanton Boys, are we to th’ gods, 

They kill us for their fort, 

Edg. How fhould this be ? 

Badis the Trade that muft play the Foo! to forrow, 
Ang’ring it felf, and others. Blefs thee Matter. 

Glo, Is that the naked Fellow? 

Old Man. Ay, my Lord. 

Glo. Get thee away: if for my fake 
Thou wilt o’er-take us hence a Mile or twain 
I'th’ way toward Dover, do it for ancient love; . 
And bring fome covering for this naked Soul, 

Which [’ll intreat to lead me. 
Old Man. Alack Sir, heis mad. 
Glo. *Tis the time’s plague, when Madmen lead the Blind: 


Do as Ibid thee, or rather do thy pleafure; 
Above the reft, be gone, 





Od 








King Lear. 2348 
Old Man. Vil bring him the beft ’Parrel that I have, 
Come on’t, what will. | Exit. 


Glo. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom's acold.' I cannot daub it further. 

Glo. Come hither Fellow. 

Edg. And yet I'mutt ; 

Blefs thy fweet Eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. Know’ft thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both Stile, and’ Gate, Horfe-way, and Footpath: 
poor Tom hath been fear’d out of his good’ wits. Blefs thee 
good Man’s Son, from the foul Fiend. 

Glo. Here take this Purfe, thou whom the Heav’ns plagues 
Have humbled to all ftrokes, that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heav’ns deal fo ftill; 

Let the fuperfluous, and the Luft-dieted Man, 

That flaves your Ordinance, that will not fee 

Becaufe he do’s not feel, feel your power quickly: 

So diftribution fhould undo excefs, 

And each Man have enough. Do’ft thou know Dover? 

Edg. Ay Mafter. 

Glo. There is a Cliff, whofe high and bending Head 
Looks fearfully onthe confined Deep: 

Bring me but to the very brim of ‘it; 

And I'll repair the mifery thou do’ft bear 

With fomething rich about me: from’ that'place, 
I fhall no lending need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm; 

Poor Tom fhall lead thee. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE It. The Duke of Albany’s Palace. 


Enter Gonerill, Baffard, and Steward. 


Gon, Welcome my-Lord, I marvel.our mild Husband 
Not met us on the way.. Now, where’s:your Mafter? 
Stew. Madam within, but never Manfo chang’d : 
I told him of the Army that was Landed; 
He {mil'd at it, I told him you were’ coming, 
Hig anfwer was, the worfe. Of Gloffer’s Treachery, 
Aod of the Loyal fervice of his Son, 
When [inform’d him, then he call’d me Sor, 
; Gg 3 And 
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. And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out: 
What moft he fhould diflike, feems pleafant co him ; 
Whar like, offenfive. ; 

Gon. Then fhall you go no further: 
It is the Cowith terror of his’ Spirit 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an anfwery oar wifheson'the way 
May prove effects. Back Edmand to my Brother, 


Hatten his Mufters, and conduG@ his Pawers. 
I mutt change Names at home, and givé the Diftaff 
Into my Husbaad’s hands, This trafty ‘Servant ; 


Shall pafs betweenus: e’er long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 
A Miftreffes command. Wear this; {pare Speech, 
Decline your Head. ‘This Kifs, if it durft {peak, 
Wou'd itretch thy Spirits up into the Air: 
Conceive,. and fare thee well, 

Baft. Yours in the ranks ef Death. 

Gow. My moft dear Gloffer. [Exit Baftard, 
Oh, the difference of Man, and Man! 
To thee a Woman’s fervicesare due, | 
My Fool ufurps my Body. “4 

Stew. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whittle. 

Alb, Oh Gonerill, — 
You are not worth the duft which the rude wind 
Blows in your Face, 

Gon, Mulk-liver’d Man, 
That bear’ft a Cheek for blows, a Head of wrongs, 
Who haft not in thy brows an Eye difcerning 
Thine honeur, from thy fuffering. 

4/b, See thy felf, Devil: 
Proper deformity feems not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in Woman, 

Goz. Oh vain Fool. 
Enter a Meffenger. 





Mel. Oh my good Lord, the Duke of Cornwall's dead, { 
Slain by his Servant, going to put out a- yi 
iq 

3 


‘ihe other Eye of Glofer. | 
Alb, Glofler's Ey<s? oF 
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ef. A Servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorfe, 
Oppos’d againft the a@; bending his Sword | 
To his great Mafter: who, thereat enrag d, 
Flew on him, and amongft them: fell’d him dead, 
But not without that harmful ftroke, which: fince 
Fath pluck’d him, after, : 
“lb. This thews you are above, 
You Jutftices, that thefe our neither crimes 
So {peedily can venge.; But O poor Gloffer ! 
Loit he his:other Eye? wlesy 
Mef. Both, both, my. Lord. 
This Letter, Madam, craves a {peedy. Anfwer: 
‘Tis from your Sifter, ents 
Gon. One way I like this. well, Nis) 
But being Widow, and my Gloffer with her, 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life, Another way b nt 
The News is not fo tart, _I’l] read, and anfwer, | Exit. 
“lb. Where was his Son, when they did take his Eyes? 
Me, Come with my Lady hither. 
Alb. He is not here, 
Mef. No, my good Lord, I.met him back again. 
“lb. Knows he the wickedncfs2 | 
Me/. Ay, my good Lord, twas he inform’d again{t him, 
And quit the Houfe of purpofe, that their punifhment 
Might have the freer courfe. 
Alb. Glofter, live 
To thank thee for the love thou fkew’dft the King,. 


And to revenge thine Eyes. Come hither Friend, 


Tell me what more thou know’ft. [LExcsnt. 


Sak Oe 2 BS eae. ae Camp. 


Enter Cordelia, Gentlemen and Soldiers. 

Cor. Alack, ’tis he; why he was met even now 
AAs made the vext Sea, finging aloud, 
Crown’d with rank Fenitar, and furrow weeds, 
With Hardocks, Hemlock, Nettles, Cuckow Flowers, 
Darnel, and ail the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining Corn. A Century fend forth; 
Search every Acre in the hiph-grown Field, | 

weeks : G g 4 And 
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And bring him to our Eye.’ What can Man's wifdom 
Inthe reftoring his bereaved Senfe? He that helps him, 
Take all my outward worth. 

Gent. There are means, Madam: 
Our fofter Nurfe of Nature, is repofe, 
The which he lacks; that to provoke in him; 
Are many Simples operative, whofe power : 
Will clofe the Eye of Anguith. ae igs 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, a 
All you unpublith’d Virtues of the Earth . 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 
In the good Man’s defire: feek, feek for him, 
Left his ungovern’d rage, diffolve the life 
That wants themmeans to lead it. 

- Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. News, Madam, 
The Britifh Powers are marching hitherward. 

Cord. *Tisknown before. Our preparation ftands 
In expeCtation of them. O.dear Father, 
It is thy bufinefs that I go about: therefore great France 
My- mourning, and importun’d tears hath pitied. 
No blown Ambition doth our Arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our Ag’d Father’s Right: 
Soon may I hear, and fee him. [ Exennt, 


S CE N-EAAYy. Regan’s Palace. 


Enter Regan, and Steward. 
Reg. But are my Brother’s Powers fet forth 2 
Stew. Ay Madam. 
Reg. Himfelf in Perfon there ? 
Stew. Madam, with much adoe ‘ 
Your Sifter is the better Soldier. 
Reg. Lord Edmund {pake not with your Lord at home? 
Stew. No, Madam. 
Reg. What might import my Sifter’s Letter to him? 
Stew. I know not, Lady. 
Reg. Faith he is pofted hence on ferious Matter. 
It was great ignorance, G/ofter’s Eyes being out 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 
All Heartsagainft us; Edmynd, I think, is gone 
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In pity of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life: Moreover todefery 
The ftrength o’th’ Enemy. | 
Stew. I muft needs after him, Madam; with my Letter, 
Keg. Our Troops fet’ forth to morrow, ftay with us: 
The ways are dangerous, | 
Stew. IL may nots.Madam; 
My Lady charg’d my duty in his bufinefs, 
Reg. Why fhould the write to Edmund? 
Might not you tranfport her purpofes by word? Belike; 
Some things, I know not what —— P’ll love theemuch —__.. 
Let me unfeal the Letter. 
Stew. Madam, [had rather ——_. 
Reg. [know your Lady do’snotlove her Husband, 
I am fure of that : and at her late being here, 
She gave {trange ceiliads, and moft {peaking looks 
To Noble Edmund. know you are of her bofom, 
Stew. IT; Madam2 
Keg. I {peak in underftanding: You're; 1 know’t; 
Therefore I do advife you take this Note, 
My Lord is dead; Edmund, and J have talk’d, | 
And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your Lady’s: You may gather more: 
If you do find him, pray you give him this ; 
And when your Miftrefs hears thus much from you, 
I pray defire her call her wifdom to her, 
So fare you well, 
If you do chance to hear of that blind Traitor, 
Preferment falls on him, that cuts him off. 
Stew. Would I could meet him, Madam, I fhould thew 
What party I do follow, | : 
Reg. Fare thee well. 


- 


| Exeunt. 


asks. EINE Ea he Country. 


Enter Glofter and Edgar. 
Glo. When fhall I come to th’ top of that fame Hill? 
Edg. You do climb up it now. Look how we labour. 
Glo. Methinks the ground is PGi np Lo 
Edg. Horrible fteep, a 
Flatk, do you hear the Sea? 


Gle. 
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Glo. No truly. | 
Edg. Why then your other Senfes grow imperfe& 
By your Eyes anguifh. 
Glo. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy Voice is alter’d, and thon fpeak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter than thow didft. 
Edg. You're much deceiv'd: inmothing am I chang’d 
But in my Garments. ) 
Glo. Methinks you're better {poken. 
Edg. Come on, Sir, 
Here's the place; ftand ftill. How fearful | 
And dizzy ’tis, to caft ones Eyes fo low! 
The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway air | 
Shew fcarce fo grofs as Beetles. Half way down | 
Hangs one that gathers Samphires; dreadful trade ! | 
Methinks he feems no bigger than his head. 
The Fifher-men that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like Mice; and yond tall Anchoring Bark, 
Diminith’d to her Cock; her Cock, a Buoy | 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, ! 
That on th’ unnumbred idle Pebble chafes | 
Cannot be heard fo high. T'll look no more, 
Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. | 
Glo. Set me where you ftand. | 
Edg. Give me your hand: 
You are now within a foot of th’ extream Verge: 
For all beneath the Moon would not I leap upright. 
Glo. Let go my hand: 
Here Friend’s, another purfe, in it, a Jewel 
Well worth a poor Man’s taking. Fairies, and gods 
Profper it with thee. Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. . 


King Lear. 





Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. | Seems to.ge. 
Glo.. With all my heart. | 
Edg. Why do I trifl2 thus with his defpair ? | 
“Tis done tocureit. © = | 
Glo. O you mighty gods! 
This world I do renounce, and in your fights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off ; 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
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Yo quarrel with. your great oppofelefs wills, 
My fnuff, and loathed part of Nature thould 
Burn it felf out. If Edgar live, O blefs him. | 
Now Fellow, fare thee well, © ['He¢ leaps and falls along. 
Edg. Good Sir, farewel. es ; | 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treafure of Life, when Life it felf 
_ Yields tothe Theft,. Had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been paft. Alive, or dead2- 
Fioa, you Sir! Friend! here, you Sir! peak! 
Thus might he pafs'indeed——yet he revives. 
What are you Sir2 
Glo. Away, and let me die. 
£dg. Had’ft thou been ought butGozemore, Feathers and Air, 
So many fathom down precipitating, | | 
Thoud’tt fhiver'd like an Egg: but thou doft breath: 
Haft heavy fubftance, bleed’ft not; {peak, art found? 
‘Ten Mafts at leaft, makenotthe altitude 
Which thou haft perpendicularly fallen ; 
Thy Life’s a miracle. Speak yet again. 
Glo, But have T fall’n, or no2 
£dg. From the dread Summet of this Chalky Bourn 
Look up, a height, the thrill gor’d Lark fo far 
Cannot be feen or heard: Do but look up. 
Glo. Alack, Ihave no Eyes; 
Is wretchednefs depriv’d that benefit 
Toend it felf by death? "T'was yet fome comfort, 
When mifery could beguile the Tyrant’s rage, 
And fruftrate his proud will. | 
Edg. Give me your arm. ; 
Up, {o---How is’t? Feel you your Legs? You ftand. 
_ Glo. Too well, too well. 
Eadg. This is above all ftrangenefs. 
Upon the Crown o’th’ Cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 
' Glo. A poor unfortunate Beggar. | 
Edg. As I ftood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons: he had a thoufand Nofes, 
Horns walk’d, and wav’d like the enraged Seas 
It was fome Fiend: therefore thou happy Father, 
‘Think that the cleareft gods, who make them honours 
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Of Mens impoffibilities, have preferv’d thee. 

Glo. I do remember now: henceforth I'll bear 
Affliction, “till it do cry out it felf 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you fpeak of, 
I took it fora Man: often *twould fay | 
The Fiend, the Fiend he led me.to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts, 

Enter. Lear. 





But who comes here? 
The fafer Senfe will ne'er accommodate 
His Mafter thus. 

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for Coyning, I,am the 
King himfelf. : 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight! 

Lear. Nature’s above Art, in that refpe@.. There’s your 
Prefs-mony. That Fellow handles his Bow, like a Crow- 
keeper: draw me aClothier’s Yard.:. Look, look, a Moufe. 
Peace, Peace, this piece of toafted Cheefe will do’ 
There’s my Gauntler, I'll prove itonaGyant. . Bring up the 
brown Bills. O well flown Bird: i’th’ clout, 7th’ clout: 
Hewgh. Give the word. 

Edg. Sweet Marjoram. 

Lear. Pals. 

Glo. I know that Voice. 

Lear.Ha! Gonerill with a white Beard? They-flattex’d me 
like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs in my Beard, 
e’er the black ones were there... To fay Ay, and No, to 
every thing that I faid———Ay and No too, was no good Di- 
vinity. When the Rain came to wet me once, and Wind 
to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not peace at 
my bidding, there I found.’em, there I fmelt ’em out. Go 
to, they are not Meno’ their words; they told mel was every 
thing: ’Tis a Lie, I am not Ague proof. 

Glo. The trick of that Voice, I do well remember: Is’t 
_not the King ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King. 

When I do ftare, fee how the Subje& quakes. 

I pardon that Man’s Life. What was. thy caufe? 
Adultery? thou thalt not die: die for Adultery ? 
No, the Wren goes to’t,and the {mall gilded Flie 
Do’s letcher in my fights Let Copulation thrive: 
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For Gloffer’s Baftard Son was kinder to his Father, 

Than my Daughters got ‘tween the lawful theets, 

To’t Luxury pell-mell, for Tack Soldiers. 

Behold yon fimpering Damé, whofe face, between her Forks, 
Prefages Snow} that mincés Virtue, and do’s fhake the Head 
to hear of Pleafures namé)°The Fitchew, nor the foyled 
Horfe goes to’t with a more riotous Appetite : down from 
the wafte they are Centaures, though Women al] above : 
but to the Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the 
fiends, There’s Hell, there’s Darknefs, there is the fulphu- 
rous Pit, Burning, Scalding, Stench, Confumption : Fie, 
fie, fie; pah, pah: Give me an Ounce of Civet ; good | 
Apothecary {weetenmy Imagination : There's Mony for thee. 

Glo, O let me kifs that Handi 

Lear. Let me wipe it firft, it fmells of Mortality. 

Glo. O ruin’d piece of Nature, this great World 
Shall fo wear out to naught. Do’ft thou know me? 

Lear. I remember thine Eyes well enough: do’ft thou 
fquiny at me? No, do thy worft blind Cupid, Pll not love. 
Read thou this challenge, mark. but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all thy Letters Suns, I could not fee one. 

Edg. 1 would not take this from report ; 

It is, and my Heatt breaks at it, 

Lear. Read, 

Glo. What, with this Cafe of Eyes ? 

Lear, Oh ho, are you there with me? No Eyes in your 
Head, nor no Mony in your Purfe? Your Eyes are in heavy 
cafe, your Purfe in a light, yet you fee how this World goes, 

Glo, I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art-mad? A Man may fee how this World 
goes, with no Eyes. Look with thine Ears: See how yond 
Juftice rails upon yond fimple Thief. Hark in thine Ear: 
Change places, and Handy-dandy, which is the Juttice, | 
which is the Thief: Thou haft feen 3 Farmer’s Dog bark at 
a Beggar? | 

Glo. Ay Sir. 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur: there thou 
might’{t behold the great image of Authority, a Dog’s 
obey'd in Office. Thou, Rafcal Beadle, hold thy bloody 
Hand: why do’ft thou lath that Whore? Strip thy own 
Back, thou hotly Juft’ft to ufe her in that kind, for are 
thou 


Se 


Pr. 


© 
: 

ae SSS SSeee os =i =a 
So a 5 —S> 


=—=5 


= ee 
= © = 5 


SSS 
SSS SSS : 


Se 


Hs S= 





ae ot 








































2534 King Lear. 


thou whip’ ft hers. The Ufurer hangs the Cozener. 

Thorough tatter’d Cloaths, great. Vicesdo appear; 

Robes, and furr’d Gowns hide all. »PlaceSins with Gold, 

And the ftrong Lance of Juftice, hurtlefs breaks: 

Arm it in Rags, and Pigmy’s Straw doth pierce it. 

None does offend, none, U fay none, I'll able ’em; 

Take that of me my Friend, who have the power 

To feal the Accufer’slips. Getthee Glafs Eyes; 

And like a fcurvy Politician, feem 

To fee the things thou do’ft not, 

Now, now, now, now. Pulloff my Boots: harder, harder; fo. 
Edg. O matter, and impertinency mixt, 

Reafon in Madnefs: 
Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my Eyes. 

I know thee well enough, thy name is Glofter; 

Thou muft be patient; we came crying hither: 

Thou know’ ft, the firft time that'we {mell the Air 

We wawle, and cry.» I will preach to thee: Mark-——— 
Glo. Alack, alack, the day. 
Lear. When we are born, we cry that we ate comme 


| To this ereat Stage of Fools. This'a good block | —— 
It were a delicate Stratagem to fhooe 


A Troop of Horfe with felt: J’ll put't in proof, 
And when I have ftoli’n upon thefe Son-in-Laws3 
Then kill, kill, kifl, kill, kill, kills 
Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 
Gent. O here he is, lay hand upon‘him; Sir, 
You moft dear Daughter - 
Lear. No refcue? what, aPrifoner? Tam even 
The natural Fool of fortune. Ufeme well, 
You fhall have ranfom. Let me have Surgeons, 
I am cut to th’ Brains, 
Gent, You fhall haveany thing. 
Lear. No Seconds? Ail my felf2 
Why, this would mske a Man, a Man’of Salt; - 
To ufe his Eyes for Garden-water-pots, I will die bravely, 
Like a {mug Bridegroom. What? I will be Jovial : 
Come, come, Lam a Kings: Mafters, know you that? 
Gent. Youare a Royal one, and we obey you, 
Lear. Then there’s life in't, “Comey and you getit, 
You fhail get it by running: Sa, fafa, fa, | Exit. 
Gents 
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Gent. A fight moft pitiful in the meaneft wretch, 
Paft {peaking of inaKing. : Thou haft a Daughter 
Who redeems Nature from the general curfe, 

Which twain have brought her to, 

Edg. Hail, gentle Sir, 

Gent. Sirs. {peed you: what’s your. will? 

£dg. Do.you hear ought, ‘Sir, ‘of a Battel towartl. 

Gent. Mott fure,. and» vulgar : | 
Every one hears that, which can diftinguifh found. 

Edg. But by your favour: ) 

How near’s the other Army? 

Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot: the main difcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. 1 thank you, -Sir, that’s all. 

Gent. Though. that the Queen on {pecial caufe is here, 
Her Army is mov’d on. ? | Exit. 

£dg. I thank you, Sir. 

Glo. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from me, 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me again 
To die before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you, Father, 

Glo. Now good Sir, what are you? 

Edg. Amoftpoor Man, made tame to Fortune’s blows, 
Who, by the Art of known, and feeling forrows, 
Am pregnant to good Pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead you to fome biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks; 

The bounty, and the benizon of Heav’n 
To boot, and boot. 
Enter Steward, | 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize; moft happy 5 
That Eyelefs Head of thine, was firft fram’d fleth 
Lo raifemy Fortunes. Thouold, unhappy Traitor, 
Briefly thy felf remember: the Sword is out 
“That muft deftroy thee, 

Glo. Now. let thy friendly hand 
Put {trength enough to’r, a 

Stew, Wherefore, bold Peafant, 

Dai’ft thou fupport.a-publith’d-T raitor? hence, 
Left that.th’ infeQion of: his Fortune take 

Like hold on thee.) Let:go:his Arm. 

= = Edg. 
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Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 
Without vurther ’cafion. 

Stew. Let go, Slave, or thou dy’ff. 

Edg. Good Gentleman, go your’ gate, and let. poor 
volk pafs: and ’chud ha been zwagger’d out of my Life, 
would not ha’ been zo long as “tis, by a vorthight.. Nay, 
come not near th* old Man: Keep out che’ vor’ye, or ice 
try whether your Coftard, or my Ballow be the harder; 
chill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out Dunghil. 

Edg. Child pick your teeth Zir* come, no matter vor 
your foyns. [Edgar knocks him’ down. 
Stew. Slave thou haft flain me: Villain, take my Purfe; 

If ever thou wilt thrive; bury my Body, 
And give the Letters which thou find’ft about me, 
To Edmund Earl of Gloffer : feek him out 
Upon the Englifh Pattys. Oh untimely death, death--- [ Dies. 
Edg. I know thee well, aferviceable Villain; 
As duteous to.the Vices of thy Miftrefs, 
As badnefs would defire. 
Glo. What, is he dead? 
Edg. Sit you down, Father: reft you. 
Let’s fee thefe Pockets; the Letters that he {peaks of 
May be my Friends : he’s dead; Iam only forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let us fee—— 
By your leave, gentle wax, and manners——— blame us not, 
To know our Enemies minds, we rip their Hearts, 
Their Papers are more lawful. 


Reads the Letters 

ET our reciprocal Vows be remembreds . Yon have many 
opportunities tacut him off: if your will want not, time 
and place will be fruitfully offer’d. - There is nothing done: If 
he return the Conqueror, thenam 1 the Prifaner, and his Bed, 
my Gaol, from the loathed warmth whereof, deliver mey and 

fupply the place of our Labour. ; 
Your (Wife, fo I would.fay ) affettionate 

4, Servant, Gonerill, 


Oh indiftinguith’d fpace of Woman’s will ! 

A plot upon her virtuous Husband’s Life, 

And the exchange my Brother® here, in the Sands : 
iat ie 
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Thee Ill rake up, the Poft unfan@ified 
Of murtherous Lerchers: and in the mature time; 
With this ungracious Paper ftrike the fight 
Of the death-praGtis’d Duke: for him ‘tis well, 
That of thy death, and bufinefs, I can-tell. 

Glo. The King is mad; how ftiffis my vile Senfe 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge Sorrows? Better I were diftrad,: 


25:57 


So fhould my Thoughts be fever’d from my Griefs, 


And woes, by wrong imaginations; lofe 
The Knowledge of themfelves; 

Edg. Give me your hand: 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. | 
Come, Father, I'll:beftow you with a Friend, 


Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Gentleman. 


| Drum afar off. 


[ Exennt: 


SOE NSECOVE 4 Chahes 


Cor. O thou good Kent, how fhall I live and work 


To match thy goodnefs?_ M y Life will betoo thorr, 
And every meafure fail me. | 
Kent. To be acknowlede'd Madam is o’erpaid, 

All my reports go with the modcft truth, 
Nor more, nor clipt, but fo, 

Cor. Be better fuited, | 

Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours z 
I prethee put them off. 

__, Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, | 

Yet to be known fhortens my made intent, 

My boon I make it, that you know me not, 

°Till time, and I think meet. | 

Cor. Then be’t fo ty good Lord ; 

How do’s the King? 

Gent. Madam, fleeps ftill. 

Cor. O you kind gods ! eo 
Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature; 
Th’ untun’d and jarring Senfes, O wind up, 
Of this Child-changed Father, 

Vor. VY, Hh 


Gent; 
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Gent. So pleafe your Majelty, 
That we may wake the King, he hath flept long? — 
Cor. Be govern dby your knowledge, and proceed 
Ith’ fway of your own will: is he array’dé 
Enter Leat in a Chair, carried by Servants. 
Gent. Ay Madam; in the heavinels of {leep, 
We put frefh Garments on him, 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him, 
{ doubt not of his Temperance. | 
Cor. O my dear Father, Reftauration hang 
Thy Medicine on my lips; and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms, that my two Sifters 
Have in thy Reverence made. 
Kent. Kind and dear Princefs! | 
Cor, Had you not been their Father, 'thefe white flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this Face 
To be oppos'd againit the jarring winds? 
Mine Enemies Dog, though he had bit me, 
Should have ftood that Night againft my fire: 
And waft thou fain, poor Father, 
To hovel thee with Swine and Rogues forlorn, | 
In fhort, and mufty Straw? alack, alack, 
‘Tis wonder that thy life and wits, at-once 
Had not concluded all, “He wakes, {peak to: him. | 
Gent. Madam, do-you, “tis *firtelt. 
Cor. How does my Royal Lord? 
How fares your Majefty 2 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me‘out o’th’ Grave; 
Thou art 2 Soul in blifs, but I am bound 4 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do feald like moltén Lead. 
Cor. Sir, do you know me¢ 
Lear. You are aSpirit I know, when did you die? 
Gor. Still, ftill, far wide 
Gent. He’s fcarce awake, 
Let him alone a while. 7 
Lear. Where have I been? ‘ 
Where am [2 fair day light? 
1 am mightily abus’d; I fhould even die with pity 
To fee another thus. Iknow not what to fay ; : 
Iwill not fwear thefe aremy hands: let's fees. 
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‘I feel this Pin prick, would I were affur’d 
Of my condition, 
Cor. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hand in benedi@ion o’er me, 
You mutt not kneel. 
Lear. Pray do not mock me ; 
I'am a very foolith fond old Mao, 
Fourfcore and upward, 
Not an hour more, nor lefs: And to deal plainly, 
{ fear I am not in my perfe@ mind, 
Methinks I thould: know you, and know this Man, 
Yet am doubtful: for Iam mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill I have 
Remembers not thefe Garments; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft Night. Donotlaughat me, - 
For, as lama Man, Ithink this Lady 
To be my Child Cordelia, 

Cor. And fol am; I am——. 

Lear. Be your.tears wet? Yes faith; I pray you weep not, 
Tf you have Poifon for me, I will drink it; | 
I know you do not love me, for your Sifters 
Flave, as I do remember, done me wrong, 

You have fome caufe, they have not, 

Cor. No caufe, no caufe. 

Lear, Am I in France? 

Kent. In your own Kingdom, Sir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in him: defire him to go in, 
Trouble him no more ’till further fettling. 

Cor. Will't pleafe your Highnefs walk? 

Lear. You mutt bear with me; 

Pray you now forget, and forgive, 
E am old and foolith. | Exeunt. 


Hh’ 2 ACT 
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SCENE ACamp. 


Enter Baftard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 


Baft. appa of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold, 
Or whether fince he is advisd by ought 
To change the courfe; he’s full of alteration, 


i And (elf reproving ; bring his con{ftant pleafure. ; 
| Reg. Our Sifter’s Man is certainly mifcarried. 
Balt. ’ Vis to be doubted, ,Madam, 
Reg. Now {weet Lord, 
You know the goodnefs I intend upon you: 
Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth, | 
Do you not love my Sifter? ‘ 
Baft. In honour’d Love. , 
Reg. But have younever found my Brother’s w2y, 
To the fore-fended place? ; 
Baff. No by mine Hotour, Madam. 
Reg. Inever fhall endure her; dear my Lord, 


Be not familiar with D 1 - 


Baft. Fear not, fhe and the Duke her Husband-—— 
Enter Albany,..Gonerill, and Soldiers. ; 

Alb. Our very loving Sifter, well. be met: 
Sir, this I heard, the King is come to his Daughter 
With others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc’d to cry out, 

Reg. Why 1s this reafon’d ? 

Gon. Combine together *gainft the Enemy: 
For thefe Domeftick, and particular Broals, - ‘ 
Are not the queftion here. 

Alb. -Let’s then determine with th’ ancient of War 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us 2 
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Gon. No. 
Keg. *Tis moft convenient, pray go with us. . 
@en, Oh, ho, I know the Riddle, Iwill go. { Exewnt. 
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Manet Albany. Enxter Edgar, 
Edg. Uf e’er' yout Grace bad Speech with Man fo poor, 
Hear me one word, | 
Alb. Vil overtake you, fpeak. 
Edg. Before you fight the Bartel, ope this Lettere 
If you have Victory, Ict the Trumpet found 
For him that brought: it: wretched though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there, If you mifcarry, 
Your bufinefs of the World hath fo an‘ end, 
And machination ceafes, Fortune loves you, 
“Alb, Stay “till T have read the Letter, 
Edg. 1 was forbid ir. 
When time fhall ferve, let but the Herald cry, 
And [ll appear again, o [ Exit. 
“lb, Why fare thee well, I will o’erlook thy Paper. 
Enter Baffard. 
Baft. ‘Lhe Enemy’s in view, draw up your powers, 
Here is the guefs of their true {treneth and forces, 
By diligent difcovery, but your hafte 
Is now urg’d on you. | 
lb. We will greet the time. . LExit. 
Baft. To both thefe Sifters have I fworn my love: 
Each jealous of the other, as the ftung | 
Are of the Adder. Which of them fhall I’take2 
Both? One? Or neither? Neither can be enjoy'ds 
If both remain alive: To take the Widow, 
Exafperates, makes mad her Sifter Génerill, 
And hardly fhall I carry out my fide, 
Her Husband being alive. Now then, we'll nfe 
His countenance for the Battel, which being done, 
Let her who would be rid of him, devife 
Fis fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy - 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, 
The Battel done, and they within our power; 
Shall never fee his pardon: for my flate, ‘ 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. L Exit 
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2542 | King Lear. 
$C EBL B iL. heeled 


Alérum within. Enter with Drum: and Colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the Stage, and Exennt. 


Enter Edgar and Glofter. 
Edg. Wiere Father, take. the fhadow of this Tree 
For your good Hoft; pray that the night may thrive; 
If ever I return to yow again, 
Pl bring you comfort. | 
jlo. Grace be with you, Sir. [ Exit. 
| Alarum and Retreat withite. 
Enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away old Man; give me thy hand, away; 
King. Lear hath loft, he and his Daughter ta’en, 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 
Glo, No further Siry a Man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, inill thoughts again?» Men mutt endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither, 
Ripenefs is all, come on, 
Gle. And that’s true too. | Exeant. 


SC E.N.B. Ul. Camp. 


Enter Baftard, Lear and Cordelia as Prifoners, Soldiers, 
es ) Captain 5 
Baft. Some Officers take them away; good Guard, 
Until their greater pleafures firft be known : 
That are to cenfure them. 
Cor. We are not the firft, 
Who with beft meaning have incurr’d the wortt: 
For thee, oppreffed King, I am caft down, 
My felf could elfe out-frown falfe Fortune’s frown. 
Shall we not fee. thefe Daughters, and thefe Sifters? 
Lear. No, no, no, no; come let’s away to Prifon; 
We twoalone will fing like Birds ith’ Cage: | 
Whenthou do’ft ask me bleffing, Ill kneel down 
And ask of thee forgivenefs:.So we'll live, 
And Pray, and Sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies: and hear poor Rogues 
Talk 
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Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who lofes, and who wins; who’s in, who’s out: 
And take upon’s the myftery of things, 
As if we were God’s fpies. And we'll wear out 
In a wall’d Prifon, packs and feéts of great ones 
That ebb and flow by th’ Moon. 
Baft. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia, 
The Gods themfelves throw incenfe,. Have I caught thee 2 
Fle that parts us, fhall bring a:Brand from Heav’n, 
And fire us hence, like Foxes; wipe thine Eye, 
The good Years fhall devour them, fleth and fell, . 
E’er they thall make us weep 2 ) 
We'll fee ’em ftarv’d firfts. Come. [Exits 
Baft. Come hither Captain, hark. [ Whifpering. 
Take thou this Note, go follow them to Prifon, 
One ftep I have adyance’d thee, if thou doft 
As this inftru@s thee, thou doft make thy way 
To noble Fortunes; know thou this, that Men 
Areas the time is; to be tender minded 
Do’s not become a Sword; thy great Imployment 
Will not bear queftion; either fay thou’lt do’r, 
Or thrive by other means, . 
Capt. V'll do’t, my Lord. | 
Ba/t. About it, and write happy, when thou’ft done. 
Mark, I fay, inftantly, and.carry itfo. . 
As I have fet it down. | Exit Captain 
Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, aud Soldiers. oS 
Alb. Sirs you have fhew’d today your valiant ftrain 
And fortune led you well: You have the Captives 
Who were the oppofites of this Day’s ftrife ; 
I do require them of you, fo to ule them, 
As we fhall find their Merits, and our fafery 
May equally determine, 
Bajt. Sir, thought it fit; 
To fend the old and miferable King to fomeretention; 
Whofe Age had Charis in it, whofe Title more, 
To pluck the common Bofom on this fide, 
And turn our impreft Launces in our Eyes | 
Which do command them! With’him I fent the Queen 
Brasiectigase 5: ak My 
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My reafon all the fame, and they are ready 
Lo morrow, or at further {pace, vappear 
Where you fhall hold your Seffion. 
Ald, Sir, by your Patience, 
T hold you but a Subject of this War, 
Not as a Brother. 
Keg. That’s as we lift to grace him. 
Methinks our pleafure might have been demanded 
E’er you had {poke fo far, He led our Powers, 
Bore the Commiffion of my Place and Perfon, 
The which immediacy may well ftand up, 
And call it felf your Brother. 
Gon. Not fo hot: ; 
In his own grace he doth-exalt himfelf, 
j 





More than in your Addition. 
Keg. In my Rights, 

By me invefted, he compeers the beft. | 
Ale, That'were the moft, if he fhould Husband you. 
Keg. Jefters do oft prove Prophets. E 
Goz. Holla, holla, erer 1 

That Eye that told ‘you fo, look’d but a-fquint. f 
Keg. Lady Tam not well, elfe I fhould anfwer 

From a full flowing Stomach. General, 

Tak: thou my Soldiers, Prifoners, Patrimony, 

Difpofe of them, of me, the’ Walls are thine: 

Witnefs the Worldy that E create theé*here, ~~ 

My Lord, and.Mafter. + See 
Goz. Mean yousto-enjoy him? 

Hilo, The lett alone lyes not in your good Will, 
Baft..Nor in thine, Lord, | 

Alp,. Half-blooded Fellow, yes. 

Reg. Let the Drum ftrike, and prove my Title thine. 
Alb, Stay yet, hear reafon: Edmund, I arreft thee ~ 

On capital Treafon; and in thy arrcft, 

This gilded Serpert: For your claim, fair. Sifter, 

I bare itn the intéreft of my Wife, ~~ 

Tis the is fub-contracted to this Lorc, 

And 1 her Husband contiadi@ your Banes, 

Tf you will marry, make your loves to Me, 

My Lady is befpoke. Fe eae ee ee, 





ao 


G OH, 





King~ Lear. 2545 
Gon. An Enterlide, . : 
_ lb. Thou art arted, Glofter, let the Trumpet found : 
If none appear to Prove upon thy Perfon, 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many Treafons, 
There is my Pledge: IW make it on thy Heart 
E’er I tafte Bread, thou art in nothing lef 
Than I have here proelaim’d thee. ) 
Reg. Sicks? O fickt tc, : 
Gon, If not, Pil néer theif Medicine. [ Aide. 
Baft. There’s my exchange, what in the World he is 
That names me Draitor, Villait-like he lies, 
Call by the Trumpet; he that dares approach; 
On him, on you, who not, I wall maintain 
My truth and honour firmly, 
Enter a Herald. 
“lb, A Herald, ho. 
Truft to thy fingle Virtues, for thy Soldiers, 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name 
Took their dif harge, 
Keg. My Sicknefs prows upon me, . 
“lb. She is nor well; convey her to my Tent. Exit Reg. 
Come hither, Herald, fet the Trumpet found, 
And read out this, Ld Trumpet founds. 


Herald ‘reads, 
1. any Adan of quality. or degree withig the Lifts of the 


Army, will maintain “pon Edmund: fippofed Earl of 


Glofter, that he is a manifold Traitor, ler hin appear by 


the third found of the. Trumpet: He is bold iy his de- 
fence. 


t Trumpet. 
fler. Again, 2 Trampet. 
fer, Again, 3 Trumpet. 


[ Trumpet anfwers him wirhin, 
Enter Edgar armed: 
lb, Ask him his porpofes, why he.appears 
Upon this Call o’th’ Trumpet, SNAAEY yi 
fer, What are you? = 
Your Name, your Quality, ‘and why you anfwer 
This prefent Summéns? ) z 
Edg. Know, my Name is loft 
By Treafons Tooth; Bare-gnawn, and Cauiker-big, 
: 3 | 7 Yer 
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Yet am I noble as the Adverfary 
I come to cope. 
Alb, Which is that Adverfary ¢ 
Edg. What's he that {peaks for Edmund Earl of Glofter # 
Baft. Himfelf, what fay’ft thou to him? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword. ; 
That if my Speech offend a noble Heart, 
Thy arm may do thee Juftice, here is mine: 
Behold it is my Privilege, 
The Privilege of mine Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeflion. I proteft, 
Mauere thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence, 
Defpight thy Victor-Sword, and fire-new Fortune, 
Thy Valour, and thy Heart, thou art a Traitor: 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy Brother, and thy Father, 
Confpirant ’gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 
And from th’ extreameft upward of thy Head, 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A molt Toad-fpotted Traitor. Say thou no, 
This Sword, this Arm, and my beit Spirits are bené 
To prove upon thy Heart, whereto I {peak, 
Thou lyeft. 
Baft. In wifdom I fhould ask thy name, 
But fince thy Out-fide looks fo fair and warlike, 
And that thy Tongue, fome fay, of breeding breaths, 
What fafe, and nicely I might well delay, 
By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and fpurn: 
Back do I tofs thefe Treafons to thy Head, 
With the Hell-hated Lie, o’erwhelm thy Heart, 
Which for they yet glance by, and fearcely bruife, 
This Sword of mine fhall give them inftant way, 
Where they fhall reft for ever. Trumpets {peak. 
Alb, Save him, fave him. [ Alarum, Fight. 
Gon. This is praGice, Glofter, 3 
By th’ Law of War, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown Oppofite; thou art not vanquifh’d. 
But cozen’d, and beguil’d. 
lb. Shut your Mouth, Dame, 
Or with this Paper fhall I ftop it; hold, Sir, 
‘Thou worfe than any Name, read thine own evil» 
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Gon. Say if Ido, the Laws are mine, not thine, 

Who can arraign me for’t 2 | Exit, 
Alb. Mott monftrous! O, know’ft thou this Paper? 
Baft. Ask me not what I know. 

Alb, Go after her, the’s defperate, govern her. | 
Baft. What you have chare’d me with, that have I done, 

And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 

"Tis paft, and foam I: But what art thou 

That haft this Fortune on me? If thou’rt Noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

E£dg. Let’s exchange Charity: 

I dm no lefs in Blood than thou art, Edmund; 

If more, the more thon’ft wrone’d me, 

My name is Edgar, and thy’ Father’s Son, 

The Gods are juft, and of our pleafant Vices 

~ Make Inftruments to plague us: 

The dark and vitious Place, where thee he got, 

Colt him his Eyes. 

Baft. Thou’lt fpoken right, ’tis true, 

The Wheel is come ful} Circle, I am here. 

Alb. Methought thy very Gate did prophefie 

A Royal Noblenefs; I muft embrace thee, 

Let Sorrow fplit my Heart, if ever I 

Did hate thee, or thy Father, 
£dg. Worthy Prince, I know’t. 

Alo. Where have you hid your felf2 

How have you known the miferics of your Father? 
Lag. By nurfing them; my Lord. " Lift a brief tale, 

And when,“cis told, O that my Heart would burft. 

The bloody Proclamation to efcape 

That follow’d me {0 near, (O our lives fweetnels ! 

That we the pain of Death would hourly die, 

Rather than die at once,) taught me to fhift 

Into a Mad-man’s rags, t’ affume’a femblance 

That very Dogs difdain’d: And in this habit 

Met I my Father with his bleeding Rings, 

Their precious Stones new loft; became his Guide, 

Led him, beg’d for him, fay’d him from defpair, 

Never, (O fault,) reveal’d my felf unto him,. 

Until fome half hour pat, when I was arm’d, ‘ 
| Not 
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Not fure, though hoping of this good Succefs, 

I ask’d his Bleffing, and from firft to laft 

Tiold him our Pilgrimage. But his flaw’d Heart 
Alack, too weak the confli& to fuppore, 

“L'wixt two extreams of Paflion, Joy and Grief, 
Barft {milingly. | 
Baft. This Speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And fhall perchance do good, but fpeak you on, 

You look as you had fomething more to fay. 
Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in, 
For I am almoft ready to diffolve, 
Hearing of this, 
Enter a Gentleman, 
Gent. Help, Help! O help! 
Edg. What kind of help2 
Alb. Speak Man, 
Edg. What means this bloody Knife2 
Gent. ’ Tis hot, it fmoaks, it came even from the Heare 
Of———O fhe’s dead. 
Alb, Who's dead? Speak Man. | 
Gent. Your Lady, Sir, your Lady; and her Sifter 
By her is poifon’d; fhe confeffes it. 
Baft. I was contra@ted to them both, all three 
Now marry in an inftant, 
Edg. Here comes Kent. 
Enter Kent. 
Alb, Produce the Bodies, be they live or dead. 
[Gonerill and Regan’s Bodies brought out. 
This judgment of the Heay’ns, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. O! is this fhee 
The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners urge. 
Kent. | am come 
To bid my King and Mafter aye good Night, 
Is he not here? 
Alb, Great thing of us forgot, ; 
Speak Edmund, where's thé King? and where’s Cordelia? 
Seeft thou this Obje@, Kent 2 | eG & 
Kent, Alack, why thus 2 EIS 
Bajft. Yet Edmund was belov’d: ia 
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The one the other poifon’d for my fake, 
And after, flew her felf. 

“lb. Even fo; cover their Faces, 

Baft. I pant for lifes fome good I mean to do 
Defpight of mine own Nature. Quickly fend, 
Be brief in it, to th’ Caftle, for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and Cordeliz : 

Nay, fend in time, 

Alb, Run, run, O run 

Ed. To-whom, my Lord? who has the Office? 
Send thy token of reprieve, 

Baft. Well thought on, take my Sword, 

Give it the Captain 

Eadg. Haite-thee for thy. Life, 

Baff. He hath Commiffion from thy Wife and me, 

To hang Cordelia in the Prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own defpair, 
That the fore-did her (If. 

“lb, The Gods defend her, bear him hence a while. 

Enter Lear with Cordelia dead-in his rms. 3 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl—__o© you are-Men of Stones, | 

Had I your Tongues and Eyes, I'd ufe them fo, | 
That Heav’ns Vault thould crack; fhe’s gone for ever. 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives, 
She’s dead as Earth: Lend meq Looking-Glafs, 
If ‘that her breath will mift or fain the Stone, 
Why then fhe lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis’d. end? 

“Edg. Or image of that horror. 

Alo, Fall and ceafe. 

Lear. This Feather ftirs, the lives; if it be fo, 
It is a chance which do’s redeem all forrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. Oh my good Matter, 

Lear, Prethee awzy——__ 

Edg. ’Tis noble Kent your Friend, 

Lear. A plague upon you.Murtherers, Traitors all, 

I might have fav’d her, now the’s gone forever : 

Cordelia, Cordelia, ftay a little, fy! 

What is’t thou fay’ft? her Voice was ever foft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in Woman, | 
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I kill’d the Slave that was a hanging thee. 
Gent. °Tis true, my Lords, he did. 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow é 
I have feentheday, with my good biting Faulchion 
I would have made him skip: Iam old now. 
And thefe fame crofles fpoilme. Who are you? 
Mine Eyes are none o’th’ beft,. ll tell you ftraight. 
Kent. If Fortune brag of two, fhe lov’d and hated; 
One of them we behold, 
Lear. This is a dull fight, are you not Kent ? 
Kent. The fame; your Servant Kezt, 
Where 1s your Servant Caius ? 
Lear. He’s a good Fellow, I can tell you that, 
He'll ftrike, and quickly too, he’s dead and rotten. 
Kext. No, my good Lord, I am the very Man. 
Lear. Vil fee that ftraight, 
Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Have follow’d your fad fteps 
Lear, You are welcome hither. 
Kent. Nor no Man elfe; all’s cheerlefs, dark, and deadly e 
Your eldeft Daughters have fore-done themfelves, 
And defperately, are dead. 
Lear. Ay, {9 I think. 
Alb, He knows not what he fays, and vain is it 
That we prefent us to him. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Edg. Very bootlefs. 
Mef: Edmund is dead, my Lord. 
Alb. That’s but a trifle here: 
You Lords and noble Friends know our intent, 
What comfort to this great decay may come, 
Shall be apply’d. For us; we will refign, 
During the life of this old Majefty, 
To him our abfolute Power; you to. your Rights, [To Edg. 
With boot, and fuch addition as your Honours 
Have more than merited. All Friends thall 
Tafte the wages of their Virtue, and all Foes 
Yo Cup of their defervings: O fee, fee-— 
Lear. And my poor Fool is hang’d: No, no, no life? 
Why thoulda Dog, a Horfe, a Rat have life, oe 











i 


a. 





King Lear. 2551 


And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 
Never, never, never, never, never 
Pray you undo this Button. Thank you, Sir, 

Do you fee this? look on her, look on her Lips, 





Edg. He faints, my Lord. 
Kent. Break Heart, I prethee break. 
Edg. Look to my Lord. 
_ Kent. Vex not his Ghoft, O let him pafs; he hates him, 
That would upon the rack of this tough World 
Stretch him out longer. 
Edg, He is gone indeed, 
Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long, 
He but ufurpr his Life, 
“lb, Bear them from hence, our prefent Bufinefs 
, Is general woe: Friends of my Soul, you ‘twain, 
Rule in this Realm, and the gor’d State fuftain. 
Kent. 1 have a Journey, Sir, fhortly to go, 
| My Matter calls me, I muft not fay no. | Dies. 
Eadg, The weight of this fad time we muft obey, 





Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay; 


The oldeft hath born moft, we that are young, | 
Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. 
| | Exeunt with dead March, 
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Look there, look there. | He dies. 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


UKE of Venice, 
Brabantio, 4 noble Venetian. 
Gratiano, Brother to Brabantio. 
Lodoyico, Kinfman to Brabantio and Gratiano. 
Othello, the Moor, General for the Venetians a 
Cyprus. 
Caflio, his Lieutenant-General. 
Jago, Standard-bearer to Othello. 
Rodorigo, 4 foolja Gentkman, in Love with Def- 
demona. 
Montano, the Moor’s Predeceffor in the Govern- 
ment of Cyprus. 
Clown, Servant to the Moor. 
Flerald. 


Defdemona, Daughter to Brabantio, and W fe to 
Othello. 

Emilia, Wife to Jago. 

Bianca, @ Curtezan, Miftrefs to Cafiio. 


Officers, Gentlemen, Meffengers, Muficians, and 


_ Attendants. 


SCENE for the Firft AG in ¥enice during 
the reft gi the oa in Cyprus. 
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SCEN E. Venice. 


Enter Rodorigo and Jago. 


RODORI/IGQ, 
—— EVER tell me, I take it very unkindly, 
That thou, Fage, who haft had my Paste, 
As if the Strings were thine, | 
Shouldft know of this. 

Fago. But you'll not hear me. _ (hor me. 
If ever I did dream of fuch a Matter, ab- 
Rod. Thou toldft me, thou didft hold him in thy hate. 
Fago. Defpife me 
If I de not. . Three great ones of the City, 

In perfonal fuit to make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft’ Cap’t to him: And by the faith of Man 
I know my Price, I am worth no worfe a Place. 

Vou. V. fr But 
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25§6 ello, the Moor of Venice: 
But he, as loving his own Pride and Purpofes, 
Evades them, with a bumbaft Circumftance, 
Horribly ftuft with Epithets of War; 
Non-fuits my Mediators; for certes, fays he, 
I have already chofe my Officer. And what was he? 
Forfooth, a great Arithmetician, 
One AZichael Caffio, a Florentine, 
A Fellow almoft damn’d in a fair Wife, 
That never fet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the divifion of a Battel knows ; 
More than a Spinfter, ualefs the Bookifh Theorick; 
Wherein the Tongued Confuls can propofe 
As matterly ashe; meer prattle, without pra@tice, 
Ts all his Soldierfhip, But he, Sir, had th’ EleGtion ; 
And I, of whom his Eyes had feen the proof 
At Rhedes, at Cyprus, and on others Grounds 
Chriftian, and Heathen, muft be be-lee’d, and calm’d 
By Debitor, and Creditor, This Counter-cafter; 
He, in good time, muft his Lieutenant be, 
And_I, Sir, blefs the mark, his Moor-fhip’s Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav’n, Irather would have been his Hangman. 
Jago. Why there’s no remedy, ’tis the curfe of Service; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood Heir to th’ firft. Now, Sir, be Judge your felf, 
Whether I in any juft term am Affin’d 
To love the Moor? 
Rod. I would not follow him then. 
Fago. O, Sir, content you; 
I follow him to ferve my turn upon him. 
We cannot all be Matters, nor all Matters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You fhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking Knave, 
Phat, ddcing on his own obfequious Bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his Mafter’s Afs, 
For nought but Provender, and when he’s old, Cafheer’d; 
Whip me fuch honeft Knaves, Others there are 
Who trimm’d in Forms, and Vifages of Duty, 
Keep yet their Hearts attending on themfelves; 
And throwing but fhows of Service on their Lords, 
| Do 
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Do well thrive by them; and when. they. have lin’d their 
: | (Coats, 
Do themfelves Homage. Thefe Fellows have fome Sou) 
And fuch a one do:I profefs my felf,.. For, Sir, 
Ft is as fure as you are Rodorigo, a tee 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Jago, 
In following him, I follow but my ‘elf 3 
Heav’n is my Judge, not I, for Love and. Duty, 
But feeming fo, for my peculiar end:  _/ wnat} 
For when my outward Action doth demonftrate 
The native AG and Figure of my. Heart 
In Complement extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my Heart upon my Sleeve, 
For Daws to peck at; Iam not what I am. } 
Rod. What a full Fortune does the thickslips owe 
If he can carry’t thus 2 | 
ago. Call up her Father, | GM 
Roufe him, make after him, poifon his Delight. : 
Proclaim him in the Streets, incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And tho’ he ina fertile Climate dwell, 
Plague him with Flies: Tho’ that his Joy be Joy, 
Yet throw fuch Chances of Vexation on’t, | 
As it may lofe fome Colour. , 
Rod. Here is her Father’s Houfe, I°ll call aloud. 
‘Fago. Do, with like timorous Accent, anddire yell, 
As when, by Night and Negligence, the Fire 
Is {pied in populous Cities. 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio! Signior Brabantie! ho! 7 
Fago, Awake! what ho! Brabantio! Thieves, Thieves! 
Look to your Houfe, your Daughter, and your Bags ; 
Thieves! Thieves ! 
Enter Brabantio above. 
Bra. What is the reafon of this terrible Summons? 
What is the Matter there 2 
Red. Signior, is all your Family within 2 
Fago. Are your Doors lock’d? 
Bra.. Why ¢ wherefore ask you this ? | 
Fago. Sir, you're robb’d; for fhame put on your Gown, 
Your Heart is burft,- you have-toft half your Soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 
Is Tupping your.whiteEwe. rife, arife, ; 
= Ti 3 Awake 
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Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 
Or elfe the Devil will make a Grandfire of you. 
Arife I fay. 

Bra. What, have you loft your Wits 2 

Rod. Moft Reverend Signior, do you know my Voice? 

Bra. Not I; what are you? 

Rod. My Name is Rodorigo. 

Bra. The worfer welcome ; 
I have charg’d thee not to haunt’ about my Doors : 
In honeft plainnefs thou haft heard me fay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in Madnefs, 
Being full of Supper, and diftempering draughts, 
Upon malicious Knavery, doft thou come 
To ftart my quiet. 

Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir 

Bra. But thou muft needs be fure, 
My Spirits and my Place have in their Power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good Sir. 

Bra. What tell’ft thou me of Robbing ? This is Venice: 
My Houfe ts not a Grange. 

Rod. Moft grave Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure Soul, I come to you. 

Fago. Sir, you are one of thofe that will not ferve God, 
if the Devil bid you. Becaufe we come to do you Service, 
and you think we are Ruffians, you'll have your Daugh- 
ter cover’d with a Barbary Horfe, you'll have your Ne- 
phews neigh to ‘you, you'll have Courfers for Coufins, and 
Gennets for Germans. 

Bra. What profane Wretch art thou 2 

Fago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your Daugh- 
ter and the Moor are making the Beaft with two Backs. 

Bras Thou art a Villain. 

‘Fago. You are a Senator, 

Bra. This thou fhalt anfwer. I know thee, Rodorigo. 
Red, Sir, I willanfwer any thing. But I befeech you, 
If’t be your pleafure, and moft wife confent, 3 

As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 

At this odd Even and dull Watch o’th’ Night, 

Tranfported with no worfe or better guard, 

But with a Knave of common hire, a Gundalier, 
oe : To 
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To the grofs clafps of a lafcivious Moor: 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 
We then have done you bold and fawcy Wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners teil me, - 
We have your wrong Rebuke, . Do not believe 
That from the fenfe of all Civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I fay again, hath made a grofs Revolt, 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes 
, In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
OF here and every where; ftraight fatishe your felf, 
j If the be in your Chamber, or your Honfe, 
f Let loofe on me the Juftice of the State 
| For thus deluding you. 
| Bra. Strike on the Tinder, ho! 
Give me a Taper-e--call up all my People,--.- 
This Accident is not unlike my Dream, 
Belief of it oppreffes me already, 
Light, I fay, light ! 
Fago. Farewel; for { muft leave you, 
It feems not meet, nor wholfome to my. place 
To be produc’d, as if I ftay, I hall, . 
Againft the Moor. For I do know the State, 
However this may gall him with fome check, 
Cannot with fafety caft him. | For he’s embark’d 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Wars, 
Which even now ftandsin AQ, that for their Souls, 
Another of his fadom, they have none, 
To lead their Bufinefs. In which regard, 
Tho’ I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 
Yet, for neceflity of prefent Life, 
I muft thew out a Flag, and fign of Love, 
Which is indeed but fign : that you fhall furely find him, 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed Search ; 
And there will I be with him... So farewel. [ Exit. 
Enter Brabantiosnbis Night-gown, with Servants and Torches. 
Bra, It istoo true an Evil. Gone fhe is, 
And what’s to come of my defpifed time, 
Is naught but bitternefs. Now, Rodorigo, — 
Where didft thou fee her?’ Oh unhappy Gid !—— 
li 4 | With 
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With the Moor faift thou? Who would be a Father ? 
How didft thou know ’twas fhe? Oh the deceives me 
Paft thought----what faid fhe to you ? Get more Tapers-=-+: 
Raife all my Kindred---- Are they Married, think you? 
Rod. Truly I think they are. 
Bra. Oh Heav’n! how got fhe out 2 
Oh Treafon of my Blood! 
Fathers, from hence truft not your Daughters Minds 
By what youfee them A&. Arethere not Charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be abus’d? Have you not read, Rodorigo, 
Of fome fach thing 2 
Rod. Yes, Sir, I have indeed. 
Bra. Call up my Brothers ; oh would you had had her ! 
Some one way, fome another----Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor 2 
Rod. I think I ean difcover him, if you pleafe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 
Bra. Pray youlead on, At every Houfe I’llcall, 
I may command at moft, get Weapons, hoa! 
And raife fome {pecial Officers of might : 
On, good Rodorigo, I will deferve your Pains. | Exennt. 


SCEN E II. The Street. 
Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants, with Torches. 


Jago. Tho’ inthe Trade of War I have flainMen, 
Yet do I hold it very ftuff o’th’ Confcience 
To dono contriv’d Murder : I take iniquity 
Sometime to do me Service. Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the Rib. 
Orh, “Tis better as it is. 
Jago. Nay, but he prated, 
And ipoke fugh {curvy and provoking Terms 
Again{ft your Honour, that with the little Godlinefs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, Sirs : 
Are you faft Married? Be affur'd of this, 
That the Magnifico is much belov’d, 
And hath in his effe& a Voice potential 
As double as the Duke’s: He will divorce you, 
Or put upon you, what Reftraint or Grievance, 7 
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The Law, with all his might to enforce it on, 
Will give him Cable. 

Oth. Let him do his fpight : 

My Services, which I have done the Signory,’ 

Shall out-tongue his Complaints. *Tis yet to know, 

Which, when I know that boafting is an Honour, 

I fhall promulgate. I fetch my Life and Being, 

From Men of Royal Siege ; and my Demerits 

May {peak, unbonnetted, to as proud a Fortune 

As this that I have reach’d. For know, Fago, 

But that I love the gentle De/demona, 

I would not my unhoufed free Condition 

Put into Circumfcription and Confine, 

For the Seas worth. But look! what Lights come yond? 
Enter Caffio with Torches, 

Fago. Thofe are the raifed Father, and his Friends: 
You were beft go in. 

Oth. Not I; I muft be found. 

My Parts, my Title, and my perfe& Soul 
Shall manifeft me rightly, Is it they? 
| Fago. By Fanus, I think no. 

Orh, TheServants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant : 
The Goodnefs of the Night upon you, Friends, 
What is the News 2 

Caf. The Duke does greet you, General, | | 
And he requires your hafte, Poft-hafte appearance, 
Even on the inftant. 

Orh. What is the matter, think you 2 

Caf. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 

It isa Bufinefs of fome heat. The Gallics 
Have fent a dozen fequent Meffengers 
This very Night, at one anothers Heels : 
And many of the Gonfuls, rais’d and mer, 
Are at the Duke’s already. You have been hotly call’d for, 
W hen being not at your Lodging to be found, 
The Senate hath fent about three feveral Quefts, 
To fearch you out. 
Oth. *Tis well I am found by you: 
I will but {pend a word here in the Houfe, 
And go with you. ae %: [ Exit Othello. 


Caf. 
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Caf. Ancient, what makes he here 2 
Fago. Faith, he to Night hath boordeda Land Carrec; 
If it prove lawful Prize, he’s made for ever. 
Caf. I do not underftand. 
Fago. He's married. 
Caf. To whom 2 
Fago. Marry to-— Come, Captain, will you go? 
Enter Othello. 
Orth. Have with you. 
Caf; Here comes another Troop to feek for you, 
Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and Torches, 
Jago. It is Brabantio ; General be advis’d, 
He comes to bad intent. 
Orh. Holla! ftand there. 
Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. | 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. [They draw on both fides. 
Fago. You Rodorigo ! Come, Sir, I am for you | 
Orh. Keep up your bright Swords, for the Dew will ruft’em. 
Good Signior, you fhall more command with Years, 
Than with your Weapons, | 
Bras Oh thou foul Thief ! Where haft thou ftow’d my 
Daughter? 
Damn’d as thou art, thou haft enchanted her, 
For [’ll refer me to all things of Senfe, 
If fhe in Chains of Magick were not bound, 
Whether a Maid, fo tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppofite to Marriage, that fhe thunn’d 
The wealthy curled Darlings of our Nation, 
Would ever have, t’incur a general mock, 
Run from her Guardage to the footy Bofom, 
Of fuch a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight ? 
Judge me.the World, if ’tis not grofs in Se:fe, 
That thou haft pra@is’d on her with foul Charms, 
Abus’d her delicate Youth, with Drugsor Minerals, 
That weaken Motion: I'll have’t difputed on, 
‘Tis probable, and palpable to thinking ; 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee, 
For an abufer of the World, a practicer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of Warrant ; 
Lay hold upon him,.if he do refift 
Subdue him at his peril, 3 





Orh. 
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But though they jump not on a juft Account, 
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Oth. Hold your Hands, 
Both you of my inclining, and the reft. 
Were it my Cue to fight, I fhould have knownit 
Without a Prompter. Whither will you that I go 
To anfwer this your Charge ? | . 
Bra. To Prifon, ‘till fit time 
Of Law, and Courfe of dire@& Seffion 
Call thee to anfwer. 
Oth, What if I do obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 
Whofe Meffengers are here about my fide, 
Upon {ome prefent Bufinefs of the State, 
To bring me to him. 
Of. ’Tis trwe, moft worthy Signior, 
The Duke’s in Council, and your noble felf 
I am fure is fent for. 
Bra. How! the Duke in Council 2 
In this time of the Night ? bring him away ; 
Mine’s not an idle Caufe. The Duke himfelf, 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as *twere their own ; 
For if fuch Ations may have Paffage free, 
Bond-flaves and Pagans fhall our Statefmen be. | Exenne, 


SCENE Ill. The Senate Honfe. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 
Duke. There is no Compofition in this News, 
That gives them Credit. 
1 Sex, Indeed, they are difproportioned ; 
My Letters fay, a hundred and feven Gallics. 
Duke. And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sew. And mine two hundred ; 


As in thefe Cafes where the aim reports, 
"Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
A Turkifb Fleet, and bearing up to Cypras. 

Duke. Nay, itis poflible enough to judgment ; 
I do not fo fecure me in the Error, | 
But the main Article I do approve, 
In fearful Senfe. - 
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Saylor within. | Whathoa! What hoa! What hoa! 
Enter Saylor. 

Off. A Meffenger from the Gallies. 

Duke. Now! W hat’s the Bufinefs 2 

Sail. The Turki fh Preparation makes for Rhodes, 
So was-I bid report here to the State, 

By Signior Axgelo. 

Dake. How fay you by this Change 2 

t Sen. This cannot be 
By no aflay of Reafon. *Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falfe Gaze; when we confider 
Th’importancy of Cyprus to the Tark, 

And let our felves again but underftand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile Queftion bear it, 
For that it ftands not in fuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th’abilities 
That Rhodes is Grefs'din. If we make thoughtof this, 
We muft not think the Txré is fo unskilful, 
To leave that lateft, which concerns him firft, 
Negleting an Attempt of eafe and gain, 
To wake and wage a Danger profitlefs. 
_ Duke. Nay, in all Confidence he’s not for Rhedes. 
Of. Here 1s more News. 
Enter. a Meffenger. 

Me: The Ortomites, reverend, and gracious, 
Steering with due Courfe toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoin’d them with an after Fleet ———~ 

1 Sex. Ay, fol thought; how many, as you guefs ¢ 

Mef: OF thirty. Sail; and now they do re-ftem 
This backward Courfe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior AZontano, 
Your trufty and moft valiant Servitor, 

With his free Duty, recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. | 
Duke. ’Tis certain then for Cyprus : 
Atarcus Luccicos, is he not in Town 2 
1 Sex. He’s now 1n Florence, 
Duke. Write from us, 
To him, Poft, Poft-hafte, difpatch. 
1 Sen. Here comes Barbantio, and the Moor. 
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Enter Brabantio, Othello, Caffio, Jago, Rodorigo, 
7 ana Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Orhello, we muft ftraight employ you, 

Again{t the general Enemy Ottoman. 

I did not fee you ; welcome, gentle Signior, 

We lackt your Counfel, and your help to Night. 

Bra. So did l yours; Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my place, nor ought I heard of Bufinefs, 

Hath rais’d me from my Bed ; nor doth the general care 
Take hold on me. For my particular Grief 

Is of fo Flood-gate, and o’er-bearing Nature, 

That «it ingluts, and fwallows other Sorrows, 

And yet is ftill it felf. 

Duke. Why? what’s the matter ? 

Bra. My Daughter! oh my Daughter ! —~ 

Sen. Dead ! 

Bra. Ay, to me 

She is abus’d, ftolen from me, and corrupted 

By Spells and Medicines, bought of Mountebanks ; 

For Nature fo prepofteroufly to err, 7 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senfe, 

Sans Witchcraft could not | 

Duke. Who e’er he be, that in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil’d your Daughter of her-felf, 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 

‘You fhall your felf read in the bitter Letter, 
After your own Senfe; yea, though our proper Son 
_ Stood in your A@ion. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace, 

Here is the Man ; this Moor, whom now it feems 
Your fpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 
Hath hither brought. 

All, We are very forry for’e, | 

Duke. W hat in your own part can you fay tothis ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this Is fo. ) 

Orb. Moft potent, grave, and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and approv’d good’ Matters ; 
That I have ta’en away this old Man’s Daughter, 
Tt is moft true, true 1 have married her ; : 
The very head, and front of my offending, 

Farh this extent; nomore, Rude amI inmy fpeech, 
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And little blefs’d with the foft Phrafe of Peace ; 
For fince thefe Arms of mine had feven Years Pith, 
°Till now, fome nine Moons wafted, they have us’d 
Their deareft AGion, in the tented Field ; 
And little of this great World can I fpeak, 
More than pertains to Feats of Broils and Battel ; 
And therefore little fhall I grace my Caufe, 
In fpeaking for my felf. Yet, by your gracious Patience, 
I will a round unvarnifh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courfe of Love. What Drugs? what Charms? 
What Conjuration ? and what mighty Magick, 
(For fuch proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 
{ won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden, never bold ; 
Of Spirit fo {till and quiet, that her Motion 
Bluth’d at her felf; and the, in fpight of Nature; 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in Love with what fhe fear’d to look on =-«« 
It isa Judgment maim’d, and moft imperfect, 
That will confefs Perfe&tion fo could err, 
Againft all Rules of Nature, and mutt be driven 
To find out Practices of cunning Hell; 
Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with fome Mixtures powerful o’er the Blood, 
Or with fome Dram, conjur’d to this Effe&, 
He wrought upon her. 
Duke, To vouch this, is no Proof, 
Without more wider, and more over Teft 
Than thefe thin Habits, and poor likelyhoods 
Of modern feeming, do prefer againft him. 
1 Sen. But, Othello, {peak, 
Did you, by indire& and forced Courfes, 
Subdue and poifon this young Maid’s Affe&ions? = * 
Or came it by requeft, and fuch fair Queftion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth 2 
Oth. I do befeech-you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her {peak of me before her Father ; 
If you do find me foul ia her'report, 
The Truft, the Office, I do hold‘of you, 
moet Minttt i Not 
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Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. 
Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither. 
Orb. Ancient, condué them, you beft know the Place. 
[Exit Jago. 
And ‘till fhe come as truly, as to Heav’n 
I do confefs the Vices of my Blood, 
So juftly to your grave Ears, I'll prefent 
How I did thrive in this fair Lady’s Love, 
‘And fhe in mine. © 
Duke. Say it, Othello. 
Oth. Her Father lov’d me, oft invited me; 
Still queftion’d me the Story of my Life, 
From Year to Year; the Battels, Sieges, Fortunes, 
That I have paft. 
I ran it through, even from my Boyifh Days, 
To th’ very Moment that he bad me tell it : 
Wherein I {poke of moft difaftrous Chances, 
Of moving Accidents by Flood and Field ; 
Of hair-breadth {capes i’th’imminent deadly Breach; 
Of being taken by the infolent Foe, 
And fold to Slavery ; of my Redemption thence, 
And Portance in my Travels Hiftory ; 
Wherein of Antars vafte, and Defarts idle, [ ven; 
Rough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, whofe Heads touch Hea- 
It was my Hint to fpeak, fuch was my Procefs ; 
And of the Canibals that each other eat, 
The Anthropophagi; and Men whofe Heads 
Did grow beneath their Shoulders. Thefe to hear, — 
Would De/demona {erioufly incline ; 
But ftill the Houfe Affairs would draw her hence, 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte difpatch, 
She’d come again, and with a greedy Ear 
Devour up my Difcourfe : Which I obferving, 
‘Took once a pliant Hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a Prayer of earneft Heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by Parcels the had fomething heard, 
But not diftinctively : I did confent, 
And often did beguile her of her Tears, 
When I did fpeak of fome diftrefsful Stroke; 
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That my Youth fuffer’d : My ftory being done; 
She gave me for my Pains a world of Kiffes ; 
She {wore in faith, ’twas {trange, *twas pafling ftrange, 
Twas pitiful, ‘twas wondrous pitiful 
She with’d fhe had not heard it, -----yet the wifh’d 
That Heav’n had made her fucha Man ---- fhe thank’d me, 
And bad me, if I had a Friend that lov’d her, 
T fhould but teach him how to tell my Story, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I {pake, 
She lov’d me for the Dangers I have pait, 
And I lov’d her, that fhe did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft. I have us’d. 
Here comes the Ladys let her witnefs 1t. 
Enter Defdemona, Jago, and. Attendants. 

Duke. I think this Tale would win my Daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the betft; 
Men do their broken Weapons rather ufe, 
Than their bare Hands. 

Bra. I pray you hear her {peak ; 
If the confefs that fhe was half the Wooer, 
Deftru@ion on my Head, if my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miftrefs, 
Do you perceive, in all this noble Company, 
Where moft you owe Obedience ¢ 

Def. My noble Father; 
I do perceive here a divided Duty; 
To you I am bound for Life, and Education : 
My Life and Education both do learn me, 
How to refpect you. You are the Lord of Duty, 
Tam hitherto your Daughter. But here’smy Husband, 
And fo much Duty, as my Mother fhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her Father = 
So much I challenge, that I may profefs 
Due to the Moor, my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you: I have done, 
Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs ; 
I had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor. | 
I here do give thee that with all my Heart, 
Which, but thou haft already, with all my Heart, 
I would keep from thee, For your fake, Jewel, 
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I am glad at Soul, I have no other Child ; 

For thy efcape would teach me Tyranny | 

To hang Clogs on them. I have done, my Lord. 

Duke. Let me {peak like your felf ; and lay a Sentence; 


Which, like a grife, or ftep, may help thefe Lovers. 


When Remedies are paft; the Griefs are ended 


_ By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 


To mourn a Mifchief that is paft and gone, 
Ts the next way to draw new Mifchief on. 
What cannot be preferv’d when Fortune takes, 
Patience her Injury a mockery makes. 
The robb’d that {miles, fteals fomething from theT hief, 
He robs himfelf that fpends a bootlefs Grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, 
We lofe it not fo long as we can {mile ; 
He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears, 
But the free Comfort which from thence he hears. 
But he hears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pay Grief, muft of poor Patience borrow. 
Thefe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gall, 
Being ftrong on both fides, are equivocal. 
But words are words; I never yet did hear, 
That the bruiz’d Heart was pierced through the Ear. 
I Humbly befeech you proceed to th’sffairs of State. 

Duke. The Turk, with a moft mighty preparation, makes 
for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is beft known 
to you, And though we have there a Subftitute of molt 
allowed fufficiency ; yet Opinion, a more Sovercign Mi- 
ftrefs of Effects, throws a more fafc Voice on you; you 
mutt therefore be content to flubber the grofs of your new 
Fortunes, with this more ftubborn, and boifterous Expeditions 

Oth. The Tyrant Cuftom, moft grave Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteel Coach of War 
My thrice-driven bed of Down. I doagmze 
A natural and prompt Alacrity, 


I find in hardnefs ; and do undertake 


This prefent War againft the: Ostomites. 

Moft humbly therefore bending to your State, 

I crave fit D:(pofition for my Wife, 

Due Reverence of Place and exhibition, 

Vith fuch accommodation and befort, | 
Vo Le V. RK k As 
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As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Father’s. 

Bra. I will not have it fo. 

Orth. Nor I. 

Def. Nor would I there refide, 
To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 
By being in his Eye, Mott gracious Duke, 
To my unfolding lend your profperous. Ear, 
And let me find a Character in. your Voice 
T’afiift my fimplenefs. 

Duke. What would. you, De/demona ¢ 

Def? That I did love the Moor tolive with him; 
My down-right Violence, and ftorm of Fortunes, 
May trumpet to the World. My Heart’s.fubdu’d 
Even to the very Quality of my,.Lord; 
I faw Otheljo’s Vifage in his Mind, 
And to his Honours and his valiant. Parts, 
Did I my Soul and Fortunes confecrate, 
So thar, dear Lords, if I be left behind 
A Moth of Peace, and he go tothe War, 
The Rites for why I love him, are bereft me = 
And I a heavy interim fhall fupport 
By his dear Abfence. Let me.go with him. 

Oth. Your Voices, Lords; befeech you, let her Wil 
Have a free way. | 
Vouch with me Heav’n, I therefore beg it not 
To pleafe the Palate of .my Appetite; 
Nor to comply with Heat the young affects 
In my defunct; and proper Satisfaction. ; 
But to be free, and bounteous to her Mind. 
And Heav’n defend your good Souls, that you thiok 
J will your ferious,and great Bufinefs {cant 
When fhe is with me-=- No, when light-wing’d Toys 
Of Feather’d Cupid, feel with wanton dalnefs 
My fpeculative and offic’d Inftrument, 
That my Difports corrupt and taint my Bufineds ; 
Let Ho: fzwives make a Skillet of my Helm, 
And allindign and bafe Adverfities, | 
M.ke head againft my Eftimation. 

Dake. Be itas you fhall privately determine, 
Either for her Ray or going ; th’Affair cries hafte; 

| And 
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And fpeed muft anfwer ir. | 

Sen. You mult away to Night. 

Oth, With al my Heart. 

Duke. At nire ith? Morning here we'll meet agains 
Othello, leave {ome Officer behind, 

And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you ; 
And fuch things ele of quality and refpecd 
As doth import to you. ) 
Oth, So plede your Grace; my Ancient ; 
A Man he is of henefty and truft, 
To his Conveyance I affign my Wife. 
With what elfe seedful, your good Grace fhall think 
Fo be fent after me. 
_ Duke, Let it be fo 3 
Good Night to every ore, And Noble Signior, 
If Virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Your Son-in-law is far more fair than black. 

Sen, Adieu; brave Moor, ule Defdemona well. 

_ Bra. Looktoher, Moor; if thou ‘hait Eyes to fee; 

She has deceiv’d her Father, and may thee. (Exit. 
Oth. My Life upon her faith. Honeft Fago, 

My Defdemona mitt I leave to thee ; 

I prethee let thy Wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in their beft Advantage, 

Come, Defdemera, I have but an Hour 

Of Love, of werldly ‘matter, and dire@ion 

To fpeak with thee, ‘We muft obéy the time. f Exit. 

Rod. Fago. | 

Fago. What fiyeft thou; noble Heart ¢ 

Rod, What will I do, thinkeft thou 2 

Faco. Why, 30 to bed and fleep, 

Rod. I will incontinently drown my felf. 

_ ‘Fago. If thoudoft, I fhall never love thee after, Why, 
thou filly Gentlanan ! 

Red. It is fillnefs to live, when to live is a torment;: and 
then have we a prefcription to dye, when Death is our 
Phyficians | 

Gage. Ohi vilarous | T have look’d upon the World for 
four times feven Years, and fince I couid diftinguith be- 
twixt a Benefit ind an Injury, I never found Man that 
knew how to love himfelf, @’er I would fay, I woulddrowa 
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my felf for the love of a Guinuey-Hen, I would change my 
Humanity witha Baboon. 

Rod. What fhould I do; I confefs it is my fhame'to be 
fo fond, but it is not in my virtue to,amend it. 

Fago. Virtue? a Fig, "tis in our felves that we are thus 
or thus. Our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which our 
Wills are Gardiners.. So that 1f we-will-plant Nettles, or 
fow Lettice; fet Hyflop, and weed up Time ; fupply it 
with one gender of Herbs, or.diltract it: with many ; ei- 
ther have it fteril with Idlenefs, or manured with Induftry, 
why the Power and corrigible Authority, of this lyes in our 
Wills. If the Ballance of our Lives had: not one {cale of 
Reafon ‘to poife another of Senfuality, the blood and bafe- 
nefs of our Natures would conduct us to moft prepofterous 
Conclufions. But we have Reafon, to cool-our raging Mo- 
tions, our. carnal Stings, our unbitted Lufts; whereof I take 
this, that you call Love,-to be a Sect, or Syen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Fago. {tis meerly a Luft of che Blood, anda Permiffion 
of the Will, Come, be a Man: Drown thy felf ? drown 
Cats and blind Puppies.. I have profeft me thy Friend, 
and I confefs me knit.to thy.deferving, with Cables of per- 
durable troughnefs. I, could, imever. better fteed thee than 
now. Put Mony in thy Purfe; follow thou thefe Wars, 
defeat thy Favour, with ;anufurped>Beard ; I fay,* put 
Mony in thy Purfe.. It cannor.be long that De/demona 
fhould continuesher Love to the Moor. Put Mony in thy 
Purfe nor he his to hers It was a violent Commence- 
ment in her, and thou fhalr fee an anfwerable Sequeftration, 
but put Mony inthy PurlesThefe Moors arechangeable in their 
Wills; fill thy Purfe with Mony. The Food that to him, 
now, is as lufcious.as. Locufts,. fhallto him fhortly be:as bit- 
ter as Coloquintida,, She mult, change for Youth ; when fhe 
is fated with his,..Body, ..fhe.will Gnd the Errors of her 
Choice. Therefore put Mony inthy Purfe. If thou wilt 
needs damn thy felf, doit a more delicateway than drown- 
ing. Make all the Mony thou canft. If San@imony. and 
a-tral Vow betwist an crring Barbarian and fuper-fubtle 
Finetiaa be nor too hard for my Wits, and all the Tribe of 
Hll, thou fhalt enjoy her; therefore make Mony. A pox of 
drowning thy felf, itis cleanout of the way. Seck thou rather 

to 





- © 
> 





- ad oe 


— } = = a ae 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. 





so oS a 


to be hang’d in compaffing thy Joy, than to be drown’d, 


and go without her, 


Iflue ¢ 
Fago. Thou art fare of me: Go make Mony. 


Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if I depend on the 


I have 


told thee often, andI re-tell thee again and again, I hate the 


Moor. My Caufe is hearted; thine hath no lefs 
Let us be conjunctive in our revenge againft him. 

canft cuckold him, thow doft thy felf a Pleafure, me 
There are many Events in the womb of ‘Time, wh 


reafon. 
If. thou 
a Sport. 
ich will 


be delivered. Traverfe, go, provide thy Mony.. We will 


have more of this to morrow. Adieu. 

Rod. Where fhall we meet i’th’ Morning 3 

Fago. At my Lodging, 

Rod. Til be with ‘thee betimes, 

Jago. Go to, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo ? 

Rod. Vil fell all my Land, | 

Fago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purfe; 
For I mine own gain’d Knowledge fhould profane, 
If I would time expend with fuch a Swain, 
But for my Sport and Profit: I hate the Moor, 
And ‘it is thought abroad, that *twixt my Sheets 
He hasdone my Office. T know not ift betrue—— 
But I, for meer fufpicion in that kind, 
Will do, ‘as if for furety. He holds me wel] __—~ 
The better fhall my Purpofe work’ on‘him ; 
Caffio’s a proper Man: Let me fee now, 
To get this place, and to plume up my Will 
In double Knavery ---- How ? how ?---- Let’s fee «-- 
After fome time, to abufe Orhello’s Ears, 
That he is too familiar with his Wife 
He hath a Perfon, and a fmooth Difpofe 
To be fufpe&ted ; fram’d to make Women falfe. 
The Moor is of a free and open Nature, 
That thinks Men honeft, that but feem‘to ‘be fo, 
And will as tenderly be led by'th’ Nofe 
As Affes are : Ss 
I have’t---- it is engendred---- Helland Night 
Mutt bring this monftrous Birth to the World’s light. 
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Ac ¢. 1 SO ba eee 
SCENE The Capital City of Cyprus. 


Earer Montano, and Gentlexien, 
Mont, ‘ j 7 HAT fromthe Cape, can you difcern at Sea? 
Y 1 Gent. Nothing at all, it is'a high wroughe 
Flood; 
I cannot *twixt the Heav’n and the Main, 
Defcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the Wind hath fpokealoud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’er thook our Battlements ; 
If it hath rufhan’d fo upon the Sea, 
What Ribs of Oak, when Mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we hear of this? 
2 Gent. A Segregation of the Tarki/h Fleet ; 
For do but ftand upon the foaming Shore, 
The chidden Billow feems to pelt the Clouds, 
The wind-fhak’d Surge, with high and monftrous Main, 
Seems to caft Water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th’ever fixed Pole ; 
I never did like moleftation view 
On the énchafed Flood, 
Mont. If that the Turki fb Flect, 
Be not infhelter’d and embay’d, they are’drown’d ; 
It is impoflible to bear it out. 
Enter a Geutleman, 
3 Gent. News, Lads; our Wars are’ done : 
The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turks, 
Thit their defignnient halts, A ‘noble Ship of Venice 
Hath feen a grievous wrack and fufferance 
On moft part of their Fleer. 
Adont. How £ 1s this true 2 
3 Gent, The Shipis put in; a Véroneffo, Michael Caffo, 
Lieutenant of the Warlike Moor, Orhello, 
Is come on fhore; the Moor himfel{’s at Sea, 
And is in full Commiffion here for Cyprus. 
dont. I am glad on’t; *Tis a worthy Governor, 
3 Gent. But this fame Caffo, though he {peak of Comfort, 
Touching the Turkifh Lols, yet he looks fadly, 
And prays the Moor be fafe; for they were parted 4 
| Wit 
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With foul and violent Tempeft. 

Mont. Pray Heav'ns he be : | 
For I have ferv’d him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier, Let’s to the Sea-fide, hoa, 

As well to fee the Veffel that comes in, 
As to throw out our Eyes-for brave Orhello, 
Even till we make the Main and th’ Erial blue, 
An indiftin& regard. 

Gent. Come, let’s do fo; 
For every Minute is expectancy 
Of more Arrivance. 

Enter. Cafho- 

Caf: Thanks you, the valiant of this warlike Ifle, 
That fo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heav ns 
Give him Defence agaiaft the Elements, 

For I have loft him on a dangerous Sea. 

Mont. Is he well thipp’d. ? 

Caf: His Bark isdtoutly timber'd, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and, approv'd Allowance ; 
Therefore my hopes, not furfeited to Death, 
Stand in bold Cure. 

Within. | A Sail, a Sail, a Sail, 

Caf. What Noife 2 | | 

Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow o’th’ Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, }a,Sail, 

Caf; My hopes do fhape him ae Governor. 

Gent. They do difcharge their {hot of courtefie, 
Our Friends at leaft. | 

Caf: I pray you, Sir, go forth, - 

And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived, 

Gent. I fhall. i [ Exit. 

Mont. But,good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchiev’d a Maid 
That paragons Defcription, and wild Fame ; 

One that excels the Quirks of blazoning Pens, 
And in th’effential Vefture of Creation, ~_ 
Do’s bear an Excellency ————;, |... 
Enter Gentleman. 
How now ? who his put in 2 
Gent. ’Tis one Fago, Ancient to the General. 
es Kk 4 Caf 
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Caf. H’as had moft favourable and happy fpeed; 
Tempefts themfelves, high Seas, and howling Winds, 
The gutter’d Rocks, and congregated Sands, 

Traitors enfteep’d, to clog the guiltlefs Keel, 
As having Senfe of Beauty do omit 

Their mortal Natures, letting go fafely by 
The divine De{denzona. 

Mont. What is the 2 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captain’s Captain ; 
Left in the Conduct of the bold Fage 
Whofe Footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A Sennighr’s fpeed. Great Fove, Orhello guard, 

And {well his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 

That he may blefs this Bay with his tall Ship, 

Make loves quick pants in Defdemona’s Arms, 

Give renew’d Fire to our extinguifh’d Spirits, 

And give all Cyprus comfort 
Enter Defdemona, Jago, Rodorigo, and Emilia, 

Oh behold ! 

The Riches of the Ship is come on fhore : 

You Men of Cyprus, let her have your Knees, 

Hail to thee, Lady! and the grace of Heay’n, 

Before, behind thee, and on every Hand 

Enwheel thee round. 

Def. I thank you, valiant Cafio, 

What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

Caf. Heis not yet arriv’d, nor know I ought 





But that he’s well, and will be fhortly here, 
Def. Ob butT fear —— how loft you Company ? 
Caf. The great’Contention of the Sea and Skies 
Parted our Fellowfhip. But hark, a Sail ! 
Within. | A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent, They give this greeting to the Cittadel : 
This likewife is a Friend, 
Caf: See for the News : 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, Welcome, .M ftrefs 


. [To Amilia. 
Let it not gall your Patience, good Fago, 
That I extend my Manners. ’Tis my Breeding 
That gives me this bold Shew of Courtefie, 


Faga, 
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Jago. Sir, would fhe give you fo much of her Lips, 
As of her Tongue fhe oft beltows of me, 
You would have enough, 
Def. Alas! fhe‘has no Speech. 
Fago. In faith, too much ; 
I find it ftill, when E have lift to fleep 3 
Marry before your Ladithip, I grant, 
She puts her Tongue:a little in her Heart, 
And chides with thinking.” 
Emil. You have little caufe to fay fo. 
Jago. Come on, come on; you are Pi@ures out of Doors, 
Bells in your Parlors, Wild-Cats in your Kitchens, 
Saints in yout Injuries, Devils being offended, 
Players in your Hufwifery, and Hufwives in your Beds. 
Def. Oh, fie upon. thee, Slanderer. 
Fago. Nay, it is true; or elfe Iam a Turk, 
You rife to play, and go to Bed to: work. 
e£ mil. You fhall not write my praife. 
Fago. Nos let me not. 
Def. What wouldit write of me, if thou fhouldft praifeme? 
Fago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to’; 
Or I em nothing, if not Critical. | 
Def. Come on, affay. There's one gone to the Harboyr... 
Fago. Ay, Madam. \ ae : 
Def. Tam not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by feeming otherwife ; 
Come, how wouldft, thou praife me2 | 
Fage. I am about it, but indeed my Invention comes 
from my Pate, as Birdlime does.-from Freeze, it plucks 
out Brains and all. But my Mufe:labours, and thus fhe is 
delivered. | 


If fhe ve fair and wife, fairne[s and Wits 
The one's for ufé, the other ufeth it. 


Def. Well prais’d 3° how if the be black and witty ? 


Fago. If fhe be black, ‘and-thereto have a Wit, 
She'll find a white that fhall ber blackne/s fit. 


Def. Worfe and worfe. 
eimil, How if fair and foolith 2 
| 3 Fars 
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ago. She never yet was fooli fh that was fair, 
For even her Folly helpt ber to an Heir. 

Def. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Bools laugh 
th’ Alehoufe. What miferable Praife haft thou for her 
that’s foul and foolifh ¢ 

Fago. There's none fo foul and fooli fh thereunto, 

But does foul Pranks, which fair and wife ones do, 

Def. Oh heavy Ignorance ! thou praifeft the worlt belt. 
But what Praife couldft thou beftaw on a deferving Wo- 
ma:i indeed 2 One, that in the authority of her Merit, did 
jaftly put on the vouch of very Malice it felf. 





Fago. She that was ever fair, and never prota, 
Had Tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 
Never lackt Gold, and yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wifh, and yet {aid now I may; 
She that being anger a, her Revenge being nigh, 
Baad her wrong fray, and her difpleafure fly; 
She that in Wifdom never was fo frail 
To change the Cod's Head for the Salmon's Tail; 
She that could think, and ne'er difclofe her Mind, 
See Suiters following, and not look behind; 
She was a Wight, (if ever [uch Wight were) 
Def: To do whaté 
Fago. To fuckle Fools, and Chronicle [mall Beer. 


Def: Oh moft lame and impotent Concluhon, Do: not 
learn of him, e£milia, tho’? he be thy Husband. . How 
fay you, Caffe, is he not a moft profane and liberal, Coun- 
fellor ¢ Jas 
Caf: He {peaks home, Madam, you may relifh him more 
in the Soldier, than in. the Scholar. 

ago. Afide.| He takes her by the Palm; ay, well faid---- 
whifper--- With as little a Web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as Caffio. Ay, {mile upon her, do---[ will syve'thee in 
thine own Courtfhip. You fay true, ‘tis fo indeed---If fuch 
Tricks as thefe ftrip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had 
been better you had not kifs’d your three Fingers fo oft, 
which now again you are moft apt to play the Sir in. Wery 
good----well kifs’d, and exccllent Curtefie---~’tis fo indeed~--- 
Yet again----your Fingers to your Lips¢ Would they ae 
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Clifter-pipes for your fake. | Trumpet 
The Moor, I know his ‘Trumpet. | ne 

Caf. ’T1s truly fo. : 

Def. Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Ca/. Lo, where he comés! 

mee Enter Othello, and Attendants. 

Oth. O my fair Warrior! | " 

De/. My dear Othello. 

Oth, It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 

To fee you here before me. Oh my Soul’s Joy! 
If after every Tempeft'come fuch Calms, 

May the Winds blow, ’till they have waken’d Death: 
And let the labouring Bark climb Hills of Seas 
Olympus high; and duck again as low 

As Hell’s from Heav’n, If it were now to dye, 
“T'were now to be moft happy ; for I fear 

My Soul hath her Content fo abfolute, 

That not another Comfort like to this 

Succeeds in unknown Fate, 

_ Def. The Heav’ns forbid, 

But that our Loves and Comforts fhould increafe, 
Even as our Diys do grow. 

— Orth. Amen to that, fweet Powers! 

I cannot fpeak enough of this Content, 

It ftops me here: It is too much of Joy, 

And this and this the greateft Difcords be [Kiffing her. 
That e’er our Hearts fhall make. 

Fago. Oh you are well tun’d now; but Pll fet down the 
Pegs that make this Mufick, as honeft as I am. | Aide. 
~ Oth. Come, let us tothe Caftle. 

News, Friends, our Wars are done ; the Turks are drown’d, 
How does my old Acquaintance of this Ifle? 
Honey, you fhall te well defir’d in Cyprus, 
Uhave found great Love amongftthem. O my Sweet, 
prattle out of fafhion, and I dote 
n mine own Comforts. I prethee, good Fago, 
Go to the Bay, and difembark my Coffers: 
Bring thou the Mafter to the Cittadel, 
He is a good one, and his worthinefs 
Does challenge mich refpect, Come, De/demona, 
ie . Once 
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Once more well met at Cypras. 
( Exeunt Othello and Defdemona, 
ago. Do you meet me prefently at the Harbour. Come 
thither, if thou be’ft valiant; as they fay, bafe Men being 
in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, more than 
is native to them---lift me; the Lieutenant to Night watches 


on the Court of Guard. Firft, I muft tell thee this: De/- 


demona is dire&tly in Love with him. 

Rod. With him? why, ’tis not poflible. 

Fago. Lay thy Fingers thus; and ‘lec’ thy Soul’be inftrué- 
ed. Mark me with what Violence fhe lov’d the Moor, but 
for bragging, and telling her fantaftical Lies.- To love 
him ftill for prating, let not thy difereet Heart think it. 
Her Eye muft be fed. And what Delight fhall fhe have to 
look on the Devil?) When the’ Blood is made dull with 
the A@& of Sport, there fhould be a game to inflame it, 
and to give fatiety a frefh Appetite ; Lovelinefs in favour, 
Sympathy in Years, Manners, and Beauties: All which 
the Moor’ is defe@tive in. Now for want of thefe re- 
quir’d Conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find it 
felf abus’d, begin to heave the gorge, difrelifh and abhor 
the Moor ; very Nature will inftru& her io it, and com- 
pel her to fome fecond choice. Now, Sir, this granted, 
(as it isa moft pregnant and unfore’d Pofition) who ftands 
fo eminent in the degree of this Fortune, as Caffo does: A 
Knave very voluble sno further Confcionable, than in 
putting on the meer form of Civil and Human’ feeming, 
for the better -compafs of his Salt, and moft hidden °foofe 
Affection? Why none, why none. Ai flippery and fubtle 
Knave, a finder of Occafions; that has an Eye’can ftamp 
and counterfeit Advantages, though true Advantage never 
prefeat it felf. A Devilifh Knave! befides, the Knave is 
handfom, young, ahd hath all chofe Requifites in him, that 
folly and green-Minds look after, “A peftilent compleat 
Knave! and the Woman hath found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her, fhe’s full of moft blefs’d 
Condition. ‘A | 

Fago. Blefs'd Bigs end. \The'Wine fhe drinks is made 
of Grapes. If fhe? had been blefs'd, fhe would never have 
lov'd the Moor: Blefs’d pudding. © Didft thou not fee 
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ee paddle with the palm of his Hand 2? Didft not mark 
that ¢ | 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but Courtefie. 

Fago. Letchery by this Hand: An Index, and obfcure 
Prologue to the Hiftory of Luft, and foul Thoughts, They 
met fo near with their Lips, that their Breaths embrac’d 
together. Villanous Thoughts, Rodorigo, when thefe Mu- 
tabilities fo marfhal the way, hard at hand.comes the Ma- 
fter, and main Exercife, th’ incorporate Conclufion : Pifh... 
But, Sir, be you rul'd by me. I haye brought you from 
Venice. Watch you to) Night; for the Command, ’Il lay’e 
upon you. , Ca/fo knows you, not; T’ll not be far from you 
Do you find fome Occafion, to anger Caffio, either by fpeak- 
ing too loud, or tainting his Difcipline, or from what o- 
ther courfe you pleafe, which the time fhall more favourably 
minifter. 

Rod. Well. | 

Jago, Sir, he’s Rath, and very fudden in Choler: And 
happily. may. {trike at.you, provoke him that he may ; for 
even out.of that will I caufe thefe of Cypr#s to mutiny. 
Whofe Qualification fhall come into no true tafte again 
but by difplanting of Caffio. So fhall you have 4 fhorter 
journey to your Defires,- by the means I fhall then have 
to prefer'them. And the Impediment moft profitably re. 
moved, without the which there were no expetation of 
our Profperity. 

Roa. 1 will do this, if you can bring it to any Oppor- 
pa og ae ee by and 

ago. 4 Warrant. thee. Meet me by and by at the Cita 
del. .£ mutt fetch his Neceffaries a Fatewe, =. 


Rod. Adieu. Bx 


Fago., That Caffio loves her, I do well believe’: 
That the loves him, ’tis apt, iand of great Credit. 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not, 

Is of a conftant, loving; noble Nature, 

And I dare think, he’ll prove to Defdemona, 

A moft dear Husband. ., Now T do love her too, 
Not out of abfolure Luft, though peradventure 
I ftand accountant for as great a Sin, | | 


But partly led to diet my Revenge, 


For | 


Ba ips tel, 
\ 
“ 


— ee 


Se 





i dive 
— er SSS SS SS eS eee ee Oe ——— — 
Se SSS SS = = 5 - ———— = <a = = ———————SSSSS—— 
- : _ ee a ie i a : = : ra Sw SSS =e == == = = — = ns = ——o 4 
SOLS SOE Ro _ —- 
ie = 


re Se eet 
— Sa = ca 


oat 
— ts. 


ee 


heey ens, a eee 


EE ee 
= 


a 
anime ee ae 
ee 





Tee =a ook Sy 


=e 


~ P= 
en 


_ 
\ 
ba 


eRe 
Lg 
=<. 


e) 
oe 
2 





‘ 
be, he 
he 








6582 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


For that I do fufpe& the lufty Moor — | 

Hath leapt into my Seat. The Thoughts whereof, 

Doth, likea poifonous Mineral, gnaw my Inwards; 

And nothing can, or fhall content my Soul 

Till I am even’d with him, Wife for Wife: 

Or failing fo, yet that I put the Moor, 

At leaft into a Jealoufie fo ftrong, 

That Judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 

If this poor Trath of Venice, whom I trace 

For his quick hunting, {tand the putting on, 

Vil have our AZichael Caffio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moor in the right garb; 

For I fear Caffo with my Night Cap too, 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

For making him egregioufly an Afs, 

And practifing upon his peace and quiet, 

Even to madnefs. “Tis here——but yet .confus‘d, ( 

Knaveries plain Face, is neverfeen, ’till us’d. | Exii, 
Enter Herald, with a Proclamation. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleafure, our Noble and Valiant Ge- 
neral; that upon certain Tidings now arriv’d, importing the 
meer Perdition of the 7urkifb Fleet, every Man put him- 
felf into triumph, Some to dance, fome to make Bone- 
fires, each Man to what Sport and Revels his addiction 
leads him. For befides thefe beneficial’ News, it is the Ce- 
lebration of his Nuptial. So much was his pleafure fhould 
be proclaimed, All Officesare open, and there is full liber- 
ty of Feafting, from this prefent hour of five, "till the Bell 
have toll’d eleven. 
Blefs the Ifle of ‘cyprus, and our Noble General ey 
Exit. 
Enter Othello, Defdemona, Caflio, and Attendants. 
Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to Night. 
Let’s reach our felves that honourable ftop, 
Not to out-fport Difcretion, 

Caf. Fago hath direction what to do. 
But not withftanding with my perfonal Eye, 
Will T look'to’r, 

Oth. Fagois mot honeft : 

Michael, good Night. ‘To Morrow with your earlieff, 
Let me have {peech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
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The Purchace made, the Fruits are to enfue, 

That Profit’s yet to come *tween me and you. 

Good Night. | Exit. 
Enter Jago. 

Caf. Welcome, Fago; we mult to the Watch. 

Jago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: .’Tis not yet ten o’th’ 
Clock. Our General caft-us thus early. for the love of his 
Defdemona: Whom. let us not therefore blame; he hath 
not yet made wanton the:Night with her: And the is {port 
for ‘eve. | | 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jago. And ¥'ll warrant her full of Game. 

Caf. Indeed fhe’s a moft frefh and delicate Creature. 

Fago. What an Eye the has? 

Methinks it founds a Parley, to Provocation. 

Caf. An inviting Eye ; 

And yet methinks right modeft. 
Jago. And when the {peaks, 
Is it not an Alarum to. Love 2 

Caf. She is indeed PerfeGtion. 

Jago. Well, Happinels to their Sheets : Come, Lieutenant, 
I have a ftoop of. Wine,.and here without are a brace of 
Cyprus Gallants, that would. fain havea meafure to the Health 
of black .Orhello. | 

Caf. Not to Night, good Fago: Ihave very poor and 
unhappy. Brains for drinking, 1 could well with Courtefie 
-would invent fome other cuftom of Entertainment. 

ages Oh, they are.our Friends: But one Cup I'll drink 
for you. : 

Caf. I have drunk but one.Cup to. Night, and that was 
craftily qualified too: And behold what Innovation it makes 
here... am. infortunate!in the Infirmity, and dare not task 
my weaknefs with any more... . sn F 

Fago. What, Man? ’tisa Night of Revels, the Gallants 
defire it, . Roh 

Caf. Where are they? >. % 

Fago. Here, at the Doors TF -pray you call them in. 

Caf. Tl do’t, but it diflikes me. [Exit Caffio. 

Jago. If I can fatten but one Cup upon him, 

With that which he hath drunk to Night already, 
He'll be as full of Quarrel, and Offence, 
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As my young Miftrefs’s Dog. “4 
Now, my fick.Fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide out, 
To Defdemona hath to Night carouz d, 
Potations, pottle-deep ; and he’s to watch, 
Three elfe of Cyprus, Noble {welling Spirits, 
That hold their Honours in a wary diftance, 
The very Elements of this warlike Ifle, 
Have I to Night flufter’d with owing Cups, 
And they watch too. Now ’mongft this flock of Drunkards, 
Am [ to put our Caffo in fome Action 
That may offend the Ifle; But here they come. 
Enter Caflio, Montano, avd Gentlemen. 
If Confequence do but.approve my Dream, 
My Boat fails freely, both with Wind and Stream. 
Caf. "Fore Heav’n, they have given me a rowfe already. 
Mon. Good faith a little one : Not pafta Pint, as I ama 
Soldier. 


Fago. Some Wineho ! [Jago fings. 


And let me the Cannakin clink, link, 
And let me the Cannakin clink. 
A Soldier’s a Man; Ob, Man's Life's but a Spans 
Why then let a Soldier drink. 7 
Some Wine, Boys. 
, Caf. ’Fore Heav'n, an excellent Song. 
ago. I learn’d it in England + Where indeed they are 
moft potent in Potting. Your Dane, your German, and 
your {wag-belly'd Hollander,---drink ho---are nothing to your 
Engli fh. 
Caf. Is your Englifhman fo exquifite in his drinking ? 


ago. Why, he drinks you with facility, your Dane 


dead Drunk. He fwears not to overthrow your dlmain. 


He gives your Hollander a Vomit, e’er the next Pottle can 


be fill’d. 
Caf. To the Health of our General. 
Dion, Lam for it, Lieutenant: And I'll do you Juttices 
Fago. Oh {weet England. 


King Stephen vas and-a worthy Peer, 

His Breeches coft him but a Crown, 

He held them fix Pence all too dear, 

With that he call’d the Tailor Lown : He 
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He was a Wight of high Renown, 
And thou art but of low degree : 


"Tis Pride that pulls the Country down, 
And take thy awl d Cloak about thee. 





Some Wine ho. 

Caf; Why this is a more exquifite Song than the 
other. 

Fago. Will you hear’t again? 

Caf: No; for I hold him to be unworthy of his Place, 
that does thofe things. Well----Heaven’s above all; and 
there be Souls muft be faved, and there be Souls muft not 
be faved. 

Fago. It’s true, good Lieutenant. 

Ca/. For mine own part, no offence to the General, nor 
any Man of Quality; I hope to be faved. 

Fago.. And fo do I too, Lieutenant. 

Caf. Ay, but by your leave, not before me. The Lieu- 
tenant is to be faved before the Ancient. Let’s have no more 
of this; let’stoour Affairs. Forgive our Sins----Gentlemen, 
let’s look to our Bufinefs. Do not think, Gentlemen, I am 
Drunk: This is my Ancient, this is my right Hand, and 
this is my left. I am not drunk now; I can ftand well e- 
nough, and I {peak well enough. 

Gent. Excellent well. - 

Caf: Why very wellthen; you muft not think then, that 
I am drunk. © | 

Mon. To the Platform, Mafters, come, lIet’s fee the 
Watch. 

Jago. You fee this Fellow that is gone before, 

He is a Soldier, fit to ftand by Cefar, 

And give dire&ion. And do but fee his Vice, 
"Tis to his Virtues a juft Equinox, 

The one as long as th’ other. ’Tis pity of him; 
‘IT fear the Truft Orhello puts him in, 

On fome odd time of his Infirmity, 

Will fhake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

‘Fago. *Tis evermore his Prologue to his Sleep. 
He'll watch the Horologue adouble Set, ~ 

Vou, V. eT If 
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If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The General were put in mind of it: 
Perhaps he fees it not, or his good Nature 
Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caffo, 
And looks not on his Evils: Is not this true? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Fago. How now, Rodorigo ! 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mont. And ’tis great pity that the Noble Moor 
Should hazard fuch a place, as his own Second, 
With one of an ingraft Infirmity ; 

It were an honeft Action, to fay fo 
To the Moor. 
Yagoe NotI, for this fair Ifland; 
I do love Caffo well, and would do much 
To cure him of this Evil. But hark, what Noife? 
Enter Caffio purf{uing Rodorigo. 

Caf. You Rogue! you Rafcal! 

Mon. What’s the Matter, Lieutenant¢ 

Caf. A Knave teach me my Duty 2 Pll beat the 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 

Rod. Beat me 

Caf; Doft thou prate, Rogue ¢ 

Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant ; | Staying hims 
I pray you, Sir, hold your Hand. 

Caf. Let me go, Sir, or P'll know you o’er the Mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Caf? Drunk? [ They fight. 

Fago. Away I fay, go out and cry a Mutiny. 

[ Exit Rodorigo. 
Nay, good Lieutenant Alas, Gentlemen 
Help ho !——Lieutenant——‘Sir Montano 
Help Mafters! Here’s a goodly Watch indeed 


Who's that which rings ‘the Bell Diablo, ho! 
| Bell rings. 


























The Town will rife. Fie, fic, Lieutenant ! 
You will be fham’d for ever. 
Enter Othello, and Attendants. 


Orb. What is the matter here? 
Mon. 
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Mon, I bleed ftill, I am hurt, but not to th’ Death. 
Oth. Hold for your Lives. 
Fago. Hold ho ! Lieutenant---Sir---AZontano---Gentlemen--- 
Have you forgot all place of Senfe and Dury 2 
Hold. The General fpeaks to you----hold for fhame——— 
Oth, Why how now ho? From whence arifeth this 2 
Are we turn’'d Turks? and to our felves do that 
Which Heav’n hath forbid thé Ostomites. 
For Chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous Brawl ; 
He that ftirs next to carve for his own Rage, 
Holds his Soul light : He dies upon his Motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Ifle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, Mafters? 
Honeft ‘Fago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak: Who began this? On thy Love I charge thee ? 
‘Fago. 1 do not know ; Friends all, but now, even now 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Devefting them for Bed; and then, butnow 
As if fome Planet had unwitted Men, 
Sword out, and tilting one at other’s Breafts, 
In oppofition bloody. I cannot {peak 
Any beginning to this peevifh odds. 
And would in AGion glorious, I had loft 
Thofe Legs that brought me to a part of it, 
Oth. How comiesit, AZichael, you are thus forgot? 
Caf. Ipray you pardon me, I cannot fpeak. 
Oth. Worthy Afontano, you were wont to be civil: 
The gravity and ftillnefsof your Youth, 
The World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In Mouths of wifeft cenfure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Reputation thus, 
And {pend your rich Opinion, for the Name 
Of a Night-brawler ¢ give me anfwer to it. 
Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger; 
Your Officer, ago, can inform you, 
While I fpare Speech, which fomething now offends me. 
Of all that I do know, nor know I ought, 
By me that’s faid or done amifs this Night, 
Unlefs Self-charity be fometimes a Vice, 


And to defend our felves it be a Sin, 
| | l 2 When 





“ 


5 








| 


2588 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


When Violence affails us. 
Oth. Now, by Heav’n, 
My Blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 
And Paflion, having my beft Judgment cholet’d, 
Affays to lead the way. If I once ftir, 
©r do but lift this Arm, the beft of you 
Shall fink inmy Rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began? Who fet it on2 
And he that is approv’d in this Offence, 
Tho’ he had twin’d with me, both at a Birth, 
Shall loofe mee What ina Town of War, 
Yet wild, the Peoples Hearts brim-full of fear, 
To manage private and domeftick Quarrel? 
In Night, and on the Court and Guard of fafety 2 
Tis monftrous. ‘fage, who began’t? 
Aon. Vf partially affin’d, or league in Office, 
Thou doft deliver more or lefs than Truth, 
Thou art-no Soldier. 
Fago. Touch me not fo near; 
I had rather have this Tongue cut from my Mouth, 
Than it fhould do offence to Adichael Caffio. 
Yet I perfwade my felf, to {peak fo the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him.. This it is, General : 
Montano and my felf being in Speech, 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Caffio following him with determin’d Swords 
To execute upon him. | Sir, this Gentleman 
S:eps into Caffe, and intreats his paufe; 
My felf the crying Fellow did purfue, 
Left by his Clamour, as it fo fell our, 
The Town might fall in fright. He, fwift of Foot, 
Out-ran my purpofe: And I return’d che rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of Swords, 
And Caffio, high in Oath; which’till to Night 
[ ne’er might fay before. When I came back, 
For this was brief, I. found them clofe together 
At blow, and thruft, even as again they were 
When you your felf did part them, 
More of this matter cannot I report, 
But Men are Men ; the beft fometimes forget ; a 
0 
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Tho’ Caffio did fome fome little wrong to him, 

As Men in rage, ftrike thofe that wifh them beft, 

Yet furely Caffio, I believe, receiv’d 

From him that fled, fome {trange indignity, 

Which Patience could not pafs. 

~ Oth. Iknow, Fago, 

Thy honefty and love doth mince this Matter, 

Making it light to Cajfo : Caffio, I love thee, 

But never more be Officer of mine. 
Enter Defdemona attended, 

Look if my gentle Love be not rais'd up : 

Pll make thee an Example. 

Def. What’s the matter, Dear? 

Orh. All’s well, Sweeting ; | 
Come, away to Bed. Sir, for your hurts, 

My felf will be your Surgeon. Lead him off : 

‘Fago, look with care about the Town, 

And filence thofe whom this vile braw] diftra@ed. 

Come, Defdemonay tis the Soldiers Life, 

To have their balmy Slumbers wak’d with Strife. [ Excunt. 
Manent Jago and Caflio. 

‘fago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant 2 

Caf: Ay, paft all Surgery. | 

Fao. Marry, Heav’n forbid. 

Caf: Reputation, Reputation, Reputation ! Oh I have 
loft my Reputation ! I have loft the immortal part of my 
felf, and what remains is beftial, My Reputation, Fago, 
my Reputation 

Fago. As 1 aman honeft Man, I had thought you had 
received fome bodily wound ; there is more Senfe in that 
than in Reputation, Reputation is an idle, and moft falfe 
Impofition ; oft got without merit, and loft without de- 
ferving. You have loft no Reputation at all, unlefs you 
repute your felf fuch a lofer, What Man -----there are 
more ways to recover the General again. You are but now 
caft in his Mood, a punifhment more io Policy, than in 
Malice, even fo as one would beat his offencelefs Dog to 
affright an imperious Lion. Sue to him again, and he’s 
yours, 
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Caf. I will rather fue to be defpis’d, than to deceive 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight, fo drunken, and 
fo indifcreet an Officer. Drunk? and fpeak, Parrot ? And 
fquabble? Swagger 2? Swear? And difcourfe Fuftian with 
ones own Shadow 2? O thou invifible Spirit of Wine ! 
if thou haft no Name to be known by, let us call thee 
Devil. 

Jago. What was he that you follow'd with your Sword ? 
what had he dene to you? 

Caf. I know not. 

Face. Is’t poffible? 

Caf. I remember a Mafs of things, but nothing diftin@- 
ly: A Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. Ob, that Men fhould 
put an Enemy in their Mouths, to fteal away their Brains? 
That we fhould with joy, pleafance, revel and applaufe, 
transform our felves into Beafts. 

Fago. Why, but you are now well enough: How came 
you thus recover’d 2 | 

Caf. It hath pleas’d the Devil, Drunkennefs, to give place 
to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectnefs fhews me another, 
to make me frankly defpife my felf. 

‘Fago. Come, you are too fevere a Moraller. As the Time, 
the Place, and the Condition of this Country ftands, I could 
heartily with this had not befaln: But fince it is, as it is, 
mend it for your own Good, 

Caf. I will ask him for my Place again, he fhall tell me, 
Tam a Drunkard ? Had I as many Mouths as Hydra, fuch 
an anfwer would ftop themall. To be now a fenfible Man, 
by and by a Fool, and prefently a Beaft. Oh ftrange ! 
Every inordinate Cup is unblefs’d, and the Ingredient 1s a 
Devil, 

Fago. Come, come, good Wine is a good familiar 
Creature, if it be well usd: Exclaim no more againtt 
it. And, good Lieutenant, I think, you think I love 
you, 
~ Caf. I have well approv’d it, Sir. I drunk! 

Fago. You, or any Magn living, may be drunk at a time, 
Man. [I tell you what you fhall do: Our General’s Wife 
1s now the General. I may fay fo, in this refpect, for 
that he hath devoted, and given up himfelf to the Con- 
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templation, mark, and Devotement of her Parts and 
Graces. Confefs your felf freely to her : Importune her 
help, to put you in your Place again. She is of fo free, fo 
kind, fo apt, fo blefled a Difpofition, fhe holds it a Vice 
in her Goodnefs, not to do more than fhe is requefted. 
This broken Joint between you and her Husband, intreat 
her to fplinter. And my Fortunes againft any lay worth 
naming, this crack of your Love, fhall grow {tronger than 
it was before. 
Caf. You advife me well. : 
Fago. I proteft in the fincerity of Love, and honeft 
Kindnefs. Scud 
Caf. I think it freely: And betimes in the Morning, 
I will befeech the virtuous Defdemona to undertake for 
me: I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 
Fago. You are in the right: Good Night, Lieutenant, I 
muft to the Watch. 
Caf: Good Night, honeft Fago. | Exit Caffio. 
Jago. And what’s he then, that fays I play the Villain? 
When this advice is free I give, and honeft, 
Probable to thinking, and indeed the courfe 
To win the Moor again. Far ’tis moft eafie, 
Th’ inclining Defdemona to fubdue 
In any honeft Suit. She’s fram’d as fruitful 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were’t to renounce his Baptifm, 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sin, 
His Soul is fo enfetrer'd to her Love, 
That fhe may make, unmake, do what fhe lift, 
Even as her Appetite fhall phy the God 
With his weak Function. How am I thena Villain; 
To counfel Caffio to this parallel courfe, 
DireGly to his good ¢ Divinity of Hell, 
When Devils will their blackeft Sins put on, 
They do fuggeft at firft with heav’nly Shews, 
As I do now. . For while this honeft Fool 
Plies Defdemona, to repair his Fortune, 
And fhe for him, pleads ftrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this Peftilence into his Ear : 
That the repeals him, for her Body’s Luft, 
Ser ae Ll ¢ And 
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And by how much fhe ftrives to do him good, 
She fhall undo her Credit with the Moor 
$o will I turn her Virtue into pitch, 
And out of her own goodnefs make the Net, 
That fhall enmafh them all. 
How now, Rodorigo ? 

Enter Rodorigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the Chace, not like a Hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the Cry. My Mony is al- 
moft {pent ; I have been to Night exceedingly well cudgel- 
led ; and I think the Iffue will be, I fhall have fo much Ex- 
perience for my Pains; and fo with no Monyat all, anda 
little more Wit, return again to Venice, 

‘Fage. How poor are Catanavhans not patience ? 

What wound did ever heal but by degrees 2 

Thou know’ft we work by Wit, and notby Witchcraft; 

And Wit depends on dilatory time: 

Doft not go well? Caffo hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that fmall hurt haft cathier’d Caffo: 

Tho’ other things grow fair againft the Sun, 

Yet Fruits that bloffom firft, will firft be ripe: 

Content thy felf a while. In troth ’tis Morning ; 

Pleafure and Action make the hours feem fhort. 

Retire thee; go where thou art Billetted : 

Away, I fay, thou fhalt know more hereafter: 

Nay, get thee gone. _ [Exit Rodorigo, 
Two things are to be done; 

My Wife muft move for Caffo to her Miftrefs : 

Vill fet her on my felf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Coffo find : 
Solliciting his Wife: Ay, that’s the way $ 

Dullnot Device, by coldnefs and delay, [ Exit, 


ACT 





Othello, the Moor of Venice. 





25.93 


Bhd LES. ite eee N LB sok 


SCENE Othello’s Palce. 


Enter Caflio, Aluficians, and Clown, 


Caf. Afters, play here, I will content your Pains, 
Something that’s brief; and bid good mor- 
row, General, 
Clown. Why, Mafters, have your Inftruments been in 
Naples, that they {peak i’th’ Nofe thus 2 
Muf. How, Sir, how 2 
Clown. Are thefe, I pray you, wind Inftruments 2 
MMuf. Ay, marry are they, Sir. Es Fa 
Clown. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 
Muf. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir 2 
Clown. Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inftrument that I 
know. But, Matters, here’s Mony for you: And the Ge- 
neral fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loves 
Sake to make no Noife with it, 
Muf. Well, Sirs we will not. 
Clown. If you have any Mafick that may not be heard, 
to’t again. But, as they fay, to hear Mufick, the Gene- 
ral does not greatly ‘care. 
- Muf. We have none fuch, Sir. 
Clown. Then put up your Pipes in your Bag, for Pilaway. 
Go, vanifh into Air, away. [Exit Muf. 
Caf. Doft thou hear me, mine honeft Friend ? 
Clown. No, Thear not yourhoneft Friend ; 1 hear you. 
Caf. Prethee, keep up thy Quillets, there’s a poor piece 
of Gold for thee: If the Gentlewoman that attends the 
General’s Wife be ftirring, tell her there’s one Gaffio entreats 
of her a little Favour of Speech. Wilt thou do this 2 
Clown. She is ftirring, Sir, if the will ftir hither, I thall 
feem to notifie unto her. - | Exit Clown. 
Caf. Do my good Friend. 
Enter Jago. 
In happy time, Fago. 
Fago, You have not been a-bed then 2 
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Caf: Why, no; the day had broke before we parted. 
I have made bold, Fago, to fend in to your Wife; 
My fuit to her is, that fhe will to virtuous De/demona 
Procure me fome accefs. 

Fago. Vil fend her to you prefently : 
And I'll devife a Mean to draw the Moor 4 
Out of the way, that your Converfe and Bufinefs i 
May be more free. | Exit. by 

Caf? I humbly thank you for’t. I never knew 
A. Florentine more kind and honeft. fh 

Enter 7Emilia, y 

e4 mil. Good morrow, good Lieutenant, I am forry ‘F 
For your Difpleafure ; but all will fure be well. m 
The General and his Wife are talking of it ; ri 
And fhe {peaks for you ftoutly. The Moor replies ; bn 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, i 
And great Affinity ; and that in wholfom Wifdom y 
He might not but refufe you. But he protefts he loves you, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, " 
To bring you in again. * 
Caf. Yet, I befeech you, t 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me Advantage of fome brief Difcourfe 
With Defdemon alone. 
- e4mil. Pray, come in ; 
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I will beftow you where you fhall have time Y 
To {peak your Bofom freely. } 
Caf. I am much bound to you. [ Excunt. ih 
, Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. i 


Oth. Thefe Letters give, Fago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate ; r 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 


Fago. Well, my good Lord, I'll do’t. , 
Oth. This Fortification, Gentlemen, fhall we fee’t? __ hy 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordfhip. [ Exeunt. th 


SCENE | 
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SCENE II. An Apartment. 


Enter Defdemona, Caflio, and Ai milia. 


Def. Be thou affur’d, geod Caf, I will do 

Ali my Abilities in thy behalf. : 

e£ mil. Good Madam, do} 

I warrant it grieves my Husband, 

As if the Caufe were his. 

Def: Oh that’s an honeft Fellow; donot doubt, Cajffio. 
But I will have my Lord and you again | 
Asiriendly as you were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever {hall become of A4ichael Caffio, 

He’s never any thibg but your true Servant. 

Def: 1 know’t, Ithank you; youdolove my Lord, 
You have known him Jong, and be you well affur’d, 
He fhall in ftrangenefs ftand no farther off, 

Than in a politick diftance. © °° 
~ Caf. Ay, but Lady, 

That Policy may either laft fo long, 

Or feed upon fuch nice and waterifh Diet, 

Or breed it felf fo out of Circumftances, 

That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d, 

My General will forget my Love and Service. 

- Def: Do not doubt that; before e£milia here, 
_T give thee Warrant of thy place. Affure thee, ° 
If Ido vow a Friendfhip, Pll perform it 
To the laft Article. My Lord fhall never reft, 

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience; 

His Bed hall feem a School, his Boord a Shrift, 


I'll intermingle every thing he do’s 


> With Caffo’s fuit: Therefore be merry, Cafio, 


For thy Sollicitor fhall rather die, 

Than give thy Caufe away. 

a Enter Othello and Jago. 
e£:mil. Madam, here comes my Lord. 
Caf; Madam, Vil take my leave. 

Def. Why ftay, and hear me peak. i 
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caf. Madam, not now; I am very ill at eafe. 
Unfit for mine own purpofes. 
Def. Well, do your difcretion. [ Exit Caflio, 
Fagoe Hah 2 I like not that. 
Oth. What doft thou fay ¢ 
Fago. Nothing, my Lord; or if ———. I know not what. 
Oth. Was not that Caffio parted from my Wife 7 
ago. Caffio, my Lord¢ No fure, L cannot think it, 
That he would fleal away fo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming. 
Orh. 1 do believe *twas he. 
Def. How now, my Lord? 
{ have been talking with a Suitor here, 
A Man that languifhes in your Difpleafure. 
Orth, Who is’t you mean ¢ 
Def. Why yourLieutenant Cafio, good my Lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to Move you, 
His prefent reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honelt Face. 
J prethee call him back, | 
Oth. Went he hence now ¢ 
Def \n footh, fo humbled, 
That he hath left part of his Grief with me 
To {uffer with him. Good Love, call him back. 
Oth. Not now, {weet De/demona, fome other time. 
Def. But thall’t be fhortly ¢ 
Oth. The fooner, Sweet, for you. 
Def. Shall’t be to Night, at Supper ¢ 
Oth. No, not to Night. 
Def. To morrow Dinner then ? 
Or). I fhall not dine at home: — 
T meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
Def; Why then to morrow Night, on 7we/day morn, 
On Taefday noon, or night; on Wednefday morn. 
I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three Days ; in faith he’s Penitent : 
And yet his Trefpafs, in our common Reafon, 
Save that they fay the Wars mult make Example, 
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Out of their beft, is not almoft a Fault 
T’incur a private check. When fhall he come ¢ 
Tell me, Orhello, I wonder in my Soul 
What you would ask me, that I would deny, 
Orftand fomam’ringon? What ? AdichaelCaffio ! -=-- 
That came a wooing with you; and fo many atime 
When I have {poke of you difpraifingly 
Hath ta’en your part, to have fo much to do 
To bring himin 2 Truft me, I could do much =--- 
Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 
Def: Why, this is not a Boon : 
’Tis as I fhould entreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed on nourifhing Difhes, or keep you warm, 
Or fue to you, to do a peculiar Profit 
To your Perfon. Nay, when I have fuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It thall be full of Poize, and difficult weight, 
And fearful to be granted. 
Orh, I will deny thee nothing. 
Whereon I do befeech thee, grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my felf. 
Def. Shall Ideny you? No: Farewel, myLord. 
Oth. Farewel, my Defdemona, Vil come to thee ftraight. 
Def: e4milia; come ; be as your Fancies teach you: 
Whate’er you be, I am obedient. [ Exit. 
Orth. Excellent Wretch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee; and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 
Fago. My noble Lord. 
Or), What doft thou fay, Fago ? 
Fago. Did Michael Caffio, 
When you woo’d my Lady, know of your Love? 
Oth. He did, from firft to laft ; | 
Why doft thou ask ? 
Fago. But for a Satisfation of my Thought, 
No further harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, Fago # 
Fago. 1 did not think he had been acquainted with it. 
Orh, O yes, and went between us very off. | 
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ago. Indeed! 

Orh. Indeed! Ay, indeed. Difcern’ft thou ought of that? 
Is he not honeft 2 , 

Fago. Honeft, my Lord ¢ 

Oth. Honeft? Ay, Honeft. . 

Fago. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What doft thou think ¢ 

ago. Think, my Lord !---- | 

Oth. Think, my Lord! Alas, thoueccho’ft me; 

As if there were fome Monfter in thy thought 

Too hideous to be fhewn. Thou doft mean fomething : 

I heard thee fay even now, thou lik’{t not that. ——— 

When Caffio left my Wife. What did’ft not like 2 

And when I told thee, he was of my Counfel, 

Of my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cried’ft, indeed 2 

And didft contra and purfe thy Brow together, 

As if thou then hadft fhut up in thy Brain 

Some horrible Conceit : If thou doft love me 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jago. My Lord, you know I love you. 
Oth, I think thou doft : 

And for I know thou’rt full of Love and Honefty, 

And weigh’ft thy Words before thou giv’ft them Breath, 

Therefore thefe ftops of thine fright me the more : 

For fuch things, in a falfe difloyal Knave, 

Are tricks of Cuftom ; but in a Man that’s juft, 

They’re cold Dilations working from the Heart, 

That Paffion cannot rule. 

Fago. For Michael Caffio, 

I dare be {worn, I think, that he is honeft. 
Orth. I think fo too. 
ago. Men fhould be what they feem, 

Or thofe that be not, would they might feem none: 
Oth. Certain, Men fhould be what they feem. 
Fago. Why; then I think Cafio’s an honeft Man. 

- Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this, 

I pray thee fpeak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou doft ruminate, and givethy worft of thoughts, 

The worft of Words. 





Jago. 
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_ Fago. Good, my Lord, pardon me. 

Though I am bound to every Act of Duty, 

I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to ; 

Utter my Thoughts! ---- Why fay they are vild and falfe 2 

As, where’s that Palace, whereinto foul things 

Sometimes intrude not? Who hasthat Breaft{o pure, 

But fome uncleanly apprehenfions — 

Keep Leets, and Law-days, and in Seffions fit 

With Meditations lawful ? 

Oth, Thoudoft confpire againft thy Friend, Fago, _ 

If thou but think’ft him wrong’d; and mak’ft his Ear 

A Stranger to thy thoughts. | 
Fago. I do befeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my Guefs, 

As I confefs it is my Nature’s Plague 

To fpie into abufes, and of my Jealoufie 

Shapes Faults that are not, that your Wifdom, 

From one that fo imperfe&ly Conceits, | 

Would take no Notice, nor build your felfa trouble 

Out of his fcattering, and unfure Obfervance : 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my Manhood, Honefty and Wifdom, 

To let you know my Thoughts. 

Oth, What doft thou mean ? | 
Fago. Good Name in Man and Woman, dear my Lord; 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls ; 

Who fteals my Purfe fteals trath, ’tis fomething, no 

thing ; 

Twas fais: ‘tis his, and has been Slave to thoufands ; 

But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 
Orh, I'll know thy Thoughts 
ago. You cannot, if my Heart were in your Hand; 

Nor fhall not, whilft ‘tis in my Cuftody. 

Orh. Ha! 
Fago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of Jealoufie, 

It is the green-ey’d Monfter, which doth mock __ 

The Meat it feeds on. Fhat Cuckold lives in Blifs, 

Who, certain of his Fate, loves not his wronger ; 

But oh, what damned Minutes tells he o’er, 
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Who dotes, yet doubts ; fufpects, yet ftrongly loves! 

Oth. O Mifery ! 

ago. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But Riches finelefs, is as poor as Winter, 

To him that ever fears he fhall be poor ; 
Good Heav’n! the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Jealoufie. 

Oth, Why ¢ Why is this 2 
Think’ft thou P’'d make a Life of Jealoufie 2 
To follow {till the Changes of the Moon, 

With freth Sufpicions 2 No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to be refolv’d: Exchange me for a Goat, 
When I fhall turn the Bufinefs of my Soul 

To fuch exufflicate, and blown Surmifes, 

Matching thy inference: Tis not to make me Jealous, 
‘To fay my Wife is Fair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, fings, plays, and dances well ; 
Where Virtue is, thefe.are moft virtuous. 

Nor from mine own weak Merits, will I draw 
The {malleft Fear, or doubt of her Revolt, 

For the had Eyes, and chofe me. No, Fago, 

I’ll fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, ‘prove ; 
And on the proof there is no more but this, 

Away at once with Love, or Jealoufie. 

Fago. t am glad of this; fornow I fhall have reafon 
To fhew the Love and Duty that I bear you 
With. franker Spirit. Therefore, ‘as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I fpeak not yet of Proof : 

Look to your Wife, obferve her well with Caffe, 

Wear your Eyes, thus; not Jealous, nor Secure ; 

I would not have your free, and noble Nature, 

Out of Self-bounty be abus’d ; look to’. 

I know our Country difpofition well ; 

In Venice, they do let Heav’n fee the Pranks 

They dare not fhew their Husbands, their beft Confcience, 
Is not to leave’t undone, but kept unknown. 

Orh, Doft thou fay fo 2 . 

Fago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when the feem’d to fhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them moft, e 
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Oth. And fo the did, 
Fago. Why, go to then; 
She that fo young could give out fuch a feeming 
To feal her Father’s Eyes up, clofe as Oak---- 
He thought ’*twas Witchcraft---- 
But I am much to blame : 
I humbly do befeech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 
Oth. I am bound to thee for ever. 
Fago. I fee this hath a little dath’d your Spirits, 
Oth. Not a jot, not a jot. 
Fago. Truft me, Lfear it has: 
I hope you will confider, what is fpoke 
Comes from my Love. .ButI do fee you’re mov'd--- 
I am to pray you, not to ftrain my Speech 
To groffer [ffues, nor to larger Reach, 
Than to Sufpicion. 
Orh, I will not. 
Fago. Shovld you do fo, my Lord, 
My Speech fhould fall into fuch vild Succefs, 
Which my Thoughts aim’d not at. Caffo’s my worthy Friend: 
My Lord, I fee you're mov'd.--- sha 
Oth. No, not much -mov'd 
I do not think but De/demona’s honeft, ! 
Fago. Long live the fo ; and long live you to think fo. 
Oth. And yet how Nature erring from it {elf---- 
Fago. Aysthere’sthe point; ---- as, to be bold with you ; 
Not to-affe& many. propofed Matches 
Of her own’ Clime,.Complexion and Degree, 
_ Whereto we fee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh! one: may {mell in.fuch,..a-Will moft.rank, 
Foul Difproportions, Thoughts, unnatural, 
But, pardon me,, I do not in. Pofition . 
DiftinGly {peak of her, tho’ I may fear 








«Her Will, recoiling to her better Judgment, 


May fall to match you with her Country, Forms, 
And happily repent. 
Orth. Farewel, farewel; | 
If more thou doft perceive, let.me know more : 
Set on thy Wife to oblerve. Leave me, faze. 
Vou. V. Mm Fago. 
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Fago. My Lord, I take my leave. | Goiug. 
Orh, Why did { marry. ¢ 
This honeft Creature, doubticfs, 
Sees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
Fago. My Lord, 1 would [ might.intreat your: Honour 
To {can this thing no farther; leave. it. to. time 
Altho’ ’tis fit that Ca/fio have his Place, 
For fure he fails’ itaapavath great, Ability, 
Yer if you pleafe to put him off a while, 
You fhall by that,perceive him, ‘and! his means; 
Note, if your Lady ftrain his Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement»importunitys 
Mach-will befeen-in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my fears, 
As worthy caufe:L have to fear am, 
And hold her: frees do befeech yoar: Honour, 
Orb, Fear not my Governments | 
‘Fago. 1 once more take my leave. [ Exit. 
Orb. “Bhis Eellow’s of exceeding honefty, 
And knows all: Quantities, with a Jearn’d) Spirit, 
Of human dealings: If 1 do prove, her, Haggard; 
Tho’ that her. Jefles were my dear Heart-{trings, 
I'd whiftle her off:andtet her down the wind 
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for I am black, 
And have not thofe foft parts of, Converfations 
That Chamberers haves.-or for Icam declin’d 
Tato the valeof: Years, yet that’sinot much--~-« 
She’s gone, Tiamabus’d, and my relief 
Muft be to loath her.» Oh Curfe of Martiage! 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures) ours, 
And not their Appetites ! I had rather be a Load, 
And live upon the'Vapour of a Dungeon, 
Than keep ascormer in the thing I love; 
For others ufes. Yet ’tis the plague.ro Great-ones, 
Prerogatiy’d are they lefs than.the, Bale, 
Tis deftiry unthunable like Deaths; 
Even then, thisorked plague.is fated torts, 
When we do quickens: Look, where fhe comes! 
Enter Defdemona and; Aionilia. 
If the be faile; @ thendleavyn mocks ittelf£;- 
cmd Pil 
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PH not believ’t, 


. Def: How now, my dear Orhello'? 
Your Dinner, and the generous Mlandets, 
By you invited, ‘do attend your prefence. 
“Oth. Pam to blame, | | 
Def. Why do’youw fpéak fo faintly:?>° 
Are you not well 2 i¥EE 
Oth. I have a pain upon my Forehead here. : k 
Def. Why, that’s with watching, “twill away again, 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 
Orb, Your Napkin is’ too little ; 
| | She drops her Handkerchief. 
Let it alone ; Come, T’ll go in with you.) | [Exexnz, 
Def: 1 am very forry that you are ‘not well, 
e#mil. 1 am glad I have found this Napkin ; 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moor; 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times ~ 
Woo'd me to: fleal it. . But the fo loves the Token, 
For he conjur’d her, ‘the thou!d éver keep it, 
That fhe referves it evermore about her; 
To kifs and talk to. I’) have the work ta’en our, 
And give't Fao 3’ what he will do with ir, 
Heav’n knows, not f+? : 
I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie, 
3 Enter Jago. 
Fage, How now? What do you ‘here alone 2 
e# mil. Donot you chide; I haveathing for you, 
Fago. You havea thing for me 2 
It is a common thing— 
eEmil. Hah ? | 
‘Fago. To have a foolith Wife, g 
e£ mil. Oh, isthatall? what will you give me now 
For that fame Handkerchief 2? 
Fago. What Handkerchief 2 
e# mil. What Handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor firlt'gave'to De/iemona, 
That which fo often you did bid mé tteal. 
Fago. Hatt ftollen at from heré 3 
_ e€mil, No; but fhe lét ‘ic drop by Nez gence, 
Mm 2 





And 





— 3S ee > ~ 
N 


' 2 SS OS « 


—— e-— 


j 








arm gt eee a ee - - 


2604. Dthelloy the Moor of Venice: 


And to th’ Advantage, I being here, took’t up: 
Look, here ’tis. 

Fago. A good Wench, give it me. 

e4Amil, What will-you, do with’t, you have been fo eat 
neft to have me filtch it? 

Fago. Why, what is that to you ¢ | Snatching it. 
e# mil, If it be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Give’t me again. , Poor Lady, fhe ll ruf mad, 

When fhe fhall lack it. 

Fago. Be notackhown on't : 

I have ufe for it. Go, leave me---- | Exit “mil. 

I will in Caffio’s Lodging lofe this Napkin, 

And let him find it., ‘Trifles light as Air 

Are to the jealous, Confirmatiors ftrong, 

As proofs of holy Writ. This may do fomething. 

The Moor already changes with my Poifons, 

Dangerous Conceits are in their. natures Poifons, 

Which at the firft are {carce found to diftafte: 

But with a little a@& upon the Blood, 

Burn like the Mines of Sulphur. TI did fay fo. 
Enter Othello. 

Look, where he comes! not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the drowfie Syrups of the World, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that {weet Sleep, 

Which thou ow’dft yefterday, 

Oth. Hal ha! falfe to me ! 

Fago. Why, how now, General; no. more of that. 

Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haft fet me on the Rack ; 
I fwear ’tis berter to be much abus’d, 

Than but to know a little. 

Fago. How now, my Lord? 

Oils What {cent had I, in her ftolo, hours of Luft? 
I faw it not, thought.it not, it harm'd not meé:: 

I flept ‘thenext Night weil, fed well, was free and merry, 
I found not Caffio’s Kiffes on her Lips; 
He that is robb’d, not wanting what is ftoln, 
Let him sot know’r, end he’s not robb’d at all. 
ago. 1 am forry to, hear this, 

Orh. I had been happy if the general Camp, 

Pioneers and all, had tafted her {weet Body, 
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So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil Mind. _Farewel Content ; 
Farewel the plumed ‘Troops, and the big Wars, ° 
That make Ambition Virtue! Oh farewel, 
Farewel the.neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trump, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th Ear-piercing Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumftance of glorious War: 
And O you mortal Engines, whofe rude Throats. 
Th’ immortal Fove’s dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Orhello’s Occupation’s gone. 
Fago. 1s’t poflible, my Lord? 
Oth. Villain, be fure thou prove my Love a Whore; 
Be fure of it: Give me the Ocular Proof, 
. . | Catching hold on him. 
_. Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, i 
3 Thou hadft been better have been born a Dog, 
Than anfwer my wak’d wrath. 
Fago. Is’t come to this ¢ 
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Oth. Make me to fee’t, or, at the leaft, fo prove it,’ 
That the probation bear no Hinge, nor Loop, 
To hang adoubt on: Or woe upon thy Life. 
Fago. My Noble Lord. ; 
Oth. Lf thou doft flander her, and torture me, * 
Never pray more ; abandon all Remorfe 
On horrors Head, horrors accumulate, | 
Do Deeds to make Heav’n weep, all Barth ‘amaz’d; 
For nothing canft thou to Damnation add, 
Greater than that. | 
Fago. O Grace! O Heav’n forgive me! 
Are you.a Man? Have you a Soul? OrSenie? 
God be wi’ you: Take mine Office. Oh wretched Fool, 
That lov’ft to make thine Honefty a Vice! 
Oh monfrous World ! Take noré, take note, O World, 
To be dire& and honeft, is not fafe. | 
I thank you for this Profir, and from hence 
I'll love no Friend, fith Love breeds fuch Offence, 
Oth. Nay ftay----thou fhouldft be honeff---- 
Fago. I fhould, be wife, for honelty's a Fool, 
And lofes that it works for. 
Mm 3 Oth. 
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Oth. By the. World, 

I'think my Wife is honeft, -and think the is not; 

1 think, that thou-art guft, and think thomart nots 

Vil have fome proof.> My Name that-was’as freth 

As Dian’s Vilage, is now begrim’d jand:black 

As mine own Face. If there be, Cords or) Knives, 

Poifon, or Fire, or fuffocating Streams, 

Vil not endure its. Would I were fatished ! 
Fago. I fee you‘are eaten. up with:Pafiion's 

I do repent. me that bh putiit to you, 

You would be fatisfed 2 
Oth. Would, nay, and L-will. 

Fego. And may; buonow?’ how fatishied, my Lord? 
Would you the fupérvifion erolly gape on? 
Behold per topp’d? 

Oro, Deathy ‘andDamnation! Oheds 

Jago. At. wereia tedious difficulty, I .think, 

To bring *em to ithatiprefpett: Damn them then, 

If ever mortal Eyes ido: fee-them bolfter 

More than their own. Whar then'2-how then 2 

W hat fhall I fay? Where’s SatisfaQion2 

It is impoflible yor fhould {ee this, 

Were they as primeas' Goats, as hot)as Monkeys, 

As falt ag Wolves:it: pridessand Fools.as erofs 

As Ignorance, madesdgunk. But yety; bday, 

f Imputation and divong: Cireumflances, 

Which lead direétly 0 the.door' of , Frith, 

Will give you‘ SatisfaQion, -you-might, have’, 
Urh, Give me adiving reafon. the’s difloyal. 
Faga.. I do not dikethe Office; 

But fich T am entred in this Caufe fo far, 

Prick’d to’t by foolith Honefty and Love, 

I willigoon. I hy with Caffo-lately, 

Ard being troubled :with a tagiog Tooth, 

I could not fleep.. .There-are a kind of Mén, 

So loofe of Soul thatein their-Sc eps will mutter 

Their Affairs ; oneof: this kindsis Caffio: 

fo fleep I heard him faygolweet\Defadmona, 

' us be waryy: letotss: hide sour doves 
-cd then, Sir, wouldizggripe, anc wringimy Hand, e pric 
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Cry----oh fweet Creature----then kifs. mehard, 
As if he plucke up Kiffes: by the Roots, 
That grew uponemy Lips, lay his, Leg o’er my Thigh, 
And figh and kifs,:andthen ery curled Fate, 348 
That gave thee’to the ‘Moor. : 
Orth, O monftrous }nionitrous | 
Fago. Nay this was but his Dreamy. ‘ 
Oth. But this denoted a fore-gone Conelufion, 
Tis a fhrewd doubt, tho’vit be but a*Dream: 
Fago. And this may:help to thicken other Proofs,: 
That do demonftrate thinly. | : 
Orh, Vil tear her all to pieces. pits tok 
Fago. Nay yet. be wile, yet we fee nothing done; 
She may be honeft yet: Tell me bur this, 
Have you not fometimes feen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your Wife’s Hand 2 
Orh. I gave herfucha one; *twas my firft Gift. 
ago. I know not that ;\ but fucha Handkerchief, 
T am ture it was your: Wife’s, did I to Day 
See Caffio wipe his’ Beard with, 
Orh. If it be thats 
Yao. If it be that, or any, if *ewas hers, 
It fpeaks againft her with the other Proofs: | 
O:h. O thattheSlave had forty thoufand Lives! 
One is too poor, ‘too weak for my Revenge. 
Now do I fee “tis true; Look here,:“Faga, be , 
All my fond Love thus do I blow to Heav’r. "Tis gone § 
Arife black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, . 
Yield up, O Love, thy:Crown and hearted Throne 
‘To tyrannous Hate. Swell Bofomrwith thy fraught, 
For “tis of Afpicks Tongues. 
Fago. Yet be content. 
Oth. O Blood, Blood, Blood ----- 
Fago. Patience I fay; your: Mind may changes 
Orb. Never, fago. Like to the Powtick. Sea, 
Whofe Icy Current, and compulfive Courfe, 
Ne’er feels retiring Ebb, but keeps: due:on 
To the Proponticky-and the Hellefpout = =. 
Even fo my bloody Thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look backgrae’er ebb torhumble Le, 
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Fill that a capable, and wide Revenge 
Swallow them up.” Now by yond matble Heav’n, 


In the due reverence of a facred Vow, | Fe kueels, 
[-here engage my Words -.-- 
Jago. Do not rife yet: [ Jago kneels 


Wittiels your ever-burning Lights above, 
You Elements that clipus round about, 
Nienets that here Favo doth give u 
The Execution of his Wit, Flands, Heart, 
To wrong’d Otrhello’s Service: “Tee hith command, 
And to obey thall’be dn ine remorfe, 
What bloody Bufiiefs ever. 
Ori I greet thy Love, 
Not with vain Thankspbut with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inftant put thee to’t: | 
Vithin theft three Days let me hear thee fay, 
That Cafio’s nov alive: 
Jaco. My Friend is dead’ 
‘Tis done at your requeft. "But fee ep live, 
Oth. Damn her lewd Minx! O damp her, damn her ! 
Come go with me apart, T will withdraw 
Lo furnifh me with fome fwift méahs of Death 
For the fair Devil" Now art thou my Lieutenant, 
Jago. Lam your own for ever, 
Enter Defdemona, “Emilia, and Clown. 


Def. Do. you ‘know, Sitrah, where Lieutenant Cafio 
2 


[ Exeunt. 


Clow. I dare net fay he lies any Where, 

Def, Why Mane 

Clown. He’s’a Soldier, and for me to fay a. Soldier: lies, 
tis ftabbing. 

Def: Goto; where lodges he ? 


; —— To tell you where he lodges, is to tell. youwhere 
ie 


Def. Can any thing be made of this 2 *7 
Clown, I know not where he lodges, and for me to devife 


a Lodging, and fay he tyes here; or he lyes there, were,to-ie 
In mine own Throaf,’ , | 


DefeoCan you enquire him out? and be edified by 
report ¢ | ae 
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Clown. 1 will Catechize the World for him, that is, make 
~ Queftions, and by them Anfwer, 
Def. Seek him, bid him come hither.;/ tell him, I have 
mov'd my Lord on his behalf, and hopeyall will. be well: 
Clown.-To do this, is within. the Compafs-of Man’s:Wit; 
and therefore I will attempt the doing-of itsiy [Exit Clown. 
Def. Where fhould I lofe. the Handkerchief, eZmi- 
lia ? | 
c£mil, 1 know not, .Madam. 
Def. Believe me, I had. rather haveloft:my: purfe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no fuch bafenefs, 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. | 
e#mil. Is he not Jealous 2 | | 
Def: Who he?-I think the Sun where he was born; 
Drew all fuch Humors from him. . 
eEmil. Look where, he comes. 
Def. 1, will not leave him.now,, ’till Gafio-be 
/, Call'd to him.” How is’t with you, my, Lord:? 
Enter Orhello....4 
Oth, Well, my good Lady. Oh,hardnefs to diffemble 1 
How do you, De/demona 2 . | 
Def? Well, my good Lord. ) | | 
Orb. Give me your Hand ; this Hand-is moift, my Lady. 
Def. Tt yet hath feltnoAge, nor known no Sorrow, | 
Oth. This argues Fruitfulnefs, and liberal -Heart: 
Hot, hot, and moift ---- this hand of yours-requires 
A fequefter from Liberty ; Fafting, and.Prayer, 
Much’ Caftigation, Exercife devout, 
For here’s a young and {weating Devil here, 
That commonly rebels ; *Tis a good,Hand, 
A fratik one. 
Def. You may, indeed, fay fo.; 
For “twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 
Oth, A liberal Hand. The hearts of old, gave hands; 
But our new Heraldry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Def. I cannot {peak of this; come, now your Promife. 
Orh. What promife, Chuck 2 
Def. 1 have fent.to bid Caffio come fpeak with you. 
“Oth. I have a falt\and forry Rheum offends me ; 
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Lend me thy Handkerchief. 
Def. Here, my Lord. 
Oth, That which I gave you. 
Def. L have ic not about me. 
Orth, Not ? 
Def; No indeed, my Lord. 
Oth. That’s a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an c£gyptian to my Mother~ give 5 
She was a Charmer, and could almoft' read 
The Thoughts of People. She told ‘her,while the kept ie; 
*Twould make her amiable, fubduesmy Father 
Intirely to her love ; but if fhe loft it; 
Or made a Gift of it, my Father’s Eye | 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits fhould hunt’ ® 
After new Fancies. She, dying; gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me*wiv'd, 
To give it hers I did fo, and take:heed:on't; 
Make it a Darling, like your precious Eye ; 
To loos’t, or give’t away, were fuch Perdition, 
As nothing elfe-could match. 
Def. Is't poffible? 
Oth, *Tistrue; there’s Magick inthe Web of it; 
A Sybill that had numbred in the, World 
The Sun to courfe two hyndred'Compafles, 
In her prophetick Pury fow’d-the work ¢ 
The Worms were! hallowed; that did breed the Silk; 
And-it was dy’d im Mummey, which the skilful 
Conferv’d of Maidens Hearts. 
Def. Indeed ! as’t true ? 
Oth. Moft veritable, therefore look to't’ well: 
Def: Then would to Heav’ns that E had ‘never feen't." 
Och. Ha 2 wherefore 2 t 
Def: Why do you fpeak fo ftartingly;vand rafho? 
Orh. Is't loft? is’t gone @ Speak, sis't ouro’th’ way ¢ 
Def: Blefs us-4 
Orh. Say you ? | 
Def. It is not loft; but whatand if itwere? 
Orh. How 2 
Def: I fay it is notdoft. 
Orb, Fetch’t, letimefee'ts: 
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Def. Why fo I can, Sir, but I will not now : 
This is a trick to put me from my Suit, 
Pray you let Caffo be receiv’d again. ; 

Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief ——— thy mind mifs 

ives 
' Def. Come, come; you'll never meetamore fuficient 
Man. LOTSa 

Oth, The Handkerchief 

Def. A Man that all his: time 
Hath founded his good. Fortunes on your Love 3 
Shar'd Dangers with you. | 

Oth, The Handkerchief ——_—__.. 

Def. Infooth, youaré to blame. 

Oth, Away, | Exit Othello. 

e£mil. Is not this Man: jealous 2 iF. 

Def. I never faw this before. 
Sure there’s fome wonder.in this Handkerchief, 
fam moft unhappy in the lofs of it. | 

eZ mi, ’ Tis not a Year or two. fhews us a:Man: 
They are all but Stomachs, and we all but Food; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they aresfull: 
They belch ‘us. ; ; 





Enter Jago, and Cafios 


' Look you, Ca/fioy and my ‘Husband. 


Jago. There is no other way, ’tis'fhe muft do’t; 
And lo the happinefs ; go.and importune’ her. 

Def. How now, good Caffa, what's the News with 

ou ? 

Caf. Madam, my former Suit. Ido befeech you, 
That by your virtuous means, Iomay again 
Exift,, and be a Memberof: his Love, 
Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart 
fotirely honour. I would not be delay’d ; 
If my Offence be of fuch mortal kind, 
That not my Service paft, nor prefent Sorrows, 
Nor purpos’d Merit in Futurity, . 
Can ranfom me into his Love again; 
But to know fo, muft be my Benefit ; 
So fhall I cloath me in a fore’d content; 
And fhut my felf up in fome other Courfe, 
To Fortunes Alms. 
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Def. Alis ! thrice gentle Caffio, 
My Advocation is not now. in tune 5 da 
My Lord, is not my Lord; nor fhould I know him, 
Wrere he in Favour, as in Humour, alter'd. 
So help me every Spirit fanctified, 
As Thave (poken for you all. my beft, 
And ftood within the blank of his,Dufpleafure, 
For my fiee Speech. You mutta while be patient ; 
What I an do, I will ; and, mored will 
Than for my felf I dare. Let,that fuflice you. 
ago. Is my Lord angry ¢ 
04: mil. He went hence but now,; 
And certainly in {trange unquietnefs, 

Fago. Can he be angry 2 I have{feen the Canon, 
When it hath blown. his Ranks into the Air, 

And like the Devil from) his very; Arm 
Puft his own Brother ; and is he angry ¢ 
Something of Moment then; .I will.go;meet him, . 
There’s matter in’t indeed, 1f he be angry. 

Def: I prethee do fo.. Something fure of State; 
Either from Menice, or fome unhatch’d Practice, 
Made demonftrable. here in Cyprus, to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit ; and in. fuch Cafes, 
Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho’ great ones are their Object... “Tis even fo. 
For let our Finger ake, and it endues 

Our other healthful Members, even.tova Senfe ... . 
Of pain. Nay, we muft think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them look for fuch Obfervance always, ,.,, 
As fits the-bridak.. Befhrew me. much, 4: milia, 
L was, unbandfome Warrior as lam, 

Arraigning his unkindnefs with my Soul ; 

But now I find, I had fuborn’d the Witnels. 

And he’s indited falfely. 

eA mil, Pray Heav’n it be 
Srate-matters, jas, you. think, and. no)Conception, 
Nor jealous Toy,.concerning you...) | | 

Def. Alas-the-day, I never gave bim, Caufe, 

eZ mil, But jealous Souls will not. beaniwer'd fo 5 
They are not ever jealous for the Caufe, 





[ Exit. 


But 
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But jealous, for they re jealous. It is a Monfter 
Begot upon it felf, born on it felf, 

Def. Heav’n keep the Montfter from Orhel/o’s mind, 

emil, Lady, Amen. 

Def: I will go feek him, Cajffio, walk hereabout; 
If I do find him fit, I'll moveyour fuit, 
And feek to effe& it to my titrermoft. | Exit? 

Caf. I humbly thank your Ladythip. | 

~~. Enter Bianca. 

Bian. “Save you, Friend Caffo. 

Caf. What makes you from home ? 
How is it with you, my moft fair Bianca? 
Indeed, {weet Love, I was coming to’ your Houle. 

Bian. And I was going to’ your Lodging, Cafio. 
What ? keep a Week away ? Sevendays and nights? 
Eightfcore eight Hours?’ And Loves abfent Houts 
More tedious than the Dial, - eight{core times 2 
Oh weary reck’ning ! ) 

Caf, Pardon me, Bianca: 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been preft, 
But I fhall in @ more continuate time > : 
Strike off this Score of Abfence. Sweet Bianca, ANS 

| Giving her Defdemona’s Handkerchief. 

Take me this work out. : 

Bian. Oh Caffio, whence came this ? 
This is fome Token from a newer Friend ; 
To the felt-abfence, now I feel a Caufe : 
Is’t come to this 2 Well, well. 

Caf. Go to, Woman ; 
Throw your <vild guéffes in the Devil’s Teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from fome Miftrefs, fome remembrance} 
No, in good 'troth, Bianca. | ch 

Bian. Why, whofe is it ¢ | 

Caf: [know not neither; I found it inmy Chamber ; 
I like the work well; e’er it be-demanded, 
As like enough it will, I-would have ir copied : 
Take it, and do’t, and leavé me for this time. - 

Bian. Leave you? wherefore ? 

Caf. I do’attend* here on the General, 

&- “— ; And: 
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And think it no Addition; nor my with 
To have him fee me -woman’d. 
Bian. Why, I pray you ? 
Caf. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. But that you do ‘not love «me } 
I pray you bring me on the way ‘a little, 
And fay, 1f I fhall fee you foon at Night? 
Caf. *Tis but.a little oway-that-I, can’ bring-you; 
For I attend here. But Pll fee you foon | 
Bian. Tis very good; I muft be'circumftane’d, fExenar. 





As TU PV 6k Ab sk 


SCEN E 4 Room of State: 


Enter Othello, and Jago, 
Fago.¥ ¥ 7 Ill you think fo 2 
P W dvb. Think fo, Fago? 
Fago. What, to kifs in private 2 
Oth. An unauthorized kifs @ 
Jago, Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 
An. Hour or more, not meaning any*harm ? 
Oth. Naked in bed, ‘Jago, and not mean harm ? 
It is Hypocrifie againft the Devil: 
They that mean. virtuoufly, and yet do fo, 
The Devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 'Heay’n; 
Fago. If they do nothing, ’tis a venial flip’: 
But if I give my Wife a Handkerchief 
Oth, What then? 
Jago. Why then; *tishers, my Lord, and being hers, 
She may, I think, beftow’t on any Man. 
Orh, She is Prote&refs of her Honour too ; 
May fhe give that 2 
Jago. Her Honour is an Effence that’s not feen, 
They have it very oft that have it nor. 
But for the Handkerchief 
Orh. By Heav'n bwould moft gladly have forgot it; 
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Thou faidft, Oh, rit \comes‘o’er. my Memory, 
As doth the Raven o’er the infectious Houfe,: 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief. - 

Fago. Ay, what of that:? 

Orb. 'That’s not fo good now. 

Fago. What if I hadefaidy: Lhadfeemhimdo you wrong 2 
Or heard him fay,:as Knaves be fuch abroad, 

Who having by their own importunate fuit, 

Or voluntary Dotage of fome Mittrefs, 

Convinced or fupplied them, ‘cannot chufe 

But they muft blab. 

~ Oth. Hath he faid any thing 2 

Fago. He hath my Lord, but be you wellaflur'd, 
No more than he'll unfwear. 

Oth. What hath he faid 2 oo 

Fago. Why, that he did+--- I know not what he did ——— 

Oth. What? what 2 

Fago. Lye ——— 

Oth. With her 2 

Fago. With her ?on her —+— what you will ----- 

Oth. Lye with her! lye onher !swe fay, lye: on her, 
when they be-lye her. Lye with her !:-that's fulfom: Hand- 
kerchief e4+~ Confeffions +--- Handkerchief ---- to confefs, 
and be hang’d for hisyLabour == Firft,: tobe hang’d, «and 
then to Confefs ---- [tremble at it---- Nature would notinvett 


her felf in fuch thadowing, Paflion, without!fome inftrudi- 


on. It is not words that fhake me thus «+--+ pith +--- Nofes, 

Ears'and “Lips ist poflible! +— Confefs! 

Handerchief:! ~ © Devil (Walls in a Trance. 
Fago..W ork on, | | 

My Medicine works; thus credulous Foolsare caught 

And masy worthy: andochaft Dames:even thus, 

All guilclefs meet.reproach: ;:what hoa ! amy Lord ! 

My Lord, fay, Orhello. | i 

Enter Cafhio. 














How nowy) Gaffe ? 
Caf: What’s the matter dys) +: ACID. 
Fago. My Lord is faln..into an. Epilepfie, 

This is-the-fecond Fit she had: oneoYelterday- 

Caf: Rub him about the Temples, 
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Fago. The Lethargy muft have his quiet courfe; 
If not, he foams at Mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to favage madnefs; look, he ftirs; 

Do you withdraw your felf a little while, 
He will recover ftraight ; when he is gone, 


I would on great occafion {peak with you. [Exit Caffio. 


Howisit, General ? Have you not hurt your Head. 
Oth. Doft thou mock me ? 

Jago. 1 mock you not, by Heav'n ; 

Would you would bear your Fortune like a Man. 
Orth. A horned Man’s a Monfter and a Beaft. 
Fago.T here’smany a Beaft then ina populous City; 

And many a civil Montter. 

Oth. Did he confefs it ? 
Fago. Good Sir, be a Man : 

Think every bearded Fellow that’s but yoak'd 

May draw with you. There’s Millions now alive, 

That nightly lye in thofe unproper beds, 

Which they dare fwear peculiar. Your caufeis betters 

Oh, ’tis the fpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch-mock, 

To lip a wanton ina fecure Couch ; 

And tofuppofe her chaft. No, let me know, 

And knowing what I am, I know what fhe fhall be. 
Orb. Oh, thou art wife; “tis certain. 

Fago. Stand you a while apart, 

Confine your felf but in a patient Lift. 

Whil ft you were here, o’er-whelmed with your Grief 

(A Paffion moft refulting fuch a Man) 

Caffio cam? hither. I fhifted him away, 

And laid good ’Scufes on your Ecftafie, 

Bad him anon return, and here {peak with me; 

The which he promis’d. Do but encave your felf, 

And mark the Fleers, the Gybes and notable Scorns, 

That dwell in every Region of bis Face. 

For I will make him tell the Tale anew ; 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 

He hath, and is again to cope your Wife. 

I fay, but mark his Gefture. Marry Patience, 

Or I fhall fay y’are all in all in Spleen, 


And nothing.of a Man. : 
Oth, 
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Oth. Doft thou hear, Fago, 
I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 
But, deft thou hear, moft. bloody. 
Fago. That’s not amifs ; 
But.yet keep time in all... Will you withdraw. 
| { Othello withdraws. 





Now will I queftion Caffio of Bianca, 

A Hufwife, that by felling her defires, 

Buys her felf Bread and Cloth, It is a Creature 

That dotes on Caffio, as’tis the Strumpet’s plague 

To beguile many, and be beguil'd by one ; 

He, when he hears of her; cannot reftrain 

From the excefs of Laughter. Here he comes. 
Exter Cafhio. 

As he thall fmile, Orhello fhall go mad ; 

And his unbookifh Jealoufie muft conftrue, 

Poor Caffio’s Smiles, Geftures and light Behaviours 

Quite in the wrong. How do you, Lieutenant? 

Caf. The worfer, that you gave me the Addition, 
Whofe want even kills me, ‘ 

Fago. Ply Defdemona well, and you ate fure on’t : 
Now, if this Sute lay in Bianea’s Dower, 9 
[ Speaking lower. 
How quickly fhould ‘you fpeed? 

Caf. Alas, poor Caitiff. 

Oth. Look how he laughs already. 

~Fago. 1 never knew a Woman love Man fo. 

Caf, Alas, poor Rogue, I think indeed fhe loves me. 

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out 

Fago. Do you hear, Caffio? | 

Orth. Now. he importunes him vise 
To tell it o’er : Go to, well faid, well faid. 

Fago. She gives it out, that you fhall marry her. 

Do you intend it? — ke 

Caf. Ha, ha, hha. 

Oth. Do ye triumph, Roman? “do you triumph? 

Caf. I marry !---What?_ a Cuftomer;' prithee bear 
Some Charity to my Wit, do not think it” 

So unwholfome, Ha, “ha, ha. 

Oth. So, fo: They laugh that win. 


Fago. Why, the cry goes, that you fhall marry her. : 
Na Caf. 
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Caf, Prithee fay true. 

Jago. Tam avery Villain elfe. 

Ozh, Have you fcoar'd m: ? well. 

Caf. This is the Monkey’s own giving out: 

She is perfwaded: I. will marry her, 
Qut of her own Love and Flattery, not out of my promife. 

Oth. Fago beckons me: Now he’ begins the Story. 

Caf. She was here even now ;, fhe haunts mé in every place. 
I was the other Day talking on the Sea Bank with certain Ve- 
netians, and thither comes the Bauble, and falls me thus a- 
bout my Neck-~--< 

Oth. Crying, oh dear Caffio, as it were: His gefture im- 
ports it, 

- Caf. So hangs, atid lolls, and weeps upon me, 
So fhakes, and pulls me... He, ha, ha---- 

Oth. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Chamber: 
Ob, I fee that Nofe of :yours, but not that Dog I, fhall 
th-ow it to. 

Caf. Well, I muft'leave her Company. 

‘Jago. Before me; look where fhe comes. 

Ener Bianca. 

Caf. *Tis fuch-another »Firchew | marry, a perfum’d one: 
What do you mean by this haunting of me 2 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Damn haunt you ; what did 
you mean by that fame Handkerchief. you ga:e me even 
now ¢ I was a fine Foolto take it: I muft rake out the work? 
A likely piece of work, that you fhould find it in your 
Chamber, and know not who left ir there. This is fome 
Minxe’s token, and £ muft take out the work? There, give 
it your Hobbey-Horfe: Wherefoever yeu had it, I'll take 
out no work on’t. 

Caf. How now, my {weet Bianca? 

How now ¢ How now ? 

Orth. By Heav’n, that fhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. If you'll come to Supper to Night, you may; 1f 
you will not, come when you are next. prepar’d for. [ Exit. 

Fago. After her, afcer her. 

Caf. I muft, fhe’ll rail in the Streets elfe. 

_ Fago. Will you Sup there ? 
Caf, Yes, ¥ intend for: | | 
ae ats th) 69 | Fag. 
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Fago. Well, I may chance to fee you; for I would very 
fiin fpeak with you. 

Caf. Piithee, come; will you 2 

Fago. Go to, fay no more. | [Exit Cal 

Oth. How fhall I murther him, fago? 

‘Fago. Did you perceive how he laugh’d at his Vice 2 

Oth. Oh, Fago!—_——— 

Fato. And did you fee the Hand tkerchicf ? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

Jago. Yours by this Hand’: And to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh Woman your Wife——She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his Waore. 

Oth, I would have him nine Years a killing’: 
A fine Woman !"a fair Woman! a fweet Woman! 

Fago. Nay, you muft forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot and perith, and be dami’d to Nigbr; 
for fhe fhalfnor live. No, my Heart is turn’d to Stone: I 
ftrike it; and it hurts my Hand. Oh, the World hith not 
4 fweeter Creature She might lye by an Sarco $ 
fide, and command him Tasks. 

Fago. Nay, that’s not your way- 

Oth. Hang her; { do but fay what fei is 





fo de- 





dicate with "Beit N éedle-———_ An admirable Mufician. Ob; 


fhe will fing the Savagenefs out of a Bear: Of fo high a 


plenteous Wit, and Invention! 


F ago. She’s the worfe for all this. 

Orh. Ob; a thoufand,; a thoufand times : 
And then of fo gentle a Condition ! 

Fago. A¥, too gentle. 

Oth. Nay that’s certain, 
But yet the pity of it, Fago-- --Oh, ago, the pity of it, ia “= 

Fago. If you are fo fond over her Iniquity : Give her 
patent to offend; for if it touch not you, It Comes Near no 
Bod 
Orh, I will chop her into Meffes : Cuckol d mé ! 

Fago. Oh, ’tis font in he~. 

Orth, With mine Officer! : 

Fago. That’s fouler. : i 

Orh. Get me {fome Poifon, apo, this Nipht? Lil not 
expoftulate with her, Ieft her Body and her Beauity un- 
provide my Mind again: This = Fagor. | | 
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Fago. Do it not with Poifon, {trangle her in her Beds 
Even the Bed fhe hath contaminated, 
Oth. Goods: good: 
The Juftice of it.pleafes; very: good, 
Fago. And for Caffio, let me, bexhisiindertaker : 
You thall hear more by midnight. 
Enter Lodovico,. Dcfdemona,; aid Attendants. 
Oth, Excellent. goed-=+», hac Trumpet.is that fame? 
Fago. 1 warrant fomething from Venice, 
‘Tis Lodovico, this comes from the-Duke, 
See, your Wife’s with him. 7 
Lod. Save you, worthy General, 
Oth, With all my Heart, Sir. 
Lod. The Duke, and the Senators of Fésice greet you. 
[ Gives him a Letter. 
Oth. I kifs the Inftrument of their-Pleafures. 
Def. And what’s the: News, good Coufin Lodovico ? 
Fago. I am very glad to fee you, Signior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Lod, I thank you ; how does Lieutenant Caffio ? 
Fago. Lives, Sir. 
Def: Coufin,there’sfaln berween.him andmy Lord 
An unkind Breach: But you. fhall make-all well, 
Ozh, Are you fure.of that 2 
Def; My Lord 3: 
Oth. This fail -you,not to doy as you will —— 
Lod. He did not call; he’s bufie.intthe Paper, 
's there divifion *twixt my. Lord and Caffo 2 
Def. A moft unhappy one; I would do much 
TMatone them, forthe Love I bear to Caffo. 
Oth. Fire and Brimitone # 
Def. My Lord. 
GOrh, Are you-wife 2 
De/: What, is he angry 3 
Lod. May be the Letter mov’d him. 
For as I think. they.do' command him home, 
Deputing Caffe in his Government, 
Def. Truft me, Iam glad on'’t. 
Orh. Indeed ! 
Def. My Lord ! 
Orh, I am glad to fee you mad. 


Def 
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Def. Why, {weet Othello ? 
Oth. Devil ! : 
Def. 1 have not deferv’d this: 
Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, 
+» Though I fhould fwear I faw’t. °Fis°very much, 
Make her amends, fhe weeps, r 
Oth. Ob Devil, Devil ! F105] 
If that the Earth ‘could: ceemwith Woman’s Tears, 
Each Drop the falls:;would prove a Crocodile: 
Out of my Sight———— | 
Def: I will not ftay to°offend you ' “Going. 
Lod. Truly obedient Lady: 
I do befeech your Lordfhip call her back. 
Oth. Mittrefs, ey 
Def. My Lord. ) 
Oth, What would you with her, Sir? 
Lod. Who I, my Lord? 
Oth, I! youdid with rhat I would make herturn: 
Sir, fhe can turn and turn, ‘and yet go on, 
And turn again, And fhe can weep, Sir, weep, 
And fhe’s. Obedient: As you fay Obedient; © 
Very Obedient——proceed you in your Teats-—— 
Concerning this, Sir--- oh well painted Paffion'!-+-- 
Tam commanded Home get you away !* * 
'll fend for you anon-+--Sir, I obey the Mandate.” 
And will retutn to Venice---Hence, avant !--~ > [ Exit Def, 
Caffio fhall have my place. And, Sir, tonight 
I do entreat, that we may Sup together. 
You are.welcome, Sir, to Cyprus 
Goats and Afonkies! : | [ Exir. 
Lod. Isthis the Noble Moor, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not fhake? Whofe folid Virtue’ 
The Shot of Accident, nor Dart of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce? 
Fago. He is mich chang’d. 
Lod. Are his Witsfafe? Is he not of light Brain? 
Fago. He’s that heis;I may not breath my Cenfure. 
What he might be, if what he might, he is nor, 
I would to Heav’n he were. | 
Led. What, ftrike his Wife! es 
| Nn 3 ok Far 
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74¢0.’Faith that was not fo well; yet would L knew 


That ttroke would prove the worft. 


Lod. \s it his ufe 2 
Or did theLerters work upon his Blood, 
And new create his Fault 2 
‘Fago. Alas, alas ! 
{ft 1s not honelty in me to {peak 
What Uhavefeen and known. Youfhallobferve him, 
And his own Courfes will denote him fo, 
That I may fave my Speech ; do but go after, 
And. mark how he continues. | 
Led. I am forry that 1 am:deceiv’d inhim. | [|Exeuni. 


SCENE UW. An Apartment. 
Exter Othello and A.milia. 


Oth. You have feen nothing then ? 
eL mil. Ner ever heard, norsever did fufpect. 
Oth. Yes, you have feen Caffio and the together. 
e# mil. BurthenIfaw no-harm; and then I heard 
Each Syllable that breath made up between them. 
~ Oth, What? Did they never,-whifper ? 
e£ mil. .Never, my Lord, 
Oth, Nor fend you out,o’th’ way ¢ 
cEmil. Nevers 
Oth. To fetch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask, nor nothing @ 
eLmil, Never, my Lordi 
Oth, That’s {trange! » | 
e£mil, I durft, my.Lord,.to wager fhe is honeft, 
Lay down my Soul at Stake; if you think other, — 
Kemove your ‘thoughr, it:doth abufe your Bofom. 
If any wretch hath pur’ this in your H:ad, 
Let Heav’n-requite it with the Serpent's, Curfe, 
For if the be not honeft, chaft and true; 
There’s no Man happy, the pureft of thetr Wives, 
Is foul as Slander. 
Orth. Bid her come hither, go; Wy | Exit Emilia. 
She fays enough} yet.ithe’s adimple Bawd 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtle Whore, 
A Cloffet-lock and Key of villanous Secrets ; 
‘ind-yet the’ll kneel, and pray; I have feen her do’t. 


Enter 
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Exner Defdemona avd Aimilia. 
Def. My Lord, what ‘is your, Will? 
O:h. Pray you, Chuck, come; hither. 
Def: What 1s your Pleafure 2 0” 
Orh, Let me fee your Eyes ; lookin my Face. 
Def. What horrible Fancy’s this. ? 
Oth. Some of your Function, Mtiltrefs, 
Leave Procreants alone, and fhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, ‘if any body come, - 
Your Myftery, your Myftery; nay difparch. [ Exit Almil, 
Def. Upon my Knee, what doth your Speech, impoit? 
I underftand a Fury-in your Words! | 
Orh, Why? What art thou? 4 y: | 
Def. Your Wife, my Eerd ; your trueand loyal Wife, 
Oth. Come {wear it.;, damn thy {elf being Jike one. > 
Of Heav’n, the Devils themfelves fhould. fear to, feize, chee. 
Therefore be double damn’d; {wear thou art honeft.. | 
Def: Heav’n doth truly know it, 
Oth. Heav’n truly knows, | 
That thou ait falfe as Hell, — 
Def. To whom, my Lord? o.. 
With whom ? How am I falfe 2. - 
Orb. Ah, Defdemoy, away, away, away ais 
Def? Alas the heavy day ! Why do you weep ? 
Am I the Motive.of thefe Tears, my Lord ? r 
If happily you my Father do fufpe@,.. > - 
An Inftrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your Blame on. me; if you havedoft him, 
Why I have loft him too, | 
Oth. Had it pleas’d Heav’n, 
To try me with Affliction, had heraind =) 
All kind of Sores, and fhames on my bare. Head, 
Steep’d me in Poverty to the very Lips; 
Given to Captivity me.and my utmoft hopes ; 
I fhould have found ap fome place of my Soul 
_Adrop of Patience. But alas, to make me 
A fixed Figure forthe band of Scorn 37° 
To point his flaw , and. moving Finger at ——. . 
Yet could I bear that: too, well, very.well : 
But there where Ihave garner'd up my Heart, | 
Where either I muft live, or bear no Life, 
Nn 4 The 
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The Fountain from the which my Current runs, : 





Or elfe dries up, to be difcarded thence ; V 
, Or keep it as aCiftern, for foul Toads 
i To knot and gender in, ‘Turn thy Complexion there, 
i Patience, thou young and rofe-lipp'd Cherubin, 
A I here look Grim as Hell. 
; Def. I hope my noble Lord efteems me Honeft. 
4 Oth. O ay, as Summer-Flies are in the Shambles, ’ 
; That quicken even with blowing. Oh thou Weed! 
i Who art fo lovely, fair, and {mell’{t fo fweer, [ 
A That the Senfe asks at thee; M 
; Would thou’dft never been born! ly 
ry Def; Alas, what ignorant Sin have I committed 2 r 
Orh, Was this fair Paper, this moft goodly Book, 

Made to write Whore upon? What committed, 

Committed? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 4h 

{ thould make very Forges of my Cheeks, I 

That: would to Cynders burn up Modefty, 

Did but I fpeak thy Deeds, What, committed? 

Heav’n {tops the Nofe at it, and the Moon winks; r 

The bawdy Wind, that kiffes all it meets, 

Is hufh’d within the hollow Mine of Earth y 

And will not hear’r, What, committed? ——~ H 


Def. By Heav’n, you do me wrong. 1 
Oth. Are not you a Strumpet? 
Def. No, as 1 am a Chriftian, 
If to preferve this Veflel for my Lord, r 
From any other foul unlawful touch, | r 
Be, not to be a Strumper, I am none, 
Orb. What, not’a Whore? 
Def. No, as I fhall be fav’d. 
Ozh. Ist poffible ? 
Def: Oh Heav’n forgive us, 
Orh. I cry you Mercy, then, 
T took you for that cunning Whore of Lenice, 
That married with Ochello. You, Miftrefs, 
Enter ALmilia. 
That have the Office oppofite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the Gate of Hell. You, you! Ay you! 
We have done our courfe, there’s Mony for your Pains; 
J pray you, eurn the Key, and keep our Counfel, [ Exit. 
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eZmil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive 2 
How do you, Madam ? How do you, my good Lady 2 
Def: Faith, half afleep. 
eZmil. Good Madam, what’s the matter with my Lord? 
Def. With whom 2 . 
e£mil. Why, withmy Lord, Madam? 
Def: Who is thy Lord 2 
e£mil. He that is yours, fweet Lady. 
Def: I have none, do not talk to me, e£milia, 
I cannot weep ; for anfwers have I none, 
But what fhould go by Water. Prethee to night, 
Lay on my Bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 
And call thy Husband hither. 
eZ mil. Here’s a change indeed. | [ Exit. 
Def: ’Tis meet I fhould be us’d fo, very meet 
How have I been behav’d, that he might ftick 
The fmalleft Opinion on my leaft mifufe ? 
Enter Jago, and Amilia. 
Fago. What isyour Pleafure, Madam ? 
How is’t with you ? 
Def: I cannot tell; thofe that do teach your Babes, 
Do it with gentle Means, and eafie Tasks ; 
He might have chid me fo; For in good Faith, 
Tam a Child to chiding. 
Fago. What’s the Matter, Lady ? 
c4mil, Alas, Fago, my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Thrown {uch defpight, and heavy Terms upon her, 
‘Fhat true Hearts cannot bear it. 
Def: Am I that Name, Fago ? 
Fago. What Name, fair Lady ? 
Def. Such as the faid my Lord did fay I was. 
c£mil. He call’d her Whore; a Beggar, in hisdrink, 
Could not have laid fuch Terms upon his Callet. 
Fago. Why did he fo? 
Def. I do not know; I am fure I am none fuch. 
Fago. Donot weep, do not weep; alas the Day ! 
emil, Hath the forfook fo many noble Matches 2 
Her Father 2 And her Country? And her Friends ? 
To be call’d Whore? Would itnotmake one weep 2 
Def. It ismy wretched Fortune. 
Sage. 
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Fago. Bethtew him for't } how’ comes ‘this trideupon 
him 2 ) | - 

De/. Nay, Heav’n doth know. "> > s a 
e£mil. | will be hane’d if fomeetertial ‘Villains 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue; 3 eyirlnpiess 
Some cogging, cozening Slave, to’ pet fome Office = 

Has notdevis'dthisflander: I will behang’d elfé. 
Fago. Fie, thereis no fuch Man}"itis impofible: 
Def. If any fuch there be, ‘Heav’n pardon him. * 
emil. A Halter pardon him; and Hell gaaw his Bones. 
Why fhould he’ call her Whore? Who keeps’ her ‘Com- 
pany gor A YR SO) 
What Place ? what Time 2? what Form ?’ what’ ‘Likely: 
hood 2 es 
The Moor’sabus'd by fome moft villanous Khave, 
Some bafe notorious’ Knave, fome feurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heav’ns, that fich Companions thoud’ft unfold, 
And put in every. honeft Hand a Whip, 7 
To lath the Ratcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaft to th’ Weft, ) 
‘Fago. Speak within Door. 
e# mil, Oh’fe upon them ! Somefuch’Squire he was 
That turn’d your Wit, the feamy fide without, 
And made you to fufpe& me with the Moor. 
‘Fago,. You are a Fool; go to. 
Def: Alas, Fago, 
What fhalld doto‘win my Lord again ? | 
Good Friend, gotohim; for by this light of Heav'n. 
I know not how T loft him. Hete I kneel ; | Kneeling. 
If eer my will did trefpafs *gainft his Love, | 
Either in D fcourfe of thought, or a@ual deed,” 
O that mine Eyes, mine Ears,” or any Senfe 
Delighted them on any other Form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, ) 
And ever. will, though he do ‘ake me’ off 
To begeaily Divorcement, love him dearly, 32 
Comfort foofwear’me. Unkitidnefs‘may do much; ~ 
And his Unkindnefs may defeat'my Life, | st 
But never tainty my) Love? I cannot fay Whore, 
It do’s abhor me now I fpeak the Word, = 
0 
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To dothe AQ, that might thé’ Addition earn; 
Not the World’s Mafs of Vanity could make ‘me. 
Fago. I pray you be content; ’tis but his Humour; 
The Bufinefs of the State do's’ him offence. 
Def. If twere no other! 1G 
Fagos Itisbutefe, FE warrants © Sie 
Hark how thefe Inftruments{iimimen to fupper ; | Trampers. 
The Meflenger of Venice ttaysthe Meat ; 4 | 
Go in, and weep not ; all things fhall be well 
BOY =: | Exeunt Defdemona and AL milia. 
Enter Rodorigo. 





, t 


How now, ‘Rodorigo ¢ 
» Rod. Tdo-not tind | 
That thou’ dealt yuftly with me, | 

Fago. What-in'the contrary 2° | 7 

Rod. Every day thou dofrft'me-with fome device, Fago, 
and rather as it’ feems tome now,« kcep’ft from me all 
conveniency, than {upplieft me with the leaft Advantage 
of hope 3° I will indecd no'longer efidure it. Nor am yet 
perfwaded to put up in Peaee,) what already I~ have fool- 
ifhly. fuffer’dy» © re EES ERTS 

Fago. Will you hear me, Redorigo? | 

Rod. T have heard too much 3° and your wofds and per- 
formances are’no kin together. ; 

Fago. You charge me moft unjuftly. | | 
| Rod. With naught but Pruth : T have waftedmy felf out 
of my means. The Jewels you have had from\me to de- 
liver’ Defdemona, would half have corrupted a Votarift, 
you have told me fhe hath. receiv’d-them, and return’d me 
expeCtations and comforts°of' fuddet’ refpect, and acquain- 
tance, but I find none. cane 

Fao. Well, go to ; very well; 

Rod. Véiy well, go'to; 1 cannot go to, Man, norris 
not very well; ray, I think it is*Scurvy ; and begin to find 
my felf fob'd in it. | 7 
oo Fago. Very well. 

| Rods ¥-tell you, *tis not very well ; 1 will make my felf 
; known to’ De/denona. If fre will return me*my Jewels, I 
, will give over my Suit, and repent'my unlawful Solicitation, 
{f not, affure your felf, I will feek Satisfaction ‘of ee “ 
: ppt ba tele oa. 2 Fuito. 
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Fago. You have faid now. 


| Rod. Ay, and faid nothing but what I proteft intend. 

S| ment of doing, 

i Fago. Why, now I fee there’s Mettle in thee; and even t 
* | from this inftant do I build on thee a better Opinion than 
GI ever'before; give methy Hand, Redorigo. Thou haft taken 

. againft me a moft juft Exception; but yet I proteft I have | 

vi dealt moft dire&ly in thy Affair. k 

C) Rod. {t hath not appear’d. | ) 

= Fago. I grant indeed it hath not appear’d; and your h 

A Sufpicion is not without Witand Judgment. But, Rodorigo, ) 

ed if thou haft that in thee indeed, which I have greater reafon ! 

4) to believe now than ever (I mean, Purpofe, Courage, and nt 
Valour) this Night thew it. If thou the next Night fol- 

lowing enjoy not Defdemona, take me from this World with ) 

Treachery, and devife Engines for my Life, Y 

Rod, Well; what is it 2. Is it. within reafon and com- ) 

pals 2 hd 

Fago. Sir, there is efpecial Commiflion come from Venice hd 

to depute Caffio in Orhello’s place. y 

Rod. Is that true? Why then Othello and Defdemona ) 

return again to Venice, nn 

Jago. Oh no ; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh We 

away with him the fair De/demona, unlefs his abode be y 

lingred here by fome accident. Wherein nope can be fo [ 

determinate, as the removing of Caffo. Th 

Rod. How do you mean removing him ? i Dy 

Fago. Why, by making him uncapable of Orhelle’s places 3 

knocking out his Brains. 

Rod, And that you would have me to do. Vi 

Fags. Ay, if you dare do your felf a profit, and a right. t) 

He fups to night with a Harlotry ; and thither will I go to h 


him. He knows not yet of his honourable Fortune, if you 
will watch his going thence (which I will fafhion to fall 


out between twelve andone) you may take him at your " 
Pleafure. I will be near to fecond your Attempt, and he ly 
fhall fall between us. Come, and. not amaz’d at it, but r 
go along with me ; I will thew you fuch a neceffity in his hr 
Death, that you fhall think your felf bound to put it on Wi 
him. It is now high fupper time; and che Night grows hy 
to wafte. About it. A ly 
a Ro 
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Red. I will hear’ further reafon for this, 


Fago. And you fhall be fatisfied. | Exewne. 
Exter Othello, Lodovico, Defdemona, AZmilia,. avd 
| Attendants. 


Lod. I:dobefeech you, Sir, trouble your felf no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon; *twill do:me good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your Ladifhip. 
Def; Your Honour is moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walk, Sir: Ob Defdemona | 
Def. My Lord. 

Ozh. Get you to bed on th’inftant, 1 will be return’d 


forthwith ; difmifs your Attendant there ; look’t be done. 
. [ Exit. 





Def. 1 will, my Lord, 
eEmil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 
Def. He fays he will return incontinent, 
And hath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bid me to difmifs you. 
e£mil. Difmils me 3 
Def: It was his bidding ; therefore good e£milia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu. 
We mutt not now difpleafe him. 
emil. I would you had never feen him. 
Def: So would not I ; my love doth fo 5 igi him, 
That even his Stubbornefs, his Checks, his Frowns, 
(Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them 
c£mil. I have laid thofe Sheets you bad me on the Bed. 
Def. All’s one ; good Father! how foolith are our 
Minds 2 | 
IfI dodie before thee, prethee fhroud me 
In one of thefe fame Sheets. 
e£mil. Come, come; you talk. . 
Def; My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 
She was in love; and he fhe lov’d prov’d mad, 
And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing ’twas, but it expref$’d her Fortune, 
And the dy’d finging it. That Song to Night, 
Will not grow from my mind; I have much todo, 
But to go hang my Head all at one fide 
And fing it like poor Barbara; prethee difpatch. 
| 4 mil, 
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c£ mil. Shall Igo fetch your Night-gown ? 
Def: No, unpin me here; 
This Lodsvico is a proper Man. 
e4 mil. A very handfom Man. 
Def? He {peaks well. 4 
e£ mil. | know a Lady in Penrice would have walk’d bare- 
foot to Pulefine for a touch of his nether Lip. 
Def. The poor Soul fat Sinsing, by a Sycamore Tree. 
z , ' Singing. 

Sing all a green Willow + 

Her Hand on ber Bofom, her Head on her'Kuee, 

Sing Willow, Willow, Willow. 

The frefb ftreams ran by her, and murmur’ d her moans § 

Sing Willow, oe. | 

Her {alt Tears fell from her, and foftned the Stones’; 

Sing Willow, &e. (Lay by thefe) 

Willow, Willow. (Priithee high thee, hell come-anon) 

Sing all a green Wiilow muft be my Garland. | 

Let no body blame him, his feorn I approve. 

Nay that’s not next Hark who 1s’t that knocks @ 
eA mil. Ws the Wind? 

Def. Lcall'd my Love falfe Love ; brit what faid he then’? 

Sing Willow, @Fc. | 

If I court more Women, you ll couch with more Aen. 

So get thee gone, good night; mine Eyes doitch, ~ 

Dorh thit boad weeping ? Vane | 
e# mil. *Tis neither here nor there, | 

Def: thaye heard itfaid fo; O thefe men, thefe men ! 

Doft thou in Confeience think, tell me e#milia, 

That there be Women do abufe their Husbands, 

In fach grofs kind @ 
eA mil, There be fome fach, no Queftion, ~~ 
Def. Would ft thou do fuck a deed for all the world, 
e4mil. Why, would not you @ ° 
Def. No, by this Heavinly Light. 
ez mil. Nor I neither,’ by this Heav’nly Light, 

[ might do’t as well ’th’ datk. : 
Def. Would’it thou do {ttch.a deed for allthe World? 
e4mil. The World’s a huge thing ; 3 

It is a great price, for a {mall Vice. 

Def. In troth I think thou would’ not. 





Emil: 
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e4:mil. In troth I think I fhould, and undo’t when [ 
had done. Marry, I would not do fuch a thing for a joint 
Ring, nor for Meafures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, Petti- 


coats, nor Caps, nor any petty Exhibition. But for all 


the whole World; why, who would not. make her Huf- 
band a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch? I fhould ven- 
ture Purgatory for’t, 
Def. Bethrew me, if 1 would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole World. 
e£mil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong 1th’ World; and 
having the World for your ‘Labour, “tis a wrong in your 
own World, and you might quickly make it right. 
Def. I do not think there is any fuch: Woman. 
eLmil. Yes, a dozen 3:and as many to th’ vantage, as 
would ftore the World they plaid for. 
But I do think itis their Husbands Faults 
If Wives do-fall: Say, that they flack their Dutics, 
And pour our Treafures into foreign Laps, 
Or elfe break out in peevith' Jealoufies, 
Throwing reftraint upon us; ‘orfay they ftrike us, 
Or fcant our former having in defpight:; ) 
Why we ha: e Galls; and though we have fome Grace, 
Yet have we fome Revenge. “Let Husbands know; 
Their Wives have Senfelikethem ; they feeand fmell, 
And have their Palats both for fweet and: fower, 
As Husbands have. What isit that they do, 
When they change us for others? I's it fport.? 
I think it is; and doth AffeG@ion breed it 2 2» 
I think it: doth: Is’e frailry that thus errs 2: - 
It is fo too. And have not*we \Affections ? 
Defires for {port ? and frailty as Men have 2 
Then let them ufe us well; :elfe let them know, 
The ills we:do, their ills inftru@ us too. 
Def; Good night, good night ; Heav’n me fuchtfes fend, 
Not to pick bad from bad; but by bad; mend. + ~.[/ Exenar. 


AST 
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SCENE The Street, 


Enter Jago, and Rodorigo. 
Fago.¥_¥ ERE, ftand behind this Bulk, Straight will he 


come: 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and putit home ; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing ; [I'll be at thy Elbow, 
It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And fix moft firm thy Refolution. 
Rod, Be near at Hand, I may mifcarry int. 
Fago. Here, at thy hand ; behold, and take thy ftand. 
Rod. I have no great Devotion to the Deed, 
And yet he hath given me fatisfying Reafons ; 
‘Tis but a Man gone. Forth my Sword; he dies. 
Fago. Uhave rub’d this young Quat almoft to the fenfe, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caffie, 
Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain. Live Rodorigo, 
He calls me to a reftitution large 
Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob'd from him, 
As Gifts to Defdemona. 
It muft not be, . If Caffe do remain, 
He hath a daily Beauty in his Life, 
That makes me ugly ; and befides the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ftand{ in much Peril; 
No, he muft die. But fo, I hear him coming. [Exit Jago 
Enter Caflio. 
Rod. I know his Gate, ’tishe: Villain thou dyeft. 
He runs at Caflio, and wounds him. 
Caf. That thraft had been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my Coat is better than thou know’ft : 
I will make proof of thine. 
Red. Oh, I am flain, [ Fight, and both fall. 
Caf. I am maim’d for ever ; 
Help hoa! Murther, murther ! 


Enter 
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Enter Othello, above at a Window. 
Oth. The Voice of Caffio, Fago keeps his word. 
Rod. O Villain that I am! 
Orh, It is even fo. 
‘Caf. Oh help ho! Light! A Surgeon! 
Oth. *Tis he! O brave Jago, honeft and juft, 
That haft fuch noble Senfe of thy Friend’s Wrong, 
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your Dear lies dead, 
And your unbleft Fate highes, Strumpet I come: 
For off my Heart, thofe Charms thine Eyes, are blotted. 
Thy Bed luft-ftain’d, fhall with Luft’s blood be fpotted. 
[ Exit Othello. 





Enter Lodovico, and Gratiano. 


Caf: Whatho! No Watch? No Paflage? Murther, Mur- 
ther ! | 
Gra.’ Tis fome Mifchance, the Voiceis very direful. 
Caf; Ob help! 
Lod. Hark! 
Rod. Oh wretched Villain! 
Lod. Two or three groan.’ "Tis heavy Night; ~ 
Thefe may be Counterfeits: Let’s think’t unfafe 
To come into the Cry, without more help. — 
Rod. Nobody come: Then fhall I bleed todeath. 
| Enter Jago, in his Shirt. 
Lod. Hark. 
Gra. Here’s one comes in his Shirt, with Light, and Wee- 
pons. 
Fago. Who’s there ? 
Whole Noife is this that cries out Murther ? 
Lod. We do not know. i 
Fago. Do not you hear a Cry? 
Caf. Here, here: For Heav’n fake help me. 
Fago. What’s the matter? 
Gra. This is Othello’s Ancient, as I take it. 
Lod. The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 
Fago. What are youhere, that cry fo grievoutly? 
Caf. Jago? Qh I am fpoil’d, undone by Villains? 
Give me fome Help. . 
Fago. O me, Lieutenant! 
What Villains have done this? 
Vou. V. O-o ; Caf. 
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Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout, 
And cannot make away. 
Fago. Oh treacherous Villains ! 
What are you'there?: Come in, and give fome help. 
Red. O help me there. 
Caf: That’s one of them. 
Fago. Oh murd’rous Slave! O Villain! | Jago ftabs him, 
Red. O damn’d Fage’ O inhuman Dog! 
Fago. Kill Men ach” dark?) Where be thefe bloody 
Thieves? 
How filent is this Town ? Ho, Murther!..Murther! 
What may you be? Are you of Good or Evil? 
Lod. As you fhall prove us, praife'us, 
Fago. Signior Lodovico. 
Lod. He, Sir. 
Fago, Tcry youmercy! here’s Cafiohurt by Villains. 
Gra. Caffio? 
Fago. How ist; Brother? 
Caf. My Leg is cutin two. 
Fago. Marry Heav’n forbid: 
Light Gentlemen, Ill bind it with my Shirt. 
Exter Bianca. 
Bian. What is the Matter hoa? Who is’cthat cry’d 2 
Fago. Who is't that cry’d? 
Bian. Oh my dear Caffio, | 
My {weet Caffio: Oh Caffio, Caffio, Caffio. 
Fago. O notable Strumpet. Caffio, may youfufped 
Who they fhould be, that have thus:mangled you? 
Caf. No. 
Gra. fam forty to find-you thus: 
Tt have been to feek you. 
Fago. Lend me a Gartet, Som—Oh for a.Chair 
To bear him eafily hence. 
Bian. Alas he faints. Ob Caffio, Caffio, Caffio. 
Fago. Gentlemen all, I do fufpec this Trath 
To be a Party in this Injury. 
Patience a while, good'Cafio, come, come; 
Lend mea Light: Know we thisFace, or nog 
Alas, my Friend, and my dear Country-man 
Rodorigo? No: Yes fure: Yea, “tis Rodorige. 
Gra. What, of Venice? 
ce Face. 
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Fago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 

Gra. Know him? Ah! 

Fago. Signior Gratiano? Lery-your gentle Pardon: 
Thefe bloody Accidents muft excufe my Manners, 
That fo neglected you. 

Gra.'1 am glad to fee you. 

Fago. How doyou; Cafio? Oha Chair, aChair. 

Gra. Rodorigo ? 

Fago. He, he, tis he: Ob that’s: well faid, the Chair. 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence, 

I'll fetch the General’s Surgéeom. For you, Mittrefs, 
Save you your Labour. He that lyes {lain here, Caffos 
Was my dear Friend. What Malice was between you ¢ 
Caf. None in the World; nor do T know the Man. 
‘Fago. What look you pale?: Oh bear him out o'th’ Air. 
Stay you good Gentkmen, Look you pale, Miftrets¢ 
Do you perceive the Gaftnefs of her Eye? [Zo Bianca. 
Nay, if you ftare, we fhall hearmore anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her; 
Do you fee, Gentlemen? Nay, Guiltinefs will {peak, 
Though Tongues were out of ufe. 


Enter AL. milta. 


e4: mil. Alas, what is the Matter? 
What is the Matter, Husband 2 
Fago. Caffio hath here been fet on in the Dark 
By Rodorigo, and Fellows that are *{cap’d: 
He’s almoft flain, and Redorigo quite dead, 
4 mil. Alas, good Gentleman ! Alas, good Caffio ! 
Fago. That isthe fruits of whoring. Prithee «£milia, 
Go know of Ca/fio where he fupt to. Night. 
What do you fhake at that? 
Bian. Hefupt at my Houfe, but I therefore fhake not: 
Fago. O did he fo? I chatge you go with mes 
e# mil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet. 
Bian. { am no Strumpet, but of Lite: as henelt, 
As you that thus abufe me. 
e£mil. Ast? Fie upon thee, 


Fage. Kind Gentlemen: Let's go (ee poor Caffio dreft. 
Oo 4 Come 
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Come Mittrefs, -you muft tell’s another Tale. 
eEmilia, run you to the Cittadel, 
And tell my Lord. and Lady, what hath hap’d: 


+ 


Will you go on afore? This is the Night 


That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. | Exeunt. 


SCENE Il. A Bed-chamber: Deldemona 


is difcover'd afleep in: her Bed. 


Enter Othello. 


Orh. Itis the Caufe, itis the Caufe, my Soul, 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte Stars, 
It isthe Caufe. Yet Pll not thed her Blood, 
Nor fear that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And. {mooth as Monumental Alabafter: 
Yet fhe mult die, elfe the’ll betray more Men: 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light, 
if I quench thee, thou flaming Minifter, 
I can again thy former Light reftore, 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunoing’ft Pattern of excelling Nature, 
J know not where is that Promethean Heat 
That can thy Light re-lumine. 
When I have pluck’d thy Rofe, 
I cannot give it vital Growth again, 
Ir needs muft wither. [’ll {mell thee on the Tree; { Kifiug her: 
O balmy Breath, that doft almoft perfwade 
Juttice to break her Sword: . One more, one more; 
Be-thus whemthou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after.- One more, and'that’s the laft. 
So {weet, was ne’er fo fatal. I muft weep, 
But they are crue] Teats: ‘This Sorrow’s heay’nly 
It ftrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Def. Who's there, Othello? 
Oth. Ay, Defdemona. 
De/. Will you come to Bed, my Lord ? 
O:h. Have you pray’dto Night, De/demona? 
Def. Ay» my-Lord. , os 
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Oth. If you bethink your felfof any Crime 
Unreconcil’d as yet to Heav’n, and Grace, 
Solicit for it ftraight. 

Def Alack, my Lords 
What may you mean by that? 

Orh. Well, doit, and be brief; I will walk by, 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, Heav’ns fore-fend, I would not kill thy Soul. 

Def: Talk you of killing 2 

Orh, Ay, I do. 

Def. Then Heav’n have Mercy on’me. 

Oth, Amen, with all my Heart. 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you -will.not kiil:me. 

Orth, Hum. 

Def. And yet I fear you: For you're fatal: then, 


When your Eyes rowl fo. 


Why I fhould fear I know not; 

Since Guiltinefs I know not: But yet I. feel I fear. 
Oth. Think on thy Sins... 
Def: They are Loves I bear to you. 
Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy’ft. 


Def: That Death’s unnatural, that kills for Loving. 


Alas, why gnaw you;fo your Nether-lip? 
Some bloody Paflion fhakes your very Frame; 
Thefe are Portents: But yet Lhope, hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Ozh. Peace, and»be ftill. 

Def: T will fo:. What's the matter? 

Oth. That Handkerchief 
Which I fo lov’d, and:gave thee, thou .gaw ft Caffe. 

Def: Noby my Life and Soul: Send forthe Man; 
And ask him. 

Oth. SweetSoul, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 
Thou art on thy Death-bed. : 

Def: Ay, but not yet to die, | 

Orh. Prefently. 
Therefore confefs thee-freely of thy. Sin: 
For to deny each Article with Oath, 
Cannot remove, nor choak the {trong Conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou-art to dies 

; Oo 3 
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Def. Oh Heav’n have Mercy on me. 

Orh. I fay, Amen, 

Def: And have you Mercy too; I never did 
Offend you in my Life ; never lov’d Caffio, 

But with fuch general warranty of Heav’n, 
As I might love. I never gave him Token. 

Orh. By Heav’n I faw my Handkerchief in’s Hand. 
O perjur’d Woman ! thou doft {tone my Heart, 
And makeft me call, what I intend todo, 

A Maurther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
I faw the Handkerchief. 

Def. He found it then 5 
I never gave it him ; fend for him hither, 

Let him confefs a Truth. 

Oth. He hath confeft. 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Orh. That he hath us*d rhee; 

Def. How 2 unlawfully 2 

Orh. Ay. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Orh. No, his Mouthis {topp’d ; 

Moneft Fago hath ta’en Order for’t. 

Def? Oh, my fear interprets.’ What is he dead 2 

Orh. Had all his Hairs been Lives,my great Revenge 
Had Stomach for them all. 

Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone. 

Oth, Out Strumpet ! weep’ft thou for him tomy face ? 

Def. O banifh me, my Lord, but killme not. 

Orh. Down, Strumpet. 

Def: Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. 

Oth, Nay, if you ftrive. 

Def. But half an Hour -—————- 

Ozh, Being done, there is no Paufe. 

Def: But while I fay one Prayer 

Orh. It is too late. | Smothers her. 

fEmilia at the Door. 

e£mil, My Lord, my Lord !|. What hoa! 

My Lord, my Lord ! 

Orh, What Noife is this? not dead ? not yet quitedead? 

I that am cruel, am yet merciful, 
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I would not have thee linger an thy Pain. 
So, fo. 
e£mil. within. | .What-hoa! my,Lord, my Lord! 
Oth. Who’s there.2 | 
emil, Oh, -my-good Lord, L would-fpeak a word with 
you. | 
Orth, Yes, *tis e£milia--- by and by -e- the’s dead, 
’Tis like fhecomes to {peak of Caffio’s Death’; 
The noife was high. Hah, no more moving ? 
Still as the Grave, Shall dhe come in? were't good ? 
I think the ftirs again ---~ No ---- what's belt todo? 
If fhe come in, fhe’ll fure fpeak tomy Wife; 
My Wife! my Wife! what Wife? I have no Wife. 
Oh infupportable ! Oh heavy Hour! 
Methinks it fhould be now a huge Eclipfe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that the affrighted Globe 
Did yawn at Alteration 
eA:mil. 1 do befeech you 
That I may fpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord! --- 
Orb, I had forgot thee; Oh come in, e£milia. 
Soft, by and by, let me the Curtains draw, : 
Where art thou? what’s the matter with thee now 2 
Enter ALmitlia, 
: e4mil.. Oh, my. good Lords. yonder’s foul Murthers 
one. 
Oth, What 2? now 2 
eEmil.. But now, my Lord. 
Orh. It is the very. error of the Moon, 
She comes more nearer Earth than.fhe was wont, 
And makes.Men-mad, 
e4imil. Caffe, my Lord, hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’'d Rodorigo. 
‘Oth. Rodorigo kill'd 2 and Caffio kill’'d 2 
eEmil, No, Caffo is not killd. | 
Oth, Not Caffokill’d? Then M irthers.o.t of tune, 
And {weet Revenge grows. harfh. 
Def. O falfely,.falfely murder’d. 
c£mil. Alas! what cry is that ? 
Othe That 2- what ?. 
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eA mil. Out, and alas, that was my Lady’s Voice; 
Help! help hoa! help! Oh Lady fpeak-again, 
Sweet Defdemona, oh {weet Miftrefs, fpeak. 

Def. A. guiltlefs Death I die. 

e4: mil, Oh who hath done this Deed 2 

Def: No body, I my felf, farewel; 

Commend me to.my kind Lord; oh farewel: [ Dies. 
Oth. Why, how fhould fhe be Murder’d? 
eA mil. Alas! who knows ? 

Orh; You hear her fay her felf, it-was not'I, 
c£ mil, She faid fo, I muft needsreportthe Truth. 
Orth. She’s like a Liar gone'to burning Hell, 

Twas Erhat kilfd-her. 
emil, Oh the more Angel fhe, and you the blacker 

Devil. 

Orb, She turn’d-to Folly, and the was a Whore. 
e# mil. Thou do’ft bely her, and thou art’a Devil. 
Orh. She was falfeas Water. 
c£mil. ‘Ehouart rath as Fire, to fay 

That fhe was fale... Oh the was heav’nly. true. 
Oth. Caffio did top hers askthy Husband elfe. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in:Hell, 

But that I did proceed upon juft grounds 

To this Extremity... Thy Husband knew: it: all. 
eA mil. My Fusband | 
Orh. Thy Husband. 
cEmil.' That the was falfe to Wedlock2 
Orh, Ay, with Caffo: Had the been true, 

If Heav'a would make me fuch another World, 

OF one entire and perfect Chryfolite, 

I’d not have fold her for it. 

04 mil, My. Husband 2 
Oth. Ay, “twas he that told me firfts 

An honeft Man he is,..and hates the Slime 

That fticks on, filthy Deeds, 
emil. My Husband? 

Oth. What needs this Iterance, Woman? 

I fay thy Husband. 
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My Husband fays:the was falfe ? 
Oth, He, Womans; ; 

I fay thy Husband; do’ft underftand the word? 

My Friend, thy Husband, honeft, honeft Fago. 
eZ mil. If he fay fos may his pernicious Soul 

Rot half a grain a: Day ;:he lies to th’. Heart, 

She 'was too fond of her moft filthy Bargain: 

Oth. Hah? 

e£mil. Do thy worft : 
This Deed of thine is no more worthy Heav’n, 
Than thow waft worthy: her. 

Oth. Peace, you-were beft. 

4 mil. Thou haft not half that Powertodome harm 

As-I-have to be hurt, Oh Gull ! oh Dolt ! -- 

As ignorant as Dirt ; thou haft done a deed 

I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known, .. 

Though I loft twenty Lives---Help! help! hoa! help! 

The Moor hath kill’d my Miftrefs. Murther,;murther ! 

_ > Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Jago. 
Mon. What is the matter? How now, General? 
e#mil. Oh, areyou come, ago? Youhave done. well, 
That Men maft lay their Murthers on your Neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ¢ 
emil.. Difprove this Villain, if thou be’fta Man, 

He fays thou toldft him that his Wife was falfe+ 

I know thou dcidft not, thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 

Speak, for my Heart is full. 

Fago. 1 told:him:what I thought; -and told: no more 

Than what he found himfelf was apt and true. 
e4mil. But did you ever tell him, the was falfe? 
Fago. I did. 

e#mil. You told a Lie, an odious damned Lie: 

Upon my Soul-a Lie ; a wicked: Lie. 

She falfe with Caffe? did you fay with Caffo ? 
Fago. With Caffio, Miftrefs,- goto, charm your Tongue. 
e4mil. L'will not charm my»Tongue ;- I am bound 

to fpeak, aas 

My Miftrefs here lies murthered in her Bed. 

(All, Oh Heav’ns-forefend ! 


cE mil. 
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eZ mil. And your reports have fetthe Murther on. 

Oth. Nay, ftare not, Mafters, it is true indeed. 

Gra, Tis a ftrange Truth. 

Afon. Oh monftrous AG. 

e£mil, Villany! villany ! villany! 

I think upon't ---- I think ---- I fmell't-----O villany! 
I thought fo then; I'll kill my felf for Grief, 
O Villany, Villany / 

Fago. What, are you mad ? [charge you,-get you 
home. 

e4mil. Good Gentlemen, let mehaveleaveto fpeaks 
‘Tis proper I obey him, but not now’: 

Perchance, Fago, I will ne’er go home. 

Orb. Oh! oh! oh! 

cmil. Nay, lay thee down and roar = 
For thou haft kill’d the fweeteft Innocent, 

That e’er did lift up eye. 

Orb. Oh fhe was foul / 

I fcarcedid know you, Uncle; there lyes your Niece, 
W hofe Breath indeed, thefe Hands have newly ftop’d ; 
I know this AG fhews horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Defdemoua! {am gladthy Father’s dead, 
Thy match was. mortal to him ; and’ pure Grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live now, 
This fight would make him doa defperate turn ; 
Yea, curfe his better Angel from his fide, 
And jfall to. Reprobation. 

Oth. ’Tis pitiful, but yet Fago knows; 
That the with Caffo hath the a of Shame 
A thoufand times committed, Caffio confeft its 
And fhe did gratifie his amorous Works, 
With that Recognizance and Pledge of Love, 
Which I firft gave her; I faw it in his Hand; 
It was a Handkerchief, an antick Token 
My Father gave my Mother. 

e4mil, OhHeav’n! Oh heaw’nly Powers ! 

Fago. Come, hold your peace. 

cEmil. Twill out, “twill out ———~ I peace? 
No, I will {peak as liberal as the North, 
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Let Heav’n, and Men, and Devils, let them all; 
All, all, cry fhame againft me, yet I’ll {peak. 
Fago. Be wife and get you home. 
eZ mil. I will not. | Jago offers to flab hisWife. 
Gra. Fie, your fword upon a Woman? 
c£mil. Oh, thou dull Moor, 
That Handkerchief thou fpeak’ft of 
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband); 
For often, with a folemn earneitnefs, 
More than indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle, 
He bege’d of me; to fteal it. 
Fago. Villanous Whore ! 
eZ mil, She give it Cafio? Alas I found ir, 
And I did give’t my Husband, 
‘Fago. Filth, thow tieft. 
e£mil. By Heav’n I donot, Ido not, Gentlemen: 
Oh murd’rous Coxcomb, what fhould fuch a Foo! 
Do with fo good a Wife 2 
[Jago breaks through and wounds his Wife, then runs ont. 
Orh. Are thereno ftones in Heav’n, 
But what ferve forthe Thunder? precious Villain! 
Gra. The Woman falls ; fure he hath kilf’'d his Wife. 
eLmil. Ay, ay; Ob lay me by Miftrefs fide. 
Gra. He’s'gone, but his Wrfe’s kill’d. 
Mon. ’Tis a notorious Villain; take you this Weapon, 
Which I have recover’d from the Moor + 
Come, guard the Door without, }et him not pafs, 
But kill him rather; Vl after that fame Villain, 
For tis a damned’ Slave: ; [Exit 
Orh. I am not valiant neither ; 
But every Puny whipfter gets my Sword. 
But why fhould Honour out-live Honefty ? 
Let it go all. 
efmil. What did thy Song boad,: Lady 2 
Hark, canft thou hear me 2? [ willplay the Swan, 
And die inMufick; Willow, Willow, Willow — 
Moor, fhe was chaft, the lov’d thee, crue! Moor, 
So come my’ Soul to Blifs, as-T fpeak true ; at 
So fpeaking as I think, alas, Idie, ~~ [AL milia Dees. 


Orh. 
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Oth, I have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain, the Ice brooks. temper; 
Oh here it ts: Uncle, I muft come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft.thee dear; 
Thou haft no Weapon, and perforce muft:fuffer. 

Oth. Look in upon me then, and {peaki with me, 
Or naked as I am I will affaule thee. 

Gra. What is the matter 2 

O:h. Behold Ihave a. Weapon : 
A better never did it felf fultain 
Upon a Soldier’s Thigh. I have feen the Day, 
That with this little Arm, aad this good Sword, 
I have made my. way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ftop. But), oh.vain. Boatt ! 
Who can controul his Fate? ’Tis not fo.now,. 
Be not afraid, though you do fee me weapon’d ; 
Here is my Journey’send, here is my Butt, 
And very Sea-mark. of my urmoft Sail. 
Do you go back difmaid 2 °Tis a loft Fear : 
Mati but a rufh againft Orhello’s Breaft, 
And he retires. Where fhould Othello go? 
Now ---- how doft thou look now ?-Oh ill-ftar'd Wench’ 
Pale as thy Smock ! When we fhallmeet at;Compr, 
This look of thine-will burl my Soul, from Heav’n, 
And Fiends will {natch att, Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaitity.* O curfed, curfed Slave ! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 
From the Poffeffion of this heav’nly fight ; 
Blow me about in Winds, and roaft mein Sulphur, 
Wath me in fteep-down Gulfs of liquid Fire) 

Oh Defdemoua!. Dead, Defdemona !. Dead, dead! Oh, oh! 
Enter Lodovico, Caflio led. in wounded, Montano, and 
Jago Prifoner, with Officers. 

Lod. Where is this rath, and moft unfortunate Man 2 

Ozh. That’s be. that. was Orbello: Here I, am. 
Lod. Where is that Viper ? bring the Villain forth, 
Oth. I look down towards his Feet ;.but that’s a‘Fable, 
If that thou beeft a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 
L Othello wounds, Jago. 
Lod, Wrench his Sword from him. 
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Fago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill’d. 

Oth. I am not forry neither, I'd have thee live ; 
For in my Senfe, tis happinefs to die. 

Led. Oh thou, Othello, that waft once fo good, 
Faln in the Pra@tice of a curfed Slave, 
What {hall be faid to thee @ 

Oth. Why any thing ; 
An Honourable Murtherer, if you will : 
For nought I did hate, but all in Honour, 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany : 
Did you and he confent in Caj/fio’s Death ? 

Ozh. Ay. 

Caf: Dear General, I never gave you Caufe, 

Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your Pardon : 

Will you, T pray, demand that Demy-Devil, 
Why he hath rhus enfnar’d my Soul and Body. 

Fago. Demand me nothing, what you know, you know: 
From this time forth, I never will {peak word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ¢ 

Gra. Torments will ope your Lips. 

Oth. Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir you fhall underftand what hath befaln, 
Which as,I think, you know not; here is a Letter, 
Found in the Pocket of the flain Rodorige, 

And here another, the one of them imports 
The Death of Caffio, to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villain! 

Caf: Moft heathenifh, and moft grofs. 

Led. Now; here’s another difcontented Paper 
Found in his Pocket too; and this it feems. 

Rodorige meant t’have fent this damned Villain 5 — 
But that belike fago in the interim : : 
Came in, and fatisfy’d him. 

Orb, O thou pernicious Caitiff ! 

How came you, Caffio, by that Handkerchief 
‘That was my Wife's 2 

Caf: I found it in my Chamber 5 ~~ 
And he himfelf confeft ir but even now, 

That there he dropt it for a fpecial purpofe . 
gig” Se a | i Which 
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A Al Which wrought to his defire. Cf 
; mal Oth. O Fool, Fool, Fool ! For he 
h g | Caf. There 1s befides, in Rodorigo’s Letter, Lith 
, Ve How he upbraids Fago, that he made him More 
/ a Brave me upon the Watch ; whereon it came Look 0 
A" | That I was caft; and even but now he fpake This 1 
i ny) | After long feeming dead, Fage hurt him, Letit | 
A aL Fago fet him on. And fe 
: Zod. You mutt forfake this room, and go with us ; Por th 
Your Power and your Command is taken off, Remait 
I And Caffio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave; The ti 
| If there be any cunning Cruelty, My fa 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, This h 


It fhall be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, 
Till that the Nature of yout fault be known 
To the Venetian State. Come, bring away. 
Oth. Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 
Lhave done the State fome Service, and they know’t; 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe unlucky Deeds relate, 
Speak of me, as t am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fet down ought in Malice. 
Then muft you {peak, 
Of one that jov’d not wifely, but too well ; 
Of one, not eafily Jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplex’d in the extream; of one, whofe Hand, 
Like the bafe Jzdian, threw a Pearl away 
Richer than allhis Tribe; of one, whofe fubdu’d Eyes, 
Albeit unufed to the melting mood, 
Drop Tears as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Their Medicinal Gum. Set you down this. 
And fay befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant, and a Turband-Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 
I took by th’ Throat the Circumcifed Dog, 
And fmote him, thus. [Stabs himfelf. 
‘Lod, Oh bloody Period ! 
Gra. All that is fpoke is marr’d. 
Oth. I kift thee, e’er I kill’d thee: No way but this, 
Killing my felf, to die upon a Kils. [ Diese 
Caf, 
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Caf. This did I fear, but thought he had. no Weapon ; 
For he was great of Heart. 

Lod. Oh Spartan Dog ! 
More fell than Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea, eam | 
Look on the Tragick Loading of this Bed ; . 
This is thy work; the Obje& poifons fighr, 4 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the Houfe, 
And feize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 
For they fucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the Cenfure of this hellith Villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it, 
My felf will ftraight aboard, and to the State, 
This heavy -A@, with heavy Heart, relate. | Exennt. 


The End of the Fifth Volume. 
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